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ARGUMENT. 
ruCHUf.LIN  (General  of  the  Irish  tribes,  in  the  minority  of  Cormac,  king 
of  Ireland)  sitting  alone  beneath  a  tree,  at  the  gate  of  Tura,  a  Castle 
of  Ulster;  (the  oiiier  chiefs  having  gone,  on  a  huniing  party,  to  Croinla,  a 
neighbouring  hill)  is  informed  of  the  landing  of  Swaran.  King  of  Lochiin, 
by  Mora n,  the  son  of  Fithil,  one  of  his  scouts.  He  convenes  the  chiefs, 
and  (in  a  council  of  war)  disputes  run  high  concerning  giving  battle  lo 
the  enemy.  Connal,  the  petty  king  of  Tongorma,  and  an  intimate  fsiend 
ofCuchuliin,  was  for  retrcatij  .;  or  concluding  a  a  armistice  oi  a  tempo- 
rary peace;  till  I'ingal,  king  of  those  Caledonians,  who  inhabited  the 
north-west  coast  of  Scotland,  (wlioseald  had  been  previously  solicited,) 
should  arrive.  But,  Cnlmar,  the  son  of  .vl3tha,  lord  of  Lara,  a  country 
in  Connaiight,  was  for  engaging  the  enemy  immediately.  Cuchuhia,  of 
himself  wiliing  to  figiit,  goes  into  the  ojiiiiion  of  Calmar.  On  reviewins 
the  forces,  he  missed  I'cigus,  Diicli:aiar  and  C^thbaU,  ihiee  of  his  bravest 
heroes. — I'ergus,  hov.-ever,  soon  arrives;  and  infoims  Cuchullin  of  the 
death  of  the  other  two :  which  introduces  the  affecticig  episode  of  Morna, 
Uie  daughter  of  Cormac.  The  army  of  Cuchullin  at  a  distance,  is  descried 
by  Swaran,  who  sent  the  son  of  Arno  to  observe  the  motions  of  the  enemy  ; 
whilst  he  himself  ranged  his  forces  in  order  of  batt!.--  The  son  of  Arno, 
returning  to  Swaran,  describes  to  him  turluUin's  cnariot,  and  'he  ter- 
rible appearance  of  that  hero.  The  armies  ei  ,^age  ;  but,  night  con;,  tg  on, 
leaves  the  victory  undecided.  Cuchullin,  according  to  the  liospiraliiy  of 
the  times  :  sends  to  Swaran  a  formal  invitation  to  a  feast,  by  liis  bar.i  Car- 
ril,  the  son  of  Kinfena.  Swaran  refuses  to  come.  Catril  relates  toCU- 
rliullin  the  story  of  Grudarand  Brassoiis.  A  paity,  hyConnars  advic«> 
jj  sent  to  observe  the  enemy;  wlilch  closes  the  action  of  th*  first  day. 
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BY  Tura's  massy  wiill,  where  stood  a  tree, 
The  leaves  whereof  loud  rustled  in  the  gale ; 
As  musing  on  heroic  Cairbar's  fall, 
A  hero,  whom  in  battle  he  had  slain, 
Cuchullin  sat :  {his  shield  laid  on  the  grass; 
B 
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His  ju'lin  rcar'.l  against  tlie  mossy  rock:) 

Moran,  the  scout  of  th'  ocean,  Fithil's  son. 

In  histe  approached  ;  and,  trembling,  cry'd  aloiul: 

*  Ciichullin,  rise: — dread  Swaran's  ships  appear! 

*  A  num'rous  foe  comes  bounding  on  the  main.'  10 

To  him  the  1)luc-ey'd  chieftain  quick  reply'd: 

*  Thy  wonted  fears,  thou  son  of  Fitliil,  tend 

*  To  magnify  the  number  of  the  foe. 

*  Perhaps  the  stormy  king  of  lonely  hills 

*  A  succour  comes  to  Ullin's  verdant  plains.'  35 

*  High  and  conspicuous  as  a  rock  of  ice,* 
Moran  continu'd,  *  I  their  chief  beheld ! 

*  His  spear  is  lofty  as  that  blasted  fir : 

*  Like  the  full  moon,  when  rising,  is  his  shield: 

*  Encircled  by  his  cloud-like  host  of  death,  20 

*  Exalted  on  the  rocky  beach  he  sat.' 

"  Thou  chief  of  men,  our  force  is  great,"  *  I  cry'd  :' — 

"  Our  num'rous  host  is  potent  in  the  field. 

**  'Tis  true,  for  courage  thou  art  justly  fam'd 

**  But  Tura's  walls  with  valiant  heroes  teem."  25 

*  As,  when  the  angry  billows  of  the  main 

*  In  wint'ry  storms  majestically  roll, 

*  And  lash  the  sturdy  rock  with  thund'ring  roar; 

*  So  Swaran  answer'd  :■ — "   In  these  green  domains 

"   Where  is  my  match  ?      Beneath  my  conqu'ring  hand      3^ 

*'  Heroes  themselves,  without  distinction,  fall. 

"  Fingal  alone,  the  chief  of  stormy  hills, 

"  Before  my  arms  of  death  can  pow'rful  stand. 

"  On  Maimer's  heath,  at  wrestling,  once  we  strove; 

**  Whilst  knotty  oaks  gave  way  to  our  dire  tread,  2i 

*'  And  stoutest  rocks  from  their  foundations  fell. 

"  The  riv'lets  too,  unable  to  maintain 

"  Their  pristine  course,  fled  murm'riug  from  our  strife* 
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"  In  combat  we  tlirec  days  successive  strove, 

"  Whilst  heroes  at  a  distance  trembling  stooiL  <10. 

"  Upon  tlic  fourth,  the  King  of  Merven  says: 

"  Before  my  strength  the  king  of  th'  ocean  fell : — - 

"  But  Swaran  says  he  stood. — -To  pow'r  as  great 

"  As  Malmor's  storms,  Jet  dark  Cucluillin  )'ick!." 

'  Suljmit  to  Swaran  !'  said  the  blue-ey'd  cliief.  45 

*  No — never  will  Cuchullin  yield  to  man: 

*  But  live  with  greatness,  or  with  honour  die. 

*  Go,  son  of  Fithil: — take  my  beaming  spear, 

*  And  haste  direct  for  Tura's  rustling  gate. 

*  There  hangs  the  shield,  which  valiant  Cathbait  wore  ; — 50 

*  It's  martial  sound,  when  struck,  will  soon  alarm 

*  My  valiant  heroes  hunting  on  the  hill.' 

Straight  Moran  went,  and  struck  the  bossy  shield : 
The  rocks  and  hills  responsive  gave  the  sound : 
Thro'  all  the  sylvan  grove  the  clangor  spread.  55 

The  deer,  that  herded  near  the  lake  of  roes, 
Look'd  wild,  and  trembled  at  the  dreadful  sound. 
Forth  from  the  sounding  rock  bold  Curach  leap'd; 
And  also  Connal  of  the  bloody  spear. 

Fair  Crugal's  breast  with  martial  ardour  heaves,  60 

And  Favi's  son  forsakes  the  dark-brown  hind. 

*  Hark!'  Ronnar  said,  '  it  is  the  shield  of  war  I' 

— '  And  struck,'  said  Lugar,  *  by  Cuchullin's  spear!' 

Son  of  the  sea,  put  on  thy  martial  arms  ! 

Calmar,  in  haste  gird  on  thy  sounding  steel!  65 

Puno  !  thou  dreadful  hero  !  haste — -arise. 

From  thy  red  tree  of  Cromla,  Cairbar,  come! 

O  Etli !     Thy  knee  of  snowy  whiteness  bend 

And  down  from  Lena's  streams  directly  fly. 

Stretch,  Caolt,  thy  white  side ;  as  thou  along  70 

The  whistling  heath  of  Mora  tak'st  thy  way. 
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Thy  side,  wliich  emulates  tlic  lucid  foam 

Of  troubled  waters,  when  tempestuous  winds, 

On  Cuthon's  murm'ring  rocks  forth  pour  the  wave, 

SwoH'n  with  the  pride  of  their  past,  valiant  deeds,       l9 
The  warlike  chiefs  I  plainly  now  discern  ! 
Their  souls  enkindled  by  the  wars  of  old 
And  deeds  of  other  times    new  vigour  take. 
Their  eager  eyes  resemble  flames  of  fire, 

And  roll  in  all  directions  for  the  foe.  SO 

Their  mighty  hands  their  swords  already  seize, 
And  from  their  sides  of  steel  the  lightning  pour?. 
As  from  the  momit  ins  Avith  impetuous  force 
The  headlong  streams  in  rapid  currents  roll  : 
Each  warrior  rushes  roaring  from  his  hill  85 

'With  dauntless  gait!     With  their  forefLither's  arms 
Girt  cap  a  pee,  each  chief  of  battle  shines. 
Gloomy  and  dark  their  heroes  form  the  train, 
Like  convolutions  of  the  rainy  clouds 

Behind  red  meteors  of  the  angry  sky,  9(1 

And  by  the  splendour  render'd  more  obscure. 
Now  high  ascend  the  sounds  of  clashing  arms, 
With  canine  bowlings  more  terrific  made. 
Unequally  the  song  of  battle  bursts. 

And  rocking  Cromla  echoes  all  around.  95 

As  mist,  in  Autumn,  rising  from  the  plains, 
In  wild  disorder  breaks  : — then  upward  rolls 
In  massy  columns  to  the  mountains'  height. 
And  on  the  summit  of  the  shaded  hills 

Rests,  and  extenj;ls  its  density  along :  100 

On  Lenas  dusky  he;itli;  so  stand  the  chiefs. 

Cuchullin  cries:  '  Sons  of  the  narrow  vales, 

*  You,  hunters  of  the  timid  deer  I  greet ! 

*  Another  sport  with  rapid  pace  draws  nigh, 
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*  Dark  as  the  rollina;  of  yon  turgid  wave.  105 

*  Ye  sons  of  war,  what  say  you  ?  shall  wc  fight  ? 
'  Or,  verdant  Innis-fail,  submissive  yield 

*  To  haughty  Lochlin  ?     Speak,  thou  first  of  men, 

*  O  Connal,  breaker  of  the  sounding  shields! 

*  Thy  hand  with  Lochlin  often  hast  thou  try'd:  1 10 

*  \\'ilt  thou  once  more  lift  up  thy  father's  spear?' 

To  him  the  ehief,  with  calmness,  thus  reply'd: 

*  Know,  O  Cuchillin,  Connal's  spear  is  keen  : 

*  And  in  the  heat  of  battle  gladly  shines, 

*  Whilst  thousands  fall  by   its  destructive  steel.  115 

*  Yet,  tho'  on  warlike  feats  my  hand  be  bent ; 

*  Still,  peace  to  Erin  is  my  anxious  wish. 

*  Cast  now  thine  eyes,  thou  first  in  Cormac's  war, 

*  Upon  the  king  of  th'  ocean's  sable  fleet ! 

*  Upon  the  coast  his  masts  as  num'rous  stand.  120 

*  As  in  the  lake  of  Lego  grow  the  reeds ! 

'  Like  spacious  groves,  with  shady  azure  dim, 

*  Where  trees  by  turns  yield  to  the  squally  wind, 

*  His  ships  appear.     And  his  embattled  chiefs 

*  Stand  crowded.     Therefore  Connal  is  for  peace. —         125 

*  Fingal  himself,  the  first  of  mortal  men, 

*  By  whose  dispersing  arm  are  swept  away 

*  The  most  renown'd  for  might,  with  equal  ease 

*  As  heath  by  stormy  winds ;  when  echoing  roar 

<  The  foaming  streams  thro'  Cona,  and  black  night  130 

*  With  sable  clouds  envelops  all  the  hill — 

*  Fingal,  I  say,  would  Swaran's  arm  avoid.' 

*  Fly,  chief  of  peace,'  said  Calmar,  Matlia's  son, 
'  Swift  as  the  wind  fiy  to  thy  silent  hills, 

*  Where  never  shone  the  splendent  spear  of  war.  13^ 
'  On  Cromla's  summit  chase  the  dark-brown  deer 

*  And  with  thine  arrows  stop  the  bounding  roes 
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*  Of  Lena.     But,  let  Scnio's  olue-cy'd  son, 

*  Renown'd  Cuchullin,  ruler  of  the  war, 

*  With  dreudful  carnage  scatter  Lochlin's  sons  ;  140 

*  And  break  their  haui;hty  ranks  with  warlike  roar! 

*  Let  not  a  vessel  from  the  snowy  realms 

*  On  Liistore's  dark  rolling  waves  appear. 

*  Ye  dark  and  pow'rful  winds  of  Erin  rise! 

*  Ye  whirlwinds  of  the  heath  roar  out  your  blasts  !  145 

*  Torn  in  a  cloud  by  angry  ghosts  of  men 

*  Let  me  amidst  the  wint'ry  tempest  die ; — 

*  Let  tJiis  be  Calmar's  fate  ;   if  e'er  the  chase 

*  Delighted  him,  like  battles  of  the  shield.' 

*  Calmar !  reply 'd  the  chief,  sedate  and  slow  :  150 

*  Know,  son  of  Matha; — Connal  never  fled  : 

*  But  with  his  friends  press'd  swiftly  on  the  foe 

*  In  hottest  fight;  yet  small  is  Connal's  fame  ! 

*  Till  laurels  crown'd  the  day,  I  firmly  stood, 

*  And  lent  my  aid.     The  valiant  overcame  J  155 

*  But,  son  of  Semo,  hearken  to  my  voice  ; 

*  And  Cormac's  ancient  throne  with  care  preserve, 

*  Purchase,  by  wealth  and  half  the  land,  a  peace 

*  Till  fierce  Fingal  with  dreadful  battle  come. 

*  Or,  if  Cuchullin  battle  should  prefer,  160 

*  I  scruple  not  to  lift  my  sword  and  spear, 

*  I'll  joyfully  thro'  thousands  cut  my  way, 

*  And  my  dark  soul  shall  brighten  in  the  fight  !' 

*  To  me  delightful  is  the  noise  of  arms  !' 
Replies  Cuchullin,  '  sweet  as  to  my  ear  165 

*  Heaven's  thunder,  'midst  the  vernal  show'r^ 
'  The  shining  tribes  collect  without  dday, 

*  And  let  the  sons  of  war  pass  my  review. 
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*  Let  them  in  order  move  along  the  heath, 

*  As  sun-beams  bright,  before  th'  approaching  storm,       170 

*  When  western  winds  collect  the  pregnant  clouds, 

*  And  Morven's  oaks  give  echo  on  the  shore.' 

Then  pass'd  the  chiefs  before  him  in  review- 
But,  noting  some  not  present,  he  exclaim'd : 

*  Where  now  are  my  associates  in  the  war?  175 

*  Where  are  the  consorts  of  my  dubious  fate  ? 

*  Where  art  thou,  Cathbat,  with  the  snowy  breast  ? 

*  And  v\'here  Duchomar,  that  dark  cloud  of  war  ? 
'  And  am  I  too  deserted  in  my  need 

*  By  thee,  O  Fergus,  in  this  day  of  storms !  180 

*  Fergus  !  The  first  to  share  our  festive  joys  ! 

^*  Fam'd  Rossa's  son  !  The  powerful  arm  of  death  ! 

*  Hail,  Rossa's  warlike  son !  approachest  thou, 

*  Like  some  swift  roe  from  Malmor's  verdant  plains  ; 

*  Or,  like  a  bounding  hart  from  th'  echoing  hills  ?—         IS^ 

*  But,  say,  what  gloom  pervades  the  soul  of  war  !' 

•  Four  stones,'  reply'd  the  chief,  *  rise  on  the  grave 

*  Of  valiant  Cathbat. — By  these  hands  intonib'd, 

*  That  cloud  of  war,  Duchomar,  also  lies. 

*  As  gleams  the  sunbeam  on  the  sloping  hill,  199 

*  So  shonest  thou,  O  Cathbat,  Torman's  son  ! 

*  As  fogs,  which  from  the  marshy  Lano  rise, 

*  And  death  in  autumn  to  the  people  bring, 

*  Thy  steps,  Duchomar,  were  with  deadly  pow'r ! 

*  Calm,  Morna,  is  thy  sleep  within  the  rock,  IOj 

*  Fairest  of  maids!  Thou  hast  in  darkness  fall'n  I 

*  So,  when  the  chearful  light  of  day  is  gone, 

*  And  all  the  desert  clad  in  sable  night, 

*  The  sadden  shooting  of  the  meteor's  blaze 

*  With  pleasure  strikes  the  lonely  trav'Uer's  eye,  200 

*  And  leaves  him  to  lament  its  transient  beam.' 
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*  I  haste  to  he;ir,'  said  Semo's  blue-cy'd  sou, 

*  By  what  striinge  fate  the  sons  of  Erin  fell  ■' 

*  Courageously  contesting  with  the  foe 

*  Fell  they,  before  the  arms  of  Lochlin's  sons  ?  205 

*  Or,  say,  what  dire  catastrophe  confines 

*  The  chiefs  of  Cromla  to  the  narrow  house  ?' 

Direct  to  him  llic  hero  then  reply'd  : 

*  Where  grows  the  stately  oak  of  noisy  streams, 

*  There  Cathbat  fell  by  dark  Duchomar's  sword  I  21Q 

*  This  done,  to  Tura's  cave  in  haste  he  came, 
'  And  thus  to  lovely  Morna  made  his  suit : 

"  Fairest  of  women,  Morna,  why  alone  ? 

"  O  Cormac  Cairbar's  lovely  daughter,  why 

•'  Thus  unattended  in  the  rocky  cave  ?  21|' 

''  The  whirling  streams  with  murmurs  hoarse  resound  ; 

"  And  aged  trees  with  groaning  motion  wave. 

**  That  troubled  lake  is  ruffled  with  the  winds  ; 

"  And  gloomy  clouds  o'erhang  the  low'ring  sky  ! 

*'  But  thy  fair  self  outvies  the  mountain-snow  :  22^ 

*'  Thy  auburn  tresses,  waving  in  the  gale, 

"  Like  Cromla's  mist  appear,  when  on  the  clilY 

*'  It  curls,  reflecting  to  the  western  beam  ! 

"  Amidst  the  scenes  at  Brano  of  the  streams, 

"  Not  more  attracting  to  my  feasted  eyes  22S 

"  Two  polish'd  rocks  appear,  than  thy  fair  breasts. 

**  Thy  arms  in  whiteness  also  emulate 

"  Two  pillars  in  the  mansion  of  Fingal." 

"  Duchomar,  whence  !" — Reply'd  the  white-arm'd  maid, 

**  Whence  comest  thou,  the  blackest  of  thy  race  ?  %30 

**  Dark  arc  thy  brows,  and  frightfully  they  lour: 

"  Like  globes  of  fire  terrific  roll  thy  eyes. — 

"  But  say  what  news,  Duchomar,  of  the  foe  ? 

*'  Does  Swarnn  yet  approach  upon  tlie  main  ?" 
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"  I'm  now  returning,  Morna,  from  the  hill,  23.5 

*'  Where  browse  the  tkirk-brown  hinds  ;   with  my  bent  yew 

•*  Tiiree  have  I  slain.     Three  others,  too,  have  fall'n 

"  By  my  long-bounding  dogs,  swift  iu  the  chase. 

"  Curmac's  fair  daughter,  charming  in  my  eyes, 

"  My  life  I  hold  not  half  so  dear  as  thee  ;  240 

*'  For  thee  my  shaft  has  pierc'd  one  stately  roe. 

"  High  was  his  branchy  head  ; — his  feet  like  wind  I" 


*  The  beauteous  maid,  with  calmness,  thus  reply'd  :' 
**  I  love  thee  not,  Duchomar,  gloomy  chief, 
"  Of  solid  rock  thy  flinty  heart  is  made,  245 

"  And  terror  issues  from  thy  sable  brow. — • 
"  — But  thou,  O  Cathbat !  Torman's  warlike  son, 
"  Art  still  the  fav'rite  of  thy  Morna's  heart  ; 
"  More  pleasing  too,  than  in  the  gloomy  storm, 
*'  The  genial  sun-beam  darting  on  the  hill.  250 

"  Didst  thou,  Duchomar,  see  fam'd  Torman's  son 
"  With  lovely  aspect,  on  his  hill  of  hinds  ? 
"  Cathbat's  approLich  here  Cormac's  daughter  waits"' — • 

"  And  long  shall  Morna  wait" — Duchomar  said, 
"  Long  shall  she  wait. — His  blood  is  on  my  sword  !         255 
"   At  Brano's  streams  the  valiant  hero  fell! 
*'  His  tomb  conspicuous  on  huge  Cromla's  hills, 
"  High,  Cormac-Cairbar's  daughter,  will  I  raise. 
"  But,  let  Duchomar  in  thy  heart  prevail : 
**  My  arm  in  strength  transcends  the  raging  storm,"         260 

"  And  is  the  warlike  son  of  Torman  fall'n  !" 
*  Exclaim'd  the  beauteous  maid  with  tearful  eye  :' 
"  And  is  he  fall'n  too  on  his  echoing  heath  ! 
"  The  youfh,  whose  bi-east  outvy'd  the  mountain-snow  ! — 
*'  The  swiftest  courser  in  the  busy  chase  ;  265 

''  The  dread  of  strangers,  that  approach  by  sea  ! 
C 
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"  As  is  thy  name,  Duchomar,  are  thy  deeds  ; 

•'  And  unto  Morna  cruel   is  thy  arm  ! 

"  riartl-heartcd   foe,  give  me  that  recking  sword— 

"  The  blood  of  Cathhat  is  to  Morna  dear."  270 

*  He  gave  the  sword  to  her  fast-falling  tears, — 

*  — Direct  she  plung'd  it  in  his  manly  breast ! — 

*  Then,  down  he  fell ;  in  massy  bulk  as  great 

'  As  some  huge  mound,  that  banks  a  mountain-stream, 

*  And,  stretching  out  his  sinewy  arm,  exclaim'd:  275 
*'  Daughter  of  Cormac-Cairbar,  by  thy  hand 

"  Duchomar  falls !     For,  cold  within  my  breast 

"  I  feel  the  sword  !     Yes,  Morna,  it  is  chill.—- 

"  Give  me  to  Moina,  that  smooth-breasted  maid— 

*'  Duchomar  was  the  image  of  her  dream.  28Q 

"  My  tomb  she'll  raise  ;  which  future  hunters  shall 

"  In  raptures  visit,  and  my  mem'ry  praise. 

"  But  from  my  wounded  breast  extract  the  sword  : 

"  I  feel  it,  Morna,  in  my  vitals,  chill  !" 

*  She  came,  in  all  her  tears,  she  came  in  haste         285 

*  And  from  his  breast  drew  forth  the  chilly  steel : — 

*  Duchomar  seiz'd  it ;  and,  with  vengeance  fir'd, 

*  Pierc'd  her  white  side  : — she  instant  sunk  in  death  ! 

*  Her  streaming  blood  gush'd  sounding  from  the  wound, 

*  And  her  white  arm  is  stain'd  with  purple  gore  :  29(^ 

*  Her  beauteous  locks  spread  wildly  in  the  dust. 

*  Rolling  in  death,  the  maid  expiring  lay, 

*  And  Tura's  cave  gave  echo  to  her  groans.' 

*  Peace  to  their  air-borne  souls,'  Cuchullin  said, 

*  Proportion'd  to  their  dangers  were  their  deeds !  29i 

*  May  they  attend  me,  borne  on  cloudy  cars; 
'  And,  when  occasion  calls,  to  me  appear ! 

*  'lilut  my  firm  soul  in  danger  may  stand  strong ; 


Book  I.]  F  I  N  G  A  L.  19 


3()0. 


*  My  arm  coercive,  as  licav'n's  thunder  rolls  ! 

*  But,  near  the  window,  where  I  peaceful  rest, 

*  When  wars  disturb  my  anxious  soul  no  moie  , 

*  Do  thou,  O  Morna,  on  a  moou-beam  ride. 


*  But  now  collect  the  strength  of  all  my  tribes  ; 

*  And  move  with  speed  direct  to  Erin's  wars. 

*  Attend  nie  seated  on  my  martial  car,  ."05 

*  And  let  the  prancing  sound  your  joys  increase. 

'  Three  glitt'ring  spears  beside  me  place,  and  close 

*  The  bounding  of  my  foaming  steeds  pursue. 

'  Hence,  when  the  battle  shades  my  beaming  steel  ; 

*  My  soul,  amidst  my  friends,  shall  courage  take.  310 

As  down  the  shaded  side  of  Cromla  rush 
The  foaming  streams,  with  still  increased  force  ; 
When  ratt'ling  peals  of  thunder  roll  above, 
And  dark-brown  night  o'ertops  the  mountain-height: 
So  fierce,  so  vast,  so  terrible  rusii'd  on  315 

The  sons  of  Erin,  dauntless  in  their  course. 
Like  some  huge  whale,  within  the  ocean  vast, 
Pursu'd  by  surges  m  majestic  train  ; 
The  chief  pour'd  forth  his  valour  like  a  stream. 
Rolling  his  might  along  the  winding  shore.  320 

Loud  as  the  sounding  of  a  winter  stream. 
The  sons  of  Lochlin  heard  the  roaring  noise. 
The  king  of  ocean  struck  his  bossy  shield, 
And  warn'd  the  son  of  Arno  to  attend. 

*  Says  he,  what  murmur  rolls  along  the  hill,  329 

*  Like  e\ening-flics  in  congregated  swarms? 

*  The  rustling  winds  roar  in  the  distant  grove  ; 

*  Or  else,  the  sons  of  Innis-fail  descend. 

*  Before  my  waves  foam  turbid  with  the  storm, 

*  Such  noises  issue  from  drear  Gormal's  height:—  330 
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*  Go,  son  of  Anio  ; — mount  the  steep  ascent 

*  And  scout  the  dark-brovvu  surface  of  the  lieath.' 

He  went — nnd  soon  with  trembling  steps  return'd, 
And  widely  roll'd  his  eyes  with  dread  dismay. 
Ag  linst  his  side  high  beat  his  flutt'ring  heart : —  33b 

At  length,  he  answer'd,  fault'ring,  broken,  slow  :— 

'  Chief  of  the  dark-brown  shield,  make  haste,  arise — 

*  The  dark,  the  mountain-stream  of  battle  comes  ! 
'  Erin's  strong  sons,  deep-moving  I  behold  ! 

*  L.ike  llames  of  death,  the  car  of  battle  comes —  340 

*  Cuchullin's  rapid  car  ! — fam'd  Semo's  son  ! 

*  Its  hinder  part  bends  like^-ttorted  waves; 
'  Or,  like  llie  curlings  of  the  golden  mist. 

*  Embossed  shine  its  sides  with  cosily  stones, 

*  Like  sparkling  waves  around  the  boat  of  night.  345 

*  Of  polish'd  yew  its  shining  beam  is  made, 

*  And  bone  of  smoothest  polish  forms  its  seat. 

'  With  glitt'ring  spears  rcplenish'd  are  it's  sides, 

*  And  on  it's  bottom  warlike  heroes  tread. 

*  On  the  right  side  before  the  splendid  car  350 
'  Stately  appears  the  snorting,  mounting-steed, 

*  High-man'd,  broad-breasted,  proud,   high-leaping,  strong, 
'  Loud  sounds  his  hoof ;  and,  like  that  curling  stream 

*  Of  mountain-smoke,  spreads  his  wide-flowing  mane, 

*  Bright  shine  the  sides  of  this  unrivall'd  steed,  355 
'  And  fitiy's  he  Sulin-Silhfddda  nam'd. 

*  On  the  left  side  before  the  shining  car 

'   1'}  seen  th'  high-headed,  strong-hoof  d,  snorting  steed, 
'  AVith  sable  mane,  and  bounding  from  the  hill, 

*  Among  the  stormy  sons  of  martial  swords  360 

*  This  rapid  courser  is  Dusronnal  nam'd. 

A  thousand  thongs  secure  the  stately  car: 
'  Bright  shine  th'  high-polish'd  bits  'midst  wreaths  of  foam  : 
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*  With  gems  bright-studded  bend  the  slender  thongs 

'  Around  tlie  stately  necks  of  these  two  steeds :  365 

*  The  steeds,  which  course  across  the  streamy  vales 

*  \Vith  speed  more  rapid  than  the  winged  mist, 

*  And,  with  a  deer-like  wildness  in  their  flight, 

*  Are  strong  as  eagles  falling  on  their  prey  ! 

*  Not  more  terrific  are  the  wintry  gales,  370 
'  Which  round  the  top  of  snow-clad  Gormal  roar ! 

*  \Vitliin  the  car  appears  the  mighty  chief, 

*  The  son  of  swords,  endow 'd  with  stormy  strength  ! 
'  Cuchullin  is  this  A'aliant  hero's  name, 

'  Son  of  renowned  Semo,  king  of  shells  ;  375 

*  Whose  swarthy  cheek  is  like  my  polish'd  yew. 

*  Beneath  his  arched  eye-brow,  black  with  hair, 

*  Wide  is  the  look  of  his  blue  rolling  eye  ! 

*  His  lambent  hair  flows,  flamo^like,  from  his  head, 

'  Whilst,  bending  forward,  he  directs  the  spear,  380 

*  Rough  as  a  storm  along  the  streamy  vale 

*  Cuchullin  comes  !     Fly,  king  of  ocean,  fly'— 

*  When  was  I  known   to  fly,'  reply'd  the  king, 

*  From  hottest  battles  of  the  sword  or  spear  ? 

*  When,  cow'rdly  son  of  Arno,  did  /fly?  385 

*  The  storm  of  Gormal  I   undaunted  met, 

*  When  lash'd  the  foaming  waves  with  billowing  noise.— 

*  Shall  I,  who  boldly  stem'd  the  cloudy  storm, 

*  With  cow'rdice  from  the  warlike  hero  fly  ? — 

*  Not  e'en  Fingal  himself  with  dread  approach      390 

*  Could  shade  with  fear  my  unrelaxed  soul. 

'  Rise  to  the  battle: — now,  my  thousands,  rise: 

*  And  like  the  echoing  main  around  me  pour ! 

'  Round  the  bright  steel  of  your  undaunted  king 

*  Assemble,  strong  as  rocks  in  my  domain  :  395 

*  Those  rocks,  that  meet  the  storm  with  joy,  and  stretch 

*  Their  tow'ring  trees  in  contest  with  the  wind !' 


S2  F  I  N  G  A  L.  [Book  I. 

As  from  two  echoing  hills  with  headloiic;  force 
Dark  storms  of  gloomy  autumn  murm'ring  pour  : — 
As   from  high  rocks  two  dark,   descending  streams,        400 
In  course    oppos'd,  mix'd  roaring  on  the  plain : 
So,  each  to  each,  Lochlin  and  Innis-fail 
Loud,   rough,  and  dark,  in  dreadful  battle  meet. 
Chief  mixes  strokes  with  chief;  and  man  with  man: 
Steel  against  steel  rebounds  with  clanging  noise.  405 

With  crashing  din  th'  high  crested  helmets  cleaA'e : 
Loud  twang  the  strings  upon   the  polish'd  yews : 
In  thick'ning  show'rs  darts  rush  along  the  sky  : 
Bright  spears  descend,  like  circling  rays  of  light, 
Gilding  the  stormy  face  of  midnight  gloom  ;  410 

And  blood  in  every  quarter  bursts  and  smokes. 

As,  when  the  main  by  raging  tempests  swells 
Like  mountains  vast,  the  groaning  billows  roll ; — • 
Or,  the  last  peal  of  thunder  rends  the  clouds ; 
So  sounds  the  battle  with  loud,  martial  roar  !  415 

Tho'  Cormac's  hundred  bards  themselves  were  there 
To  celebiate  the  battle  in  their  song, 
Faint  were  the  voices  of  an  hundred  bards 
To  future  times  the  carnage  dire  to  send. 
Great  was  the  slaughter  of  the  falling  chiefs,  420 

And  vast  the  purple  tide  of  valiant  blood  ! 

Mourji,  tuneful  bards,  renown'd  Sithdllin's  death  ! 
For  her  lov'd  Arden  let  Fiona's  breast 
On  the  dark  heaths  with  sorrow  sadly  heave  .' 
Like  two  swift  hinds  upon  the  desert  heights,  425 

By  mighty  Swaran's  hands  these  heroes  fell; 
When  he  thro'  thousands  roar'd.     So,  of  the  storm 
Kests  the  shrill  spirit  on  dnrk  Gormal's  clouds, 
And  sits  triumphant  at  the  sailor's  death. 
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Nor  idly  slept,  chief  of  the  misty  isle,  430 

Thy  hand,  Cuchullin,  Semo's  warlike  son  : 
For,  num'roLis  were  the  deaths  of  tliy  dread  arm ! 
His  sword  was  like  tlie  piercing  beam  of  heav'n, 
Which  on  the  vale  descends,  when  with  its  rays 
Of  heat  intense  the  blasted  people  fall,  4<3i^ 

And  the  chink'd  hills  are  burning  all  around. 
Dusronnal  snorted  o'er  the  scatter'd  dead  : — 
His  hoof  Sifadda  bath'd  in  purple  gore. 
Behind  them  trunks  in  scatter'd  order  lay, 
Like  prostrate  trees  on  Cromla's  desert  vast  4iO 

Uprooted  by  the  blasts  of  midnight  storms. 
O  beauteous  maid  of  Inistore,  more  fair 
Than  is  th'  aerial  spirit  of  the  hill 
O'er  silent-  Morven  on  a  sun-beam  borne, 
Weep  on  the  rocks,  whilst  loudly  roar  the  winds  ;  44i 

And  o'er  the  billows  bend  thy  beauteous  face  : — 
He's  fall'n  !     Beneath  CuchuUin's  glitt'ring  sword 
Low  lies  thy  fav'rite  youth,  a  pallid  corpse  ! 
Hereafter  martial  valour  shall  no  more 

Advance  the  youth  to  match  the  blood  of  kings !  4.50 

For  Trenar  dy'd  ! — O  maid  of  Inistore. 
Struck  with  the  vision  of  his  pallid  ghost, 
At  his  far-distant  home,  the  grey  dogs  howl. 
And  in  the  hall  too  hangs  his  bow  unstrung. 
Whilst  on  the  heath  his  hinds  in  silence  browse.  455 

As  roll  a  thousand  waves,  Avith  boist'rous  roar, 
Against  a  rock  ;  so  Swaran's  host  advanc'd. 
As  doth  that  rock  those  thousand  waves  oppose, 
So  Innis-fail  intrepid  Swaran  met. 

Death  all  his  dreadful  voices  raises  round,  460 

And  mixes  with  the  clangor  of  their  shields. 
Each  hero,   liJ<.e  a  gloomy  column  mov'd, 
Bearing  a  swprd  coruscant  as  tl;e  fire. 
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From  wing  to  wing  the  echoing  field  resounds, 

As  when  a  hundred  hammers  of  the  forge  4^5 

On  the  red  metal  fall  and  rise  by  turns. 

But  who  arc  these  on  Lena's  heathy  plain, 
Gloomy  and  dark,  like  two  umbrageous  clouds, 
With  flaming  swords  bright  as  the  light'ning's  blaze  ? 
The  little  hills  with  gen'ral  tremor  move,  470 

And  mossy  rocks  from  their  foundations  shake ! 
Who— but  the  son  of  ocean  ;  and  the  chief 
Of  Erin,  mounted  on  his  stately  car  ? 
Their  num'rous  friends  with  anxious  eyes  survey 
Their  dim  appearance  on  the  gloomy  heath.  475 

But  night  conceals  the  chief  in  cloudv  shades. 
And  puts  a  period  to  the  dreadful  figlit. 

The  deer,  the  early  fortune  of  the  chase 
Before  the  valiant  heroes  left  the  hill, 

Then  Dorglas  plac'd  on  Cromla's  shaggy  side,  480 

A  hundred  youths  collect  the  dark-brown  heath  : 
Ten  heroes  blow  the  crackling,   spreading  fire  : 
Three  hundred  others  chuse  the  poUsh'd  stones  : 
And  soon  the  feast  is  ready,  smoking  wide, 
'Twas  then  CuchuUin,  chief  of  Erin's  war,  485 

Resum'd  his  mighty  soul,  and  look'd  around, 
To  Carril,  son  of  songs,  of  other  times, 
Kinfena's  son,  with  hair  of  hoary  grey  ; 
He  standing  on  his  beamy  spear  thus  spoke : 

*  Is  this  repast  serv'd  up  for  me  alone,  490 

*  Whilst  Lochlin's  king  remains  on  Ullin's  shore 

*  Far  from  the  deer  of  his  own  native  hills 

*  And  sounding  halls  set  out  with  princely  feasts  ? 

*  Carril  of  other  times,  to  Swaran  haste, 

'  And  tell  him  what  I  give  thee  in  command:  i^95 

*  Tell  him,  who  from  the  roaring  ocean  came, 

*  Cuchullin  bids  hira  welcome  to  his  feast. 
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*  Here  let  him  listen  to  my  sounding  groves, 

*  Amidst  the  dark  and  gloomy  clouds  of  night  ; 

*  For,  cold  and  bleak  brush  o'er  his  roaring  seas  500 

*  The  bhist'ring  winds. — Here  let  him  praise  the  harp 

*  In  concert  warbhng  with  heroic  songs.' 

Old  Carril  went  with  soft  and  sweetest  voice, 
And  Swaran  call'd,  the  king  of  dark-brown  shields  : 

*  Rise,  king  of  groves ;  rise  from  thy  skins  of  chase:       505 

*  CuchuUin  nobly  gives  the  joy  of  shells  : — 

*  Partake  the  feast  of  Erin's  blue-ey'd  son.' 

As  sound,  before  a  storm,  bleak  Cromla's  heights, 
He  answer'd  sullen  :  '  Tho'  their  snowy  arms 

*  Thy  daughters,  Innis-fail,  should  all  extend  : —  510 

*  Tho'  high  the  lieavings  of  their  breasts  should  rise, 

*  And  softly  roll  their  beateous  eyes  of  love  : 

*  Yet,  firmly  fix'd  as  Lochlin's  thousand  rocks 

*  Here  Swaran  shall  remain,  'till  circling  beams, 

'  New  springing  from  the  east,  shall  introduce  515 

*  Bright  morn,  and  light  me  to  Cuchullin's  death. 

*  Sweetly  the  wind  of  Lochlin  greets  my  ear, 
'  Hushing  along  my  seas. — In  all  my  shrouds 
'   It  speaks  aloft ;  and,  by  its  whistling  roar, 

'   Reminds  me  oi"  my  distant,  verdant  groves  520 

'  On  Gormal's  plains,   which  often  to  my  winds 

*  Gave  loudest  echo  ;  when,  in  hot  pursuit 

'  Of  the  fierce  mountain-boar,  my  spear  was  red. 

*  Let  dark  Cuchullin  Cormac's  ancient  throne 

*  To  me  surrender  ;  else,  the  purple  foam  525 

*  Of  his  proud  blood  shall  shortly  stain  the  stream, 

*  That  rolls  from  Erin's  hills  with  headlong  course.' 

Carril  of  other  times,  returning,  said  : 
'  Sad  is  the  sound  of  Swaran's  dreadful  voice  !' — 
D 
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'  Sad  to  liimself  alone,'  said  Stnio's  son  :  530 

*  But,  Carril,  now  swell   high  the-  tuneful   note  ; 

*  And  tell  the  valiant  deeds  of  other  times. 

*  Give  now  the  joy,  the  pleasing  joy  of  grief, 

*  And  send  the  gloom  of  night  away  in  song  ; 

*  For,  many  warlike  chiefs  and  maids  of  love  535 

*  On  Innis-fail  have  mov'd.     And  lovely  sound 

*  The  rocks  of  Albion  with  the  songs  of  woe  ; 

*  When  the  loud  chace  is  ended,  and  the  streams 
'  Of  echoing  Cona  answer  Ossian's  voice.' 

Carril  commenc'd  his  song :     *  In  other  dayg  540 

■*  To  Erin's  coast  the  sons  of  ocean  came. 
'  With  bending  sail  to  Ullin's  verdant  plains 

*  A  thousand  vessels  bounded  o'er  the  waves. 

*  To  meet  the  stormy  race  of  dark-brown  shields, 

*  The  sons  of  Innis-fail  in  might  arose. 

*  There  marched  stately  Cairbar,  first  of  men,  545 

*  And  Grudar,  noble  youth,  of  stature  tall, 

*  Long  had  their  strife  been  for  the  spotted  bull, 

*  That  low'd  on  ridgy  Golbun's  echoing  heath. 

*  Each  claim'd  him  for  his  own,  and  often  death 

*  Decision  threaten'd  at  the  point  of  steel.  550 

*  Yet,  of  their  feuds  forgetful,  side  by  side 

*  These  heroes  fought,  till  ocean's  strangers  fled. 

*  What  names  were  more  conspicuous  on  the  hill, 

*  Than  these  two  chiefs  ?     But  ah  !  Why  ever  low'd 

*  That  bull  on  crooked  Golbun's  echoing  heaths  ?  55S 
'   Like  snow,  they  saw  him  bounding  on  the  hill ; 

*  And  at  the  sight  their  former  grudge  return'd. 

'   On  Lubar's  grassy  banks  these  heroes  fought, 

*  And  stately  Grudar,  like  a  sunbeam,  fell. 

*  Fierce  Cairbar  came  to  Tura's  echoing  vale,  5G0 

*  Where  BrassoHs,  his  fairest  sister,  sat 

*  R(;tir'd,  anji  rais'd  her  pensive  song  of  grief. 
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*  She  sung  of  feats  by  valiant  Grudar  done, 

*  "With  love  of  wliom  her  seci'et  bosom  glow'd. 

*  She  mourn'd  his  danger  in  the  field  of  blood  ;—  505 

*  But  still  she  cherish'd  hopes  of  his  return. 

*  From  her  rich  robe  her  bosom  white  appears  ; 

*  So  siiines  the  moon  thro'  silver  clouds  of  night, 

'  Her  voice,  to  raise  tlie  plaintive  song  of  grief, 
'   Excell'd  the  softest  warblings  of  the  lyre.  570 

*  On  Grudar  still  she  fix'd  her  anxious  soul  : — 
'   His  were  the  secret  glances  of  her  eye, 

"  When  wilt  thou  come,  thou  mighty  in  the  war, 
**  In  armour  deck'd  ?"  she  mournfully  complain'd. 

*  Amidst  her  lamentations  Cairbnr  came' —  575 
"  Take,  Brassolis,"  said  he,  "   this  shield  of  blood. 

"  In  some  conspicuous  place  within  my  hall 
"  Suspend  the  bloody  armour  of  my  foe." 

*  Her  tender  heart  beat  high  against  her  side, 

*  And,  with  distraction  pale,  away  she  flew.  580 

*  Her  fav'rite  youth  she  found  in  all  his  blood  .' 

*  On  Cromla's  heath,  and  there  the  fair  one  dy'd  .' 

*  Here  rests  their  dust,  Cuchullin  ;  and  to  meet 

*  Each  other  in  a  more  exalted  state, 

*  This  pair  of  yews,  sprung  from  their  lonely  tombs,       585 

*  Anxious  incline.     Tiie  envy  of  the  plain 

*  Were  Brassolis,  and  Grudar  of  the  hill, 

*  Their  names  immortal  in  the  tuneful  lay, 

*  To  gratify  the  hero,  shall  remain.' 

The  bl  ue-ey'd  son  of  Erin  then  reply 'd  :  S90' 

*  Melodious,  CarrLl,  .sounds  thy  charming  voice, 

*  And  pleasant  are  the  words  of  other  times ! 
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*  Calmly  they  flow,  as  vernrtl  show'rs  descend  ; 

*  Whilst  on  the  meads  the  genial  sunbeams  fall, 

*  And  o'er  the  hills  the  silver  azure  flies.  595 

*  O  strike  the  harp  in  praise  of  my  belov'd, 

*  The  lonely  sunbeam  of  Dunscaich— of  her, 

*  Whom  in  the  misty  isle  I  left  behind. 

'  Now  strike  the  harp,  in  sweetest  strains,  to  praise 

*  Bragela  dear,  the  spouse  of  Semo's  son.  600 

*  Dost  thou,  in  hopes  to  spy  Cuchullin's  sails, 

*  Raise  thy  bright  face  above  the  rocky  height  ? 

*  Deceptive  of  thy  hopes  the  foaming  sea 

*  Far  distant  rolls,  in  semblance  like  my  sails. 

*  Retire,   my  love  ;  for  evening-shades  descend,  60i 

*  And  ruffling  winds  sigh  in  thy  flowing  hair. 

*  In  my  resounding  halls  retired  feast, 

*  And  thiok  of  seasons  past ;  nor  me  expect, 

*  'Till  terminated  is  the  storm  of  war. 

'  To  wars  and  arms,  O  Connal,  turn  my  eyes  ;        610 

*  And  Sorgian's  daughter  from  my  thoughts  remove  ; 
'  For  lovely  is  her  tressy,  raven  hair, 

'  And  while  her  bosom,  as  the  mountain-snow  ! 

Then  Connal,  slow  to  speak,  sedate  reply 'd: 

*  Against  the  stormy  race  of  ocean  guard.  613 

*  Send  now  abroad  thy  watchful  troop  of  night, 

*  And  reconnoitre  Swaran's  strength  with  care. 

*  But  hark,  Cuchullin  !     I'm  dispos'd  for  peace, 

*  'Till  succour  from  the  lonely  desert  come  ; 

«  'Till  d .ead  Fingal,  the  first  of  men,  arrive,  620 

*  And  on  our  fields  beam  circling  as  the  sun.* 

The  hero  struck  the  shield  of  his  alarms— 
And,  straight,  the  warriors  of  the  night  mov'd  on. 
The  rest,  within  the  heath,  where  browse  the  deer, 
Retir'd  ;  and  slept  amidst  the  dusky  wind,  625 
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The  laic  departed  ghosts  approached  near, 
And  gently  swam  along  the  gloomv  clouds. 
Tlicn,  to  dark  Lena's  silence  far  remov'd, 
Then-  distant  voices  gave  a  feeble  sound. 


END  OF  BOOK  FIRST. 


AN  Ai\CIE\T  EPIC  POEM. 


ARGITMr.N'T. 
Tlir,  ghost  of  Crug^l,  one  of  the  Irish  heroes,  who  was  killed  in  battle,  ap- 
pearing to  Coniial,  fcretels  the  defeat  of  Ciicliullin  in  the  next  battle: 
and  earnestly  advises  him  to  make  peace  witii  Swaran.  Connal  commu- 
nicates the  vision  ;  but  Cuchuilin,  who  ftoni  principles  of  honour  would 
not  be  the  first  to  sue  for  peace,  is  inflexible.  Morning  comes :  Swaran 
proposes  dishonourable  terms  to  Cuchuilin,  which  are  rejected.  The 
battle  begins,  and  is  obstinately  fought  for  some  lime;  until,  upon  the 
flisht  of  Grumal,  the  whole  Irish  army  give  way  Cuchuilin  and  Connal 
cover  the  retreat.  Carril  leads  them  to  a  neighbouring  hill,  whither  iliey 
are  scon  followed  by  Cuchuilin  himself,  who  descries  the  fleet  of  I'ingal 
making  towards  the  coast  :  but,  night  coming  on,  he  loses  sight  of  it  again, 
rucluillin,  dejected  at  his  defeat,  attributes  his  ill  success  to  the  death  of 
Terda,  his  friend,  whom  he  had  killed  some  time  before.  Carril  (to  she  w 
that  ill  success  did  not  always  attend  those  who  have  innocently  killed 
their  friends)  introduces  the  episode  of  Com  1  and  Galvina. 


BOOK   II. 


BENEATH  the  agctl  tree,  wlicre  sounds  the  stream 

Descending  from  the  mountains,  Connal   lay. 

A  mossy  stone  supports  his  head,  and  shrill 

Thro'  Lena's  heath  he  hears  the  voice  of  night. 

The  son  of  swords,  regardless  of  the  foe,  S 

Apart  from  his  associate  heroes  slept ; 

And,  in  his  rest,  my  valiant  hero  saw 

A  dark-red  stream  of  fire  slide  down  the  hill. 

On  it  was  seated  Crugal,  lately  fall'n 
By  Swaran 's  hand  amidst  the  strife  of  war.  10 
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His  pallid  face  bcam'd  as  the  scttins;  moon, 
And  mountain-clouds  his  sable  vesture  form'd. 
Like  two  decaying  flames  his  eyes  appear'd, 
And  dark  the  wound  of  his  once  glitt'ring  breast. 

*  Crugal,'  said  mighty  Connal,  *  Dudgul's  son,  15 

*  Fam'd  on  the  hill  of  deer,  why  pale  and  sad, 

*  Thou  breaker  of  the  shields  ?     Thy  sanguine  face 

*  The  blood  could  ne'er  forsake  through  cow'rdly  fear. 

*  Son  of  the  hill,  say  what  disturbs  thy  rest  V 

Dim,  and  in  briny  tears  o'crwhclm'd  he  stood  ;  2l> 

And  o'er  the  hero  stretch'd  his  bloodless  hand. 
His  feeble  voice  then  he  with  faintncss  rais'd, 
As  blows  the  breeze  o'er  Lego's  reedy  lake. 

*  Connal,  my  ghost  rests  on  my  native  hills  ; 

*  But  Uliin's  sands  contain  my  lif,-lc;^s  corpse.  25' 
'  Never  again  with  Crugal  shalt  thou  talk, 

'  Or  trace  his  lonely  footsteps  on  the  heath. 

*  Light  as  the  breeze,  that  skims  o'er  Cromla'a  hills, 

*  Or  rolls  the  shady  mist,  I  fleetly  glide. — 

*  Connal !  I  see  the  sable  cloud  of  death  !  SO 
'  It  hovers,  Colgar's  son,  on  Lena's  plains  ! 

'  Green  Erin's  sons  ai^surecily  shall   fall  I 

'  Be  thou  far  distant  from  the  held  of  ghosts.' — . 

So  spake  the  ghost,  and  like  the  darkcn'd  moon. 
Amidst  the  whistling  blast  be  dim  retlr'd.  35 

*  My  dark-red  friend,  stay,'  said  great  Connal,  '  stay, 

*  Bleak  Cromla's  son,  put  olY  that  beam  of  heav'n. 

*  Sav,  in  what  lonely  cave  is  thine  abode  ; 

*  Or,  what  green-headed  hill  supplies  thy  rest  ? 

*  \\  hen  from  the  desert  drear  the  sons  of  wind,  40 

*  Forth  issuing  fecblv,  ride  upoi;i  the  blast.,- 
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*  Shall  we  not  hear  thee  in  the  wintry  storm, 

*  Or  loudly  sounding  in  the  mountain  stream  ?' 

Then  soft-voicVl  Connal,  'midst  his  rattling  arms, 
'Rose,  and  above  CuchuUin  struck  his  shield  :  45 

The  son  of  battle  instantly  awoke  :  — 

*  Why,  Connal,  said  the  ruler  of"  the  car, 

*  Approachest  thou  amidst  the  gloom  of  night  ? 

*  My  spear  might  rush  upon  thee  at  the  sound, 

'  And  give  Cuchullin  reason  to  lament  5d 

*  His  bleeding  friend. — Speak,  Connal,  Colgar's  son  :— . 

*  Speak  :  for  thy  counsel's  like  the  mid-day  sun.' 

*  Fam'd  son  of  Semo,'  then  reply'd  the  chief, 

*  From  his  lone  cave  the  ghost  of  Crugal  camel 

*  The  stars  dim-twinkled  thro'  his  shady  form,  55 

*  And,  like  a  distant  stream,  his  voice  I  heard. 

*  He  comes  a  messenger  of  certain  death, 

*  And  of  the  dark  and  narrow  house  he  speaks  I 

*  Sue,  Dunscaich's  chie*,   fur  peace,  without  delay, 

'  Or  else,  o'er  Lena's  heath  directly  liy' —  6(S) 

Then  said  the  hero  :  *  He  to  Connal  spoke, 

*  The'  "  stars  dim-twinkled  thro'  his  sh-.;dy  form!" 

*  Thy  vision,  sonofColgar,   was  the  wind, 

*  That  gave  in  Lena's  caves  a  murm'ring  sound; 

*  Or,  if  the  form  of  Crugal,  why  not  then  G». 

*  Enforce  him  to  my  sight?  Didst  thou  enquire 
'  The  lonely  cave,  where  rests  the  son  of  wind  ? 
'  T/ial  voice  I  might  discover  by  my  sword, 

*  And  all  his  knowledge  force  him  to  declare: — . 

*  But  small  must  be  that  knowledge! — for  to-day  7^ 

*  Here,  Connal,  he  was  present. — Farther  than 

*  Our  hills  he  can't  have  gone  as  yet;  who  there 

*  Our  ucur  iipprouchiug  death  to  him  can  tell  I 
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*  Ghosts  fly  on  clouds,  and  fleetly  ride  on  winds,' 

Said  Connal's  voice  of  wisdom.     *    In  their  caves  75 

*  Together  resting  they  of  mortals  talk.' 

*  Of  mortals  let  them  talk,'  CuchuUin  said, 

*  Yes,  e'en  of  cv'ry  man,  but  Erin's  chief. 

*  Within  their  cave  let  them  not  mention  7ne : 

*  For,  ne'er  M'ill  Semo's  son  from  Swaran  fly.  80 
'  If  fall  I  mitst,  my  monument  shall  rise 

*  'Midst  future  acclamations  of  my  fame, 

*  The  hunter  on  my  stone  shall  shed  a  tear, 

*  And  sorrow  round  Bragela's  bosom  dwell, 

*  I  fear  not  death,  but  yet  I  fear  to  fly;  85 

*  For  oft'  Fingal  has  seen  me  win  the  field. 

*  Though  thou,  O  phantom  of  the  hill,  to  me 

*  Appear  supported  on  thy  beam  of  heav'n 

*  With  hand  portentous  of  my  speedy  death  ; 

*  Yet  I'll  not  fly,  thou  feeble  son  of  wind.  90 


*  Hanging  between  the  spears :  and  at  the  sound 

*  To  Erin's  battles  let  my  heroes  rise. 

*  Tho'  his  approach,  with  sons  of  stormy  race, 

'  Fingal  delay  ;  yet  we,  O  Colgar's  son,  9S 

*  Shall  fight,  and  in  heroic  battle  die.' 

Wide  spreads  the  sound:  and,  as  the  roaring  waves 
Blue-rolling  break,  the  stormy  heroes  rise. 
They  stood  in  ranks  upon  the  gloomy  heath. 
So,  with  surrounding  branches,  on  the  plains  100 

Echo  the  sturdy  oaks  to  frosty  streams, 
Their  with'red  foliage  rustling  to  the  wind. 

Grey  is  the  cloud-capt  head  of  Cromla's  height, 
And  morning  trembles  on  the  dusky  main. 
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The  bluc-grey  azure  slowly  swims  along,  105 

And  hides  the  sons  of  Innis-tail  in  clouds. 

Then  said  t'le  king  of  dark-brown  shields :  *  Arise — 

*  'Rise  ye,  who  came  from  Lochlin's  roaring  waves, 

*  The  sons  of  Erin  from  our  arms  have  fled— 

*  Them  now  o'er  Lena's  heath  with  speed  pursue.  1 10 

*  Morla,  direct  to  Cormac's  hall  repair, 

*  And  bid  them  yield  to  Swaran's  conquering  arms: 

*  Else  shall  the  people  fall  into  the  tomb, 

*  And  Ullin's  hills  one  silent  waste  be  made.' 

Quick  as  a  flock  of  sea-fowl  from  the  shore  115 

Expell'd  by  billows,  Lochlin's  sons  arose. 
Their  sound  was  like  a  thousand  streams,  that  meet 
In  Cona's  vale  beneath  the  morn's  pale  light 
After  a  stormy  night,  high-swoU'n  with  rains 
Constant  and  large  they  their  dark  eddies  roll.  130 

Like  dark  autumnal  shades  o'er  verdant  hills 
The  warlike  chiefs  of  Lochlin's  echoing  woods 
Now  gloomy,  dark,  successive  mov'd  along. 
Whilst  onward  march'd  the  stately  king  of  groves, 
Tall  as  the  stag  of  Morven  ;  on  his  side  125 

Hung  his  bright  shield,  coruscant  as  the  flame 
Gliding  along  the  heath  in  stillest  night. 
And  by  the  lonely  trav'Uer  seen  ;  who  shakes, 
When  he  a  ghost  sees  sporting  in  the  beam. 

Now  from  the  troubled  main  a  blast  dispell'd  130 

The  settled  mist :  and,  like  a  ridge  of  rocks, 
The  warlike  sons  of  Innis-fail  appear. 

*  Go,  Morla,  go,'  said  Lochlin's  king  ;  *  to  these 
'  Our  terms  of  peace  propose ; — propose  the  terms 
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*  Which  wc  to  wcak-arm'd  kings  are  wont  to  give,  135 

*  When  states  l)etbre  our  arms  submissive  bow; 
'  When  (lead  in  war  the  stoutest  heroes  lie, 

*  And  virgins  weep  upon  the  crimson  field.' 

The  king  of  shiekls,  great  Morla,  son  of  Swarth, 
Approach'd  with  stately  gait,  and  thus  address'd,  140 

Among  less  heroes,  Erin's  blue-cy'd  son: 

*  Take  Swaran's  peace — the  peace  he  gives  to  kings, 
'   When  states  before  his  arms  submissive  bow. 

'  To  us  surrender  Ullin's  lovely  plains, 

'   Thy  spouse  and  dog  : — thy  fair  and  lovely  spouse  145 

*  W^ith  breasts  high  heaving,  and  the  dog  more  swift 

*  Than  fleetest  winds.     The  weakness  of  thy  arm 

*  Give  these  to  prove  ;  and  live  beneath  our  pow'r.* 

Then  answer'd  Erin's  chief:  *  Tell  Swaran— ^tell 

*  That  heart  of  pride,  CuchuUin  never  yields.  150 

*  To  him  I  give  the  dark-blue  rolling  main^ 

*  Or  tombs  in  Erin  for  his  breathless  host. 

*  The  lovely  sunbeam  of  Danscaich  ne'er  shall 

*  A  stranger's  right  become  ;  nor  ever  deer 

*  On  Lochlin's  hills  before  swift  Luach  fly,'  155 

*  Vain  ruler  of  the  car',  then  Morla  said, 
'  Wilt  thou  engage  in  combat  with  the  king  ! 
'  That  king,  whose  num'rous  fleet  of  many  groves 
'  Thine  Isle  could  carry  otf  with  utmost  ease  ! 

*  Such  trifles  are  thy  green-hill'd  Ullin's  plains,  160 
'  When  to  the  king  of  stormy  waves  compar'd  !' 

Then  Semo's  son  reply'd :  *  In  words  I  yield 

*  To  many,  Morla;  but  in  war,  to  none. 

*  So  long  as  Connal  and  CuchuUin  breathe, 

*  Fam'd  Corraac's  rightful  sway  shall  Erin  own,  165 
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*  The  words  of  Morla,  Connal,  thou  hast  heard, 

*  Thou  first  in  miglit,  thou  breaker  of  the  shields : 

«  And  shall  thy  anxious  thoughts  be  bent  on  peace  ? 

*  Why,  ghost  of  Crugal,  didst  thou  threaten  death  ? 

*  The  dark  and  narrow  house  shall  me  receive,  11^ 

*  Amidst  the  splendid  light  of  high  renown. 
'  Exalt,  ye  sons  of  Innis-fail,  exalt 

*  The  spear  and  bend  the  yew  ; — rush  on  the  foe, 

*  As  ghosts  of  midnight  storms  in  darkness  roar.' 

Then  dismal,  roaring,  fierce,  and  deep  along  175 

The  battle  roU'd.     So  mist  on  valleys  pours, 
When  heav'n's  calm  sunshine  blackest  storms  invade. 
As  moves,  before  a  cloud,  an  angry  ghost 
Inclos'd  in  meteors  of  bright-flaming  fire 
And  grasping  in  his  hands  the  stormy  winds  ;  18C 

So  moves  the  chief  in  arms  before  the  host. 

Curril  of  other  times,  far  on  the  heath, 
Now  bids  the  loud,  shrill  horn  of  battle  sound  : 
And,  to  give  ardour  to  the  heroes'  hearts, 
Pours  out  his  soul,  and  lifts  the  voice  of  song  :  ISt 

*  Where,'  said  the  tuneful  voice  of  martial  note, 

*  Where  is  fall'n  Crugal"^     On  the  earth  forgot 

*  He  lies,  and  silent  is  the  hall  of  shells  ! 

*  Disconsolate  within  the  house  of  grief 

*  Sits  Crugal's  spouse,  a  stranger  in  the  place  I —  '  19( 

*  But,  who  is  she,  that  fronting  Swaran's  ranks,  ' 

*  The  I'oe  defying,  like  a  sunbeam  flies  ? —  ' 

*  'Tis  fair  Dcgrena,  fallen  Crugal's  spouse 

*  With  floating  hair,  disshevell'd  by  the  wind. 

Red  is  her  eye,  and  shrill  her  feeble  voice  !  19i 

'  Empty  and  green  thy  Crugal  now  appears. 
Whose  pallid  form  lies  in  the  mountain-cave. 
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*  As  hum  the  mountain-bccs,  or  evening  swarms 

*  Ot"  flics  collected,   Ceebly  sounds  iiis  voice, 

'   When  he  approacJies  to  the  ear  of  sleep.     '  200 

*  But  like  a  morning-cloud  Dcgrena  falls, 

*  The  sword  of  Lochlin  reeking  in  her  side. 

'  Cairbar,  hhe's  fall'n  ;  and  e\er  sleeps  in  dust 

'  The  rising  thought  of  thy  aspiring  youth  ! 

*  She's  fuU'n,  O  Ca-rhar  !     Blasted  are  those  hopes,  205 

*  The  pleasing  solace  of  thy  youthful  hours!' 

The  mournful  sound  fierce  C.iirbar  heard  and  forth 
In  battle  rush'd,  in  strength  as  ocean's  whale. 
His  daughter's  fall  was  clear  before  his  eyes, 
And  in  the  midst  of  thousands  loud  he  roar'd,  210 

And  thro'  a  son  ot"  Lochlin  thrust  his  spear. 
Irom  wing  to  wing  the  raging  battle  spread  ! 

■     As  roar,   in  Lochlin's  groves  a  hundred  winds, 
Or  raging  fires  amidst  a  hundred  hills  : 

With  Ibrce  so  loud,  so  ruinous  and  vast  215 

The  ranks  of  men  in  all  directions  fall. 
Heroes,  like  thistles,  mows  Cuchullin's  sword  ; 
And  Erin's  waste,  by  Swaran  made,  is  large. 
Curach,  and  Cairbar  of  the  bossy  shield, 
Fall  with  huge  bulk  by  his  resistless  hand.  520 

In  lasting  rest  sleeps  Morglan,  and  Ca-6lt, 
In  his  expiring  moments,  quiv'ring  lies. 
His  snow-white  breast  is  stain'd  with  purple  gore, 
And  in  the  dust  of  his  own  native  soil 

Lies,  stiffen'd  in  the  mud,  his  yellow  hair.  225 

Where  he  had  often  spread  the  feast,  he  fell : — 
There  too  he  oft'  had  struck  the  warbling  lyre. 
Whilst  'round  him  leap'd  his  bounding  dogs  for  joy. 
And  youths  the  bow  prepared  for  the  chase. 
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A^  from  the  tk-sert  bursts  the  stream  and  bears  230 

The  little  hills  down  headlong;  in  its  course, 
Whilst  rocks  along  its  banks  half  sunk  appear: 
So  Swaran  still  advanc'd.     But  yet  oppos'd 
Before  him  stood  Cuchullin  like  a  hill, 

That,  tovv'ring  upwards,  verges  to  the  clouds.  235 

The  stormy  winds  with  its  tall  pines  contend, 
And  on  its  rocks  the  hail  falls  rattling  down. 
Yet  still  unshaken  in  its  streiigth  it  stands 
And  Cona's  silent  vale  o'erhangs  with  shade. 

So,  in  the  midst  of  thousands,  Semo's  son,  24/^ 

To  shade  the  sons  of  Erin,  kept  his  ground. 
From  panting  heroes  round  him  issu'd  blood. 
As  from  a  rocky  fount.     But  Erin  falls, 
On  either  wing,  like  snow  before  the  sun. 

*  O  sons  of  Innis-fail,'  then  Grumal  said,  245 

*  Lochlin  now  conquers  on  the  bloody  field  : 

*  Why  strive  we  then,  as  reeds  against  the  wind? 

*  Why  haste  we  not  to  th'  hills  of  dark-brown  hinds? 

Then,  swift  as  Morven's  stag,  away  he  fled  ; 
And,  like  a  zigzag  beam  of  light,  his  spear  250 

Him  trembling  follows.     But  associates  I'cw 
The  chief  of  little  soul  in  flight  attend. 
In  hottest  fight,  with  martial  brav'ry  flr'd. 
On  Lena's  echoing  heath  they  chiefly  fell. 

High  on  his  studded  car  stood  Erin's  chief  255 

And  laid  a  mighty  son  of  Lochlin  low, 
And  spake  in  haste  to  Connal  :  *  Thou  this  arm 

*  To  deal  destruction,  first  of  men,  didst  teaclv 

*  Tho'  Erin's  sons,  with  fleetness  like  the  wind, 

*  Have  fled  in  fear,  shall  we  not  fight  the  foe  ?  26© 
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*  To  yonder  bushy  hill  my  li\in£;  friends, 
'  Carril  of  other  times,  conduct  with  care. 

*  Firm  as  two  rocks  here  Conn:il    let  us  stand, 

*  And  bravely  cover  our  retreating  friends.' 

Obedient  Connal  mounts  tlie  car  of  light : —  265 

They  stretch  their  steady,  strong,  and  bossy  shields, 
In  bulk  and  semblance  like  the  darken'd  moon. 
The  shadowy  daughter  of  the  starry  skies. 
When,  a  dun  circle,  slow  she  moves  through  heav'n. 
Then  Inb'ring,  panting,  struggled  up  the  hill,  270 

Sithfadda  and  Dusronnal  (haughty  steed): — 
Like  waves  behind  a  whale,  behind  them  rush'd  the  foe. 

Now  on  the  rising  side  of  Cromla  stood 
The  now  reduc'd  sad  ranks  of  Erin's  sons. 
So  lours  the  grove,  through  which  has  rush'd  the  flame    273 
More  wastive  made  by  stormy  winds  of  night. 

In  silence  near  an  oak  Cuchullin  stood, 
His  eye  with  grief  red-rolling,  and  the  wind 
His  bushy  hair  disshev'lling  ;  when  appear'd 
The  scoit  of  ocean,  Moran,  Fithil's  son.  '280 

'  Ships' — loud  he  cry'd,  *  ships  from  the  lonely  isle  ! 

*  There  comes  Fingal,  shield-breaker,  first  of  men  ; 
'   Before  whose  sable  prows  the  billows  foam, 

'   Like  sailing  groves  his  tow'ring  masts  appear  !' 

In  joy  ecstatic  then  Cuchullin  cry'd  :  •28.» 

'  Ye  winds,  that  o'er  my  isle  of  lovely  mist, 
'  Do  rush  ;  with  aid  propitious  swell  and  blow. 
'  Chief  of  the  hills  of  hinds  with  speed  approach 

*  And  by  thy  deathful  steel  see  thousands  fall. 

*  To  me,  thy  sails  are  as  the  morning-clouds  ;  -.*!^() 
'  Thy  ships  like  heav'n's  fair  light;  and  thoii,  thyself, 

*  Beam's!  like  a  meteor  in  the  dark  of  im-^IU. 
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*  How  pleasant,  Connal,  are  our  coming  friends  ! 

*  But  night  with  ckisky  shades  is  gath'ring  round,  295 

*  And  where  are  now  the  vessels  of  Fingal  ? 

*  Here,  wishing  for  the  silver  moon  of  heaven, 

*  The  lagging  hours  of  darkness  let  us  pass.' 

The  hlust'ring  winds  hrush'd  o'er  the  roaring  woods, 
And  from  the  rocks  the  rapid  torrents  rush'd.  300 

'Round  Cromla's  head  rain  gather'd  ;  and  the  stars 
With  redness  trembled  'midst  the  flying  clouds. 
Sad,  by  the  margin  of  a  sounding  stream. 
To  which  a  neigh'ring  tree  gave  answ'ring  sound,— 
Sad,  by  the  margin  of  this  sounding  stream  30* 

Sat  Erin's  chief. — Fam'd  Connal,  Colgar's  son, 
With  Carril  of  old  times,  were  also  there. 

*  Unhappy  is  Cuchullin's  hand,'  exclaim'd 
The  son  of  Semo ;  *  since  his  fav'rite  friend 

*  He  slew,  unhappy  is  Cuchullin's  hand.  313 
'  Dear  was  thou,  Ferda,  to  my  secret  breast : — 

'   I  lov'd  thee,  son  oi"  Dammon,  as  myself.' 

*  CuchuHin,  son  of  Semo,'  Connal  said, 

*  How  fell  the  pow'rful  breaker  of  the  shields? 

'   Well  1  remember  Dammon's  noble  son.  3 Li) 

*  Most  fair  and  stately  was  the  noble  youth, 
'  As  is  the  radiant  rainbow  on  the  hill.' — • 

*  Ferda  the  chief,  who  swuy'd  a  hundred  hills, 

*  From  Albion  came. — In  Muri's  martial  hall 

*  He  learn'd  the  sword,  and  gain'd  Cuchullin's  love,         32'^ 
'  Together  to  the  busy  chase  we  mov'd, 

'  And  in  the  heath  our  resting-place  was  one. 

'  Espous'd  to  Cairbar,  chief  of  Ullin's  plains, 

*  Deugala  with  exalted  beauty  shone  : 
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'  Bat  in  luT  licart  (the  dwelling-place  of  pride)  325 

*  That  sunbeam,  Damman's  noble  son,  she  lov'd. 

"   Halloitlie  herd,"  the  white-arm'd  womnn  cry'd,' 
"  D.irk  C:iirb-.ir,  give  me;   for  within  your  halls 
*'  I'll  stiiy  no  longer.     Give  mc  half  the  herd." 

"  My  mountain-herds  CuchuHin  shall  di\  ide,  3.30 

"  Whose  breast,"  '  said  Cairbar,'  "  is  of  justice  form'd. 
"  Thou  false,  thou  fairest  beauty,  hence — dt-part." 

*  When,  as  requested,   I  the  lots  had  made  ; 

*  One  snow-white  bull  remain'd.     To  Cairbar  this 

*  I  guAC  ;  and  hence  Deugala's  wrath  arose.  335 

*  Fixing  her  plaintive  eyes  on  Damman's  son, 
"  CuchuHin  pains  my  eoul !"  The  fair  one  cry'd. 
•'  Either  his  death  must  reach  my  eager  ear, 

"  Or,  over  me  loud  Lubar's  streams  shall  roll. 

"  My  pallid  ghost  shall  haunt  thy  lone  retreat,  340 

"  And  this  indignity  severely  mourn  ! 

"  His  blood  pour  out,  or  pierce  this  heaving  breast." 

**  Deugala,  how  ?"     '  The  bright-hair'd  youth  reply'd  :' 
"  How  shall  I  slay  CucljuUin,  Semo's  son  ! 
"  Against  the  friend  of  all  my  secret  thoughts  345 

**   Shall  I  now  lift  my  unprovoked  sword  ?" 
"  Three  days  successive  she  before  him  wept, 
*'  And,  on  the  fourth,  to  fight  he  gave  consent.' 

"  Deugala,  with  my  friend  I  now  will  fight — 
"  But  by  his  sword,"  '  cxclaim'd  he,'  "  may  I  fall !  350 

"  When  wand'ring  on  the  hill  amidst  the  chase, 
"   How  could  my  eyes  CuchuUin's  tomb  behold  !" 


On  Muri's  hills  in  combat  then  we  met, 
.F 
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*  Our  friendly  swords  avoid  u  deadly  wound. 

*  Beside  the  polisli'd  helmets  down  they  slide,  35^ 
And  clashing  sound  upon  the  slippery  shields. 

*  Hard  by  Deugala  stood  wilh  taunting  air, 

*  And,  smiling,  to  the  son  of  Damman  said  : 

"  Weak  is  thy  arm,  thou  sunheam  of  green  youth, 

"  Of  years  unequal  to  the  manly  steel.  360 

"  In  strength  Cuchullin  rivals  Malmor's  rock  : — 

"  The  palm  of  viet'ry  yield  to  Semo's  son." 

'  To  me  the  youth,  in  tears,  then  fault'ring  said  :* 
*'  Lift  up  thy  bossy  siiield,  Cuchullin,  high — 
*'  From  thy  friend's  hand  thyself  with  care  defend.  365 

"  With  loads  of  grief  my  lab'ring  soul  is  press'd  ; 
*'   For,  by  my  Jiand  the  chief  of  men  must  fall." 

*  Like  wind  within  a  chinky  rock  I  sigh'd  ! 

*  'Twas  then  my  edged  steel  I  lifted  high, 

*  And  down  the  shining  beam  of  battle  fell,  37<d 
'   The  dearest  of  Cuchullin's  friends — and  since 

*  He  fell,  mihappy  is  Cuchullin's  hand.' — 

*  Thy  tale  is  mournful,'  hoary  Carril  said  : 

*  Back  to  old  times,  and  deeds  of  other  years, 

'  Son  of  the  car,  my  thinking  soul  it  sends.  375 

'  Oft'  I  have  heard  of  Comal,   by  whose  hands 

*  Fell  his  lov'd  friend.     Yet  viet'ry  on  his  steel 

*  Always  attended.     When  to  war  he  strode, 

*  The  batik;  in  his  presence  was  consum'd, 

*  Comal,  the  chieftain  of  a  hundred  hills,  380 

*  From  Albion  came:  and  of  a  thousand  streams 

*  Partook  his  deer.     A  thousand  sounding  rocks 

*  Keply'd  in  echo  to  his  hunting  cry. 

*  With  youthful  mildness  shone  his  radiant  face, 

*  And  death  to  heroes  was  his  fatal  hand,  3S'5 
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*  One  was  his  love  ;  and  she  of  matclilcss  charms, 

*  Great  Coiiloch's  daughter  !     She.  among  the  maids, 

*  With  brilliant  splendour,  like  a  sunbeam,  shone. 
'  Her  jetty  Iiair  outvy'd  the  raven  wing  ; 

*  Her  dogs  too  were  iinri^'all'd  in  tl)e  i  base  :  390 
'  Her  bow-string  sounded  on  the  t'orc^t  winds. 

*  WhiUt  she  her  soul  on  Comal  stcdi'ast  fix'd, 

<  Their  eyes  of  love  Avith  conscious  glances  met. — 

*  One  in  the  chase  was  their  unvaried  course, 

*  Whilst  mutual  converse  eas'd  their  anxious  brcists.         595 

*  But,  Gormal,  gloomy  Ardven's  swarthy  chief, 

*  The  liapless  Comal's  foe,  the  maid  too  lov'd  ; 

*  And  her  lone  steps  awaited  in  the  heath. 

*  Tir'd  with  the  chase,  one  day  in  Ronan's  cave 

*  (The  wonted  haunt  of  Comal),  when  close  mist  400 

*  Their  friends  had  intercepted  from  their  view  ; 
'  Comal  and  Conloch's  daughter  met  alone. — 

*  There  hung  his  arms,  of  thongs  a  hundred  shields  ; 

*  And  there  a  hundred  helms  of  sounding  steel. 

"  Rest  here,  Galvina,  lovely  fair!"  *  he  said,'  405 

"  Thou  brightest  ornament  of  Ronan's  cave: 
*'  A  bounding  deer  appears  on  Mora's  brow. 
"  I'll  it  pursue;   but  shortly  will  return," 

"  I  fear,"  '  she  said,'  "  dark  Grumal,  my  dark  foe, 
"  \\'ho  haunts  the  cave  of  Ronan.     'Midst  the  arms         410 
"  I'll  rest  av.'hile. — But  soon,  my  love,  return." 

*  The  deer  of  Mora  he  direct  pursu'd. — 

*  But  Conloch's  daughter,  his  pledg'd  faith  to  try, 

'  Her  snow-white  sides  with  his  bright  armour  deck'd  ; 

*  And  march'd  from  Ronan's  cave  with  martial  gait. —     41  i 
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*  Soon  Comal  spy'd  what  lie  supposed  his  foe, 

*  And  soon  with  jealous  rage  his  heart  beat  high  : 

*  His  colour  chang'd,  and  darkness  dimni'd  his  eyes. 

*  From  his  drawn  bow  the  winged  arrow  flew  : — 

*  But,  ah  !  its  course  I  Galvina  fell  in  blood.  420 

*  With  wildness  in  his  steps,   he  ran  in  haste 

'   To  the  lone  rock,  and  Conloch's  daughter  call'd, 

*  No  answer  in  the  lonely  rock  is  heard' — 

*'  My  love,  where  art  thou  ?"  still  in  vain  he  cry'd. — 

*  At  last,  he  spy'd  around  the  feather'd  dart  425 
'  Her  heaving  heart  just  bursting  into  death  ! 

"  O  Conloch's  daughter,  is  it  thou  !"    '  he  cry'd'. 
'  Then,  down  he  sunk  upon  her  fainting  breast  I 

'   The  hapless  pair  were  by  the  hunters  found:— 
'  He  afterwards  in  silence  walk'd  tlie  hill  :  4j0 

'  But  near  the  shady  dwelling  of  his  love 
'  Many  and  mournful  were  his  lonely  steps. 

*  When  from  the  ocean  came  the  hostile  fleet, 
'  He  boldly  fought,  and  soon  the  strangers  fled. 

'  In  quest  of  death,  he  t ravers 'd  o'er  the  field;  435 

'  But,  by  whose  hand  could  mighty  Comal  fall  ? 

*  Down  from  his  arm  the  dark-brown  shield  he  threw, 
'  And  soon  an  arrow  found  his  manly  breast. 

'  Beside  the  place,  where  sounds  the  swelling  surge, 

*  W' ith  his  once  lov'cl  Galvina  Comal  sleeps,  410 
'  The  sailor,  bounding  o'er  the  northern  waves, 

^  With  eager  eyes  their  verdant  tombs  surveys/ 
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jfingal : 

AN  ANCIENT  EPIC  POEM. 


ARGrMFNT. 
cmU'LLIX,  pleased  with  the  siory  of  Carril,  insists  with  that  bard  for  more 
of  his  suiigs.  He  relates  the  actions  of  Fingal  in  Lochlin,  and  the  death  of 
Agjiidecca,  the  beautiful  sister  of  Swaran.  He  had  scarce  finished,  when 
Calniar,  the  son  of  Matlia,  wlio  iiad  advised  the  fust  battle,  came  wounded 
from  the  field,  and  told  them  of  Swaran's  design  to  surprise  the  remains  of 
tfie  Irish  arniy.  He  himself  proposes  to  withstand  singly  the  whole  force  of 
the  enemy,  in  a  nariow  pass;  till  the  Irish  should  make  good  their  retreat. 
C'uchuUiti,  touched  with  the  gallant  proposal  of  Oalmar,  resolves  to  accom- 
pany hiiji,  and  orders  Carvil  to  carry  off'the  few,  that  remained  of  the  Irish. 
Morning  comes,  Calmar  dies  of  his  wounds ;  and,  the  ships  of  the  Caledo- 
nians appearing,  Swaian  gives  over  the  pursuit  of  the  Irish,  and  returns  to 
oppose  Kingai's  landing.  C'lichuUin  ashamed,  after  his  defe-it,to  appear  be- 
foie  lingal  ;  retires  to  the  caveof 'I'ura.  I'ingal  engages  the  enemy,  puts  them 
to  flight;  but  the  coming  on  of  the  night  prevents  tiie  victory  from  being 
decisive.  The  King,  wlio  lud  observed  the  gallant  behaviour  of  his  grand- 
son Oscar,  gives  him  his  advice  concerning  his  conduct  in  peace  and  war. 
lie  recommends  to  him  to  place  the  example  of  his  fathers  before  his  eyes  ;  as 
the  best  model  for  his  conduct  ;  which  introduces  the  episode  concerning 
Fainasollis,  the  daughter  of  the  king  of  C'raca,  whom  Fingal  had  taken  under 
his  protection,  in  his  youth.  Fillan  and  Oscar  are  dispatched  to  observe 
tlie  motions  of  the  enemy  by  night  ;  Gaul  the  son  of  Morni  desires  the  com- 
mand of  the  army  in  the  next  battle,  which  Fingal  piomises  to  giv8  hiia.— • 
Some  geneial  retlectious  of  the  poet  close  the  third  day. 


BOOK  III. 


DELIGHTFUL  is  the  song  !  Cuchullin  said, 
And  lovely  are  tht  tales  of  other  times  .' 
In  cahnness  they  resemble  morning-dew 
Upon  the  hill  of  roes,  when  on  its  sides 
Faint  shines  the  sun  ;  whilst  in  the  vale  below 
Settled  and  blue  the  spacious  lake  appears. 
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*  Again,   O  Caiiil,  raise  tliv  tunclul  ^oice, 

*  And  let  the  song  of  Tura  swell  thy  notes 

*  Which  loudly  echo'd  in  my  lestive  halls  ; 

*  When  present  sat  Fingal,  the  king  of  shields  10 

*  And  glow'd  with  transport  at  his  father's  deeds.' 

*  Fingal !   thoii  man  of  hattle,'  Carril  said, 

*  Rarly  in  arms  thy  deeds  conspicuous  shone. 

*  When  still  thy  youth  with  maid-like  beauty  glow'd, 

'    Proud  Lochlin's  sons  were  in  thy  wrath  consum'd.  15 

*  They  scorn'd  the  hero's  fair  and  bloomy  face; 

*  But  death  abode  in  his  destructi\'e  hands, 

*  As  rolls  the  tide  of  Lora  strong  he  stood, 

*  Whilst  roar'd  liis  followers,  like  a  thousand  streams. 

*  They  Lochlin's  king,  in  battle,  c  iptivc  took  ;  20 

*  But  soon  restor'd  him  to  his  trembling  lleet. 

*  His  heart  elate  with  pride  vexation  swcU'd, 

*  And  this  young  hero's  death  his  gloomy  soul 

*  Conspir'd.     For,  mighty  Starno's  stormy  strength, 

*  None,  'till  Fingil,  was  able  to  subdue.  25 

*  'Midst  Lochlin's  groves,  within  his  hall  of  shells, 

*  Sat  Starno,  and  hoar-headed  Sni\an  call'd, 

*  That  round  the  ring  of  Loda  often  sung, 

*  When,  list'ning  to  his  cry,  the  stone  of  pow'r 

*  To  vict'ry  turn'd  the  fortune  of  the  field.  30 

"  Go,  hoary  Snivan,"  '   then  dark  Starno  said,' 
*'  To  Ardven's  sea-surrounded  rocks  repair. 
"  Tell  fam'd  Fingal,  the  king  of  desert  isles, 
"  The  fairest  chief  of  all  his  num'rous  train  ; 
"  To  him  my  daughter   (tell   him)   I  jiresent :  35 

"  The  lovlic'st  maid  that  heaves  the  breast  of  snow! 
"  White  are  her  arms  as  foam  my  rolling  waves : 
"  Her  princely  soul  is  generous  and  mild. 
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"  With  his  choice  heroes  quickly  let  him  come 

"   To  the  lair  daughter  of  the  secret  hall."  40 

*  To  Alhion's  windy  hills  then  Snivan  went, 

*  And  with  him,  straight,  hright-hair'd  Fingdl  returned. 

*  Before  him  bounding  on  the  northern  waves 
'  His  kindled  soul  with  eager  transport  Hew. 

*'■  Welcome,"  '  said  dark-brown  Starno,'  comes  the  king  4^^ 

"  Ot'Morven's  hills  :— ye  too,  liis  heroes  strong, 

"  Sons  of  the  Jonely  island,  'welcome  all. 

"  Three  days  ye  first  shall  feast  within  my  halls, 

"  And  then  three  days  my  forest  boars  pursue  : 

■"  That  thence  your  mighty  fame  may  fly  abroad,  50 

*"  To  reach  the  daughter  oi  the  secret  hall." 

'   Bent  on  revenge,  the  stormy  king  of  snow, 
*■  Their  death  designing,  gave  the  feast  of  shells. 

*  Fingal,  yet  doubtful  of  the  treach'rous  foe, 

*  In  arms  of  steel  still  kept  himself  secure.  ^5 

*  The  sons  of  death  o'erwhelm'd  with  trembling  dread, 

*  The  hero's  sight  eluded.     But  the  joy 

'  Of  sweetest  tones  sounds  from  their  trembling  lyres. 

*  In  praise  of  mighty  heroes,  or  of  love 

*  With  heaving  breasts,  the  bards  commence  the  song.       60 
^  There  present  stood  Fingal's  own  tuneful  bard, 

*  Ullin  of  Cona's  hill,  with  sweetest  voice. 

*  In  noblest  strains  he  prais'd  the  snow-white  maid, 
'  And  also  sung  of  Morven's  mighty  chief. 

*  Tht'  daughter  of  snow  o'erheard  the  matchless  strains,      65 
'  And  left  the  mansion  of  her  secret  sigh — 

■"   In  all  her  beauty  forth  at  once  she  came, 

*  Bright  as  the  moon  sprung  from  an  eastern  cloud. 
■•   Love  circl.  d  round  iier  radiant  as  the  light  : 

'  Her  steps  were  like  the  music  of  sweet  songs.  70 

'   When  she  beheld  the  youth,  love  seiz'd  her  breast, 
'   And,  but  for  him,  l:er  soul  in  secret  sijjh'd. 
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*  On  him  in  secret  her  blue  eyes  she  roll'd, 

*  And  Morven's  chief  in  ecstacy  she  blest. 

*  At  length  with  all  it's  beams  the  third  day  came,     75 

*  And  bright  illum'd  the  shady  wood  of  boars. 

*  Forth  mov'd  the  dark-brow'd  Starno,  and  Fingal 

*  King  of  the  orbed  shields.     They  in  the  chase 

*  Spent  half  the  day  ;  and,  red  with  Gormal's  blood 

*  Appear'd  Fingal's  dread  spear,  on  their  return.  80 

'  With  blue  eyes  rolling  'midst  a  flood  of  tears 
<  Came  Starno's  daughter  with  her  voice  of  love, 

*  And  thus  to  Morven's  king  herself  address'd  : 

"  Trust  not,  Fingal,  thou  chief  of  high  descent, 

"  To  Starno's  heart  of  pride.     For,  in  that  grove,  S.i 

"  By  his  command,  his  chiefs  in  ambush  lie. 

*'  Beware  then  how  thou  tread 'st  the  wood  of  death. 

"  But,  O  remember — Agandecca's  hopes, 

*'  Son  of  the  hill,  on  thee  for  safety  fix  ! 

"  From  my  enraged  father's  deadly  Avrath.  9(i 

"  O  king  of  windy  Morven,  me  protect !" 

*  Yet,  still,  the  youth  with  unconcern  went  on, 

*  His  valiant  heroes  ranking  by  his  side. 

*  The  sons  of  death  fell  by  his  mighty  hand, 

*  And  loudly  echo'd  Gormal's  verdant  groves,  9» 

*  Conven'd  in  front  of  Starno's  halls  then  stood 

*  The  sons  of  chase  returned  from  the  hills. 

*  The  king's  dark  brows  were  louring  as  the  clouds  ; 

*  His  eyes  like  meteors  in  the  nightly  gloom. 

"  Fair  Agandecca,"  *  then  he  cries  aloud,'  IQO 

"  To  her  lov'd  king  of  Morven  hither  bring. 
"  His  hand  is  stained  with  my  people's  blood, 
"  And  her  instructions  were  not  dropt  in  vain." 
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'  With  eyes  red  rolling  in  ligr  tears,    she  came. 

*  With  raven-locks  loose  floating  in  the  air,  1()5 

*  Her  white  breasts  heaving  with  a  thousand  sighs 

*  (So  swells  protuberant  streamy  Lubar's  foam)  : 

*  Slie  came — and  Starno  pierc'd  her  side  with  steel — 

*  And  prostrate  on  the  grouml  the  fair  one  fell  ; 

*  So,  when  thro'  all  the  grove  still  silence  reigns,  110 
'  And  echoes  deepen  in  the  winding  vale  ; 

'  From  llonan's  rocks  descends  a  wreath  of  snow. 

'  Fingal  tlicn  strictly  ey'd  his  valiant  chiefs — 

'  His  valiant  chiefs  directly  flew  to  arms. 

*  The  gloomy  choice  of  certain  death  or  flight  115 

*  The  roaring  battle  then  to  Lochlin  left. 

*  The  maid  of  raven-hair  now  pale  in  death 

*  Secure  within  his  bounding  ship  he  clos'd. 

*  On  Ardven  high  her  stately  tomb  ascends, 

*  And  loudly  roar  the  billows  of  the  main  120 

*  Round  Agandecca's  silent,  dark  abode.* 

*  May  bliss  attend  her  soul'  Cuchuliin  said, 

*  And  blessed  be  the  mouth  of  sweetest  song  ! 

*  Strong  was  Fingal,  when  fir'd  with  youthful  blood, 

*  And  strong  remains  his  potent  arm  of  age!  125 
'  Before  the  king  of  echoing  Morvcn's  hills 

*  Again  shall  Lochlin  fall  upon  the  field.— 

'  Forth  from  a  cloud,  O  moon,  now  dart  thy  face  ; 

'  Light  his  white  sails  upon  the  wave  of  night. 

'  And,  if  on  yonder  loujing  cloud  there  sit  130 

'  A  pow'rful  spirit  clad  with  heav'nly  strength  ; 

*  From  all  the  secret  dangers  of  the  rock 

*  His  dark  ships  turn,  thou  rider  of  the  storm.' 

In  these,  or  words  like  these,  Cuchuliin  spoke, 
Where  sounds  the  mountain-stream  ;  when  up  the  hill     135 


50  F  I  N  G  A  L.  [Book  III. 

Came  Calmar  slowly,  Matha's  wounded  son. 

Forth  from  the  field,  besmear'd  with  purple  blood 

He  came  supported  by  his  bending  spear. 

The  arm  of  battle  is  no  longer  strong, 

But  martial  vigour  still  his  soul  retains.  140 

'  Welcome,  O  son  of  Matha,'  Connal  said, 

*  Thou  comest  welcome  to  thy  faithful  friends  ! 

*  From  that  steel'd  breast,  a  stranger  still  to  fear, 

*  Why  bursteth  now  the  heaving,  broken  sigh  ?' — 

'  And  never,'— then  the  bleeding  warrior  cry'd,        li^ 

*  No — never,  Connal,  chief  of  pointed  steel, 

*  Will  fear  assail  it.     Cheer'd  with  martial  roar, 

*  My  soul  still  brightens  as  the  danger  grows. 

*  Steel'd  was  my  race, — my  fathers  never  fear'd. 

*  In  Cormac  first  my  race  illustrious  sprung,  15t 

*  Who  sportive  stem'd  the  raging  storms  o(  waves. 
'  His  black  skiff  bounded  on  the  restless  main, 

*  And  brush'd  along  as  blows  the  winged  blast. 

*  A  spirit  once  embroil'd  the  dusky  night— 

*  Seas  swell  and  rocks  resound  in  bellowing  strife;  15i 

*  Whilst  clouds  along  by  roaring  winds  are  driv'n, 

*  And  forked  light'ning  flies  on  wings  of  fire! 

*  He  fear'd,  and  came  to  land  : — yet  forth  again, 

*  Abash'd  and  blushing  that  he  fear'd  at  all, 

*  Among  the  rolling  billows  bravely  rush'd  ;  lJ5ft 

*  Resolv'd  to  find  the  boist'rous  son  of  wind. 

*  The  bounding  bark  three  youths  with  caution  guide, 

*  Wliilst  he,  with  sword  unsheath'd,  intrepid  stood. 

*  Now,  when  the  low-hung  vapour  pass'd  along, 

'   He  boldly  sciz'd  it  by  the  curling  head,  16S 

<  And  ransack'd  its  dark  womb  with  glitt'ring  steel. 
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'  The  son  of  wind  forthwith  forsook  the  air, 

*  And,  straight,  the  welcome  moon  and  stars  return. 

*  Such  was  the  boldness  of  my  dauntless  r.ace  ! 

*  And,  like  his  fathers,  firm  is  Calmar's  soul.  170 

*  Far  iVom  th'  uplifted  sword  fell  danger  flies, 

*  And  fortune  favours  those,  who  boldly  dare. 

*  But  now,  sons  of  green  valley'd  Erin,  rise  ; 
'  And  quick  from  Lena's  bloody  heath  retire. 

*  The  sad  remainder  of  our  friends  collect,  175 
'  And  haste  to  join  the  sword  of  great  Fingal. 

'  The  sound  of  Lochlin's  c^uick  advancing  arms 

*  I  heard  ;  but  Calmar  will  remain  and  fight. 

*  My  friends,  such  boldness  shall  attend  my  voice, 

*  As  if  I  led  up  thousands  in  my  train.  180 

*  But  bear  me,  son  of  Semo,  on  thy  mind  ! 

*  Bear  on  thy  mem'ry  Calmar's  lifeless  corpse! 
'  When  wasted  is  the  field  by  fierce  Fingal, 

*  My  bones  near  some  renowned  stone  inter. 

*  So,  shall  my  name  to  future  times  descend,  185 

*  And  Calmar's  mother  joy  o'er  that  fam'd  stone,' 

*  No:  son  of  Matha,'  then  Cuchullin  s^\i, 

*  No — never  will  I  leave  thee  to  thy  fate. 

*  Unequal  combats  me  new  pleasures  give, 

*  And  dangers  but  enlarge  my  rising  soul,  190 

*  Carril  of  other  times  and  Connal,  hence 

*  Erin's  remaining,  sorrowing  sons  convey  ; 
«  And,  when  the  bloody  contest  is  no  more, 

*  Seek  our  pale  corpses  in  this  narrow  pass. 

*  For,  near  this  oak,  whilst  hosts  on  hosts  engage,  19§ 

*  In  streaming  fight  intrepid  we  shall  stand. 

*  O'er  Lena's  heath  with  feet  like  wind  now  fly, 

*  O  son  of  Fithll,  and  inform  Fingal. 
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*  Tell  him  that  lub'iing  Erin  is  enthrall'd, 

*  And  bid  the  king  of  Morven  march  with  speed.  200 

*  Sudden  let  him  appear  as  in  a  storm 

*  On  hills  of  grass  forth  welcome  beams  the  sun.' 

Grey  breaks  the  morn  on  Cromla's  hazy  heights, 
When  lo  I   the  sons  of  sea  ascend  the  hili. 
To  meet  tliem  in  tiie  pride  of  kindling  soul,  203 

Forth  Calmar  stood;  but  pale  appear'd  his  face, 
And  on  his  father's  spear  the  warrior  lean'd — 
That  spear,  which  he  from  Lara's  hall  had  brought. 
When  sadly  mourn 'd  his  mother's  anxious  soul. 
But,  like  a  leaning  tree  on  Cona's  plains,  210 

Downwards  the  fading  hero  slowly  falls. 
As,  firm  but  lonely,  in  a  sandy  vale 
Appears  a  rock  ;  whilst  on  its  durant  sides 
Loud  roar  the  waves,  and  round  its  I'oam-capt  head 
The  hills  resound  ;  so  dark  Cuchullin  stands.  2L5 

Now  from  the  ocean  clad  with  azure  grey 
The  white  sail'd  vessels  of  Fingal  appear, 
C>n  rolling  billows,   as  they  stately  ride, 
High  stand  their  grove-like  masts,  and  rod  by  turns. 

These  Swaran  viewing  from  the  airy  hill,  220 

Direct  from  Erin's  sons  he  turn'd  his  course. 
As  thro'  the  hundred  isles  of  Liistore 
The  ebbing  tide  rolls  roaring  to  the  main  ; 
So  loud,  immense,  and  vast  now  Lochlin's  sons 
Eeturn'd  against  the  king  of  desert  hills.  225 

But  bending,  weeping,  sorrowful  and  slow, 
And  dragging  his  long  spear  upon  the  ground, 
CachuUin,  straightway,  sunk  in  Cromla's  wood  ; 
And  there  remain'd  to  mourn  his  late  fall'n  friends. 
He  fear'd  the  presence  of  Fingal :  for,  he  230 

Was  wont  to  greet  him  from  the  fields  of  fame. 
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<   How  inimy  there,  of  my  brave  heroes,  lie  ! 

*■  The  chietsi,  once-glorious  chiefs  of  Innis-fail  J 

*  They  who  rcjoieed  in  the  festive  liall, 

*  When,  echoinij;  loud,  arose  the  sound  of  shells  !  235 

*  No  more  shall  I  their  voice  hear  in  the  chase 

*  Ur  iind  their  footsteps  in  the  shady  heath  ! 

*  Alas,  my  fi lends,   to  me  for  ever  lost  I — • 

*  Pale,  silent,   low,  on  liloody  beds  they  lie! — . 

'  Ye  late  dei)art  'd  spirits,   on  his  heath  210 

*  CuchuUin  met ;  or,  ridinp;  on  the  wind, 

'■  Mold  converse  with  him,  whilst  with  roaring  blast 

'  1'he  rustling  tree  of  Tura's  cave  resounds. 

'  Obscure  and  far  remote  I  there  shall   lie, 

'  By  future  bards  unnotic'd  and  unsung  ;  245 

*  Nor  shall  the  grisly  stone  my  name  record. 

*   Mourn  me,  Bragcla,  with  the  silent  dead  ; 

*  For,  now  departed  is  my  once  great  fame.' 

These  were  Cuchu'lin's  words,  when  in  the  woods 
Of  shadowy  Cromla,  fill'd  with  grief  he  sunk.  250 

Fingal  before  him  stretched  his  glitt'ring  lance, 
T;dl  in  his  ship  ;  and  dreadful  gleam'd  the  steel. 
So,  death's  green  meteor,  when  in  Malmor's  heath 
It  sets,  the  lonely  traveller  strikes  with  dread  ; 
And  the  broad  moon  in  heav'n  is  dark  and  wan.  255 

'  The  battle  is  now  over,'  said  the  king, 
'  And  I  behold  the  blood  of  my  allies  I 

*  Sad  is  the  heath  of  Lena  !  and  the  oaks 

'  Mournful  appear  on  Cromla's  desert  hills. 

*  For,  therr.  have  fall'n  the  hunters  in  their  strength  .'       2G0 
'  And  Semo's  valiant  son  is  now  no  more  ! 

^  Ryno  and  Fillan — haste,  my  sons  and  sound 

*  The  horn  of  war,  the  signal  of  Finsal : 
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*  Harte  <o  the  shore — a-^Ceiulthc  ncijjhb'rins;  hill, 

<  And  call  ihe  children  of  the  dark'ning  loe.  265 

*  From  Lamdarg's  grave,  the  chief  o[  other  times, 

*  The  hostile  forces  call  witiiout  delay. 

*  Let  your  stout  voic<^s,  like  your  fathers',  sound, 

*  When  rushing  in  his  stren<:;th  he  meets  the  foe. 

*  Here  wait  I  for  the  dark  and  mighty  man  : —  270 
'  On  Lena's  shore  for  Swaran  her(^  i  wait. 

*  Then  let  liim,  with  his  numerous  race  approach  : 

*  For  strong  in  battle  arc  fall'ii  Lena's  friends.' 

Quick,  as  the  lighfning,  then  fair  Ryno  flew. 
And  Fillan  dark  as  autumn's  gloomy  shade.' — ■  275 

Loud  sounds  their  voice  o'er  Lena's  shady  heath: 
F'ingal's  shrill   horn  the  sons  of  ocean  heard. 
As,  from  the  realm  of  snow,  returning  rolls 
V\'ith  ro.  ring  eddy,  ocean's  tumbling  floods  ; 
So,  strong,  dark,  sudden,  Lochlin's  sons  came  down.        2.S0 
Clad  in  the  dismal  pride  of  sounding  arms 
The  king  in  front  of  his  large  host  appears. 
His  dark-brown  face  with  fiery  anger  burns, 
And,  red  with  martial  vigour,   rolls  his  eye. 

Th'  approach  of  Starno's  son  Fingal  beheld,  2S5 

And  Agcndecca  to  his  mind  recurr'd. 
For,  his  white-bosom'd  sister  (hapless  maid  !) 
Swaran,  with  tears  of  youth,  had  sadly  mourn'd. 
UHin,  the  tuneful  bard,  he  therefore  sent 
To  bid  him  welcome  to  the  feast  of  shells.  290 

For,  pleasant  on  Fingal's  great  soul  return'd 
The  mcm'ry  of  the  first  of  all  his  loves. 

With  aged  steps  then  hoary  Ullin  went, 
And  spoke  to  Starno's  son  with  softest  voice : 

*  O  thou,  that  <lweirst  afar,  with  thy  loud  waves  295; 
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'  Surrounded  like  a  rock,  thee  to  the  ff:ist 

*  The  kins;  invites:  come,  pass  the  day  in  rest. 

*  To-morrow,  Swarrtn,  let  us  meet  in  strife 

*  Of  spears  and  swords,  and  break  the  echoing  shields  V 

'  To-day,'  said  Starno's  wrathful  son,   '  we  break      300 

*  The  echoing  shields. — To-morrow  will  we  spre-id 

*  Ml/  feasts  ;  and  low  on  earth  Fingal  shidl   lie.' 

*  And  let  his  feast  then  be  to-morrow  spread', 
Fingal  said  with  a  smile  ;  •  for,  O  my  sons, 
'  Our  might  to-daij  shall  break  the  sounding  shields.         305 

*  Stand,  Ossian,  near  my  arm:  and  thy  dread  sword, 

*  Gaul,  lift  thou  up  :  and  bend  thy  crooked  yew, 

*  O  Fergus.     Filian,  throw  thy  lance  thro'  heuv'n. 

*  Your  bossy  shields  lift  like  the  darken'd  moon, 

*  And  deadly  meteors  be  your  fatal  spears  !  310 

*  In  fame's  high-way  me  steadfastly  pursue, 

*  And  in  fierce  battle  emulate  my  deeds.' 

As  roar  a  hundred  winds  on  Morven's  plain  ; 
Or,  from  a  hundred  hills  the  swelling  streams  ; 
As  over  heaven  the  clouds  successive  fly  ;  31.5 

As  meets  the  raging  main  the  desert  shores: 
So  vast,  so  roaring,  terrible  and  wild,^ 
On  Lena's  echoing  heath  the  armies  mix'd. 
As,  when  th'  impregnate  cloud  on  Cona  bursts, 
Loud,  rattling  roars  the  thunder  of  dark  night,  32flt 

And  ghosts,  by  thousands,  shriek  and  rend  the  air. 
So  o'er  the  spacious  hills  the  people  groan. 

Finga!  rush'd  on,  in  strength  as  Trenmor's  ghost, 
\\nien  he,  in  whirlwind-blasts,  to  Morven  comes 
With  pride,  his  sons  to  visit.      [On  their  hills  32h 

The  ouks  resound,  and  down  before  binvfull 
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The  stul)born  rocks.] — My  father,    in  hi-i  hanrl 

With  crimson  stain'd,  like  light'niug,  wh!iT<l  his  sword. 

The  battles  of  his  youth  he  hears  in  mini, 

And  the  hot  field  is  wasted   in  his  course.  33{y 

On,  Ryno,  swift  as  lightning  went, 
And  Gaul  appear'd  with  his  dark,  deadly  brow. 
Fleet  as  the  wind,  bold  Fergus  forward  rush'd, 
And  Fillan  darken'd  like  the  mountain-mist.  335 

Exulting  in  the  king's  great,  wastive  strength, 
Myself  descended  as  a  sturdy  rock. 
Deaths  by  my  fatal  arm  were  multiply'd, 
And  dismal  gleam'd,  'midst  many  a  death,   my  sword. 
Not  t/ten  so  grey  appear'd  my  hoary  locks, 
Nor  trembled  yet  my  hands  of  age  infirm  :  340 

My  eyes  were  nat,  as  noiu,  in  darkness  clos'd. 
Nor  were  my  feet  inactive  in  the  race. 

Who  can  relate  the  numbers  of  the  slain, 
Or  who  describe  the  heroes'  mighty  deeds  ; 
When  Lochlin's  sons  Finga],  in  wrath,  consum'd?  3ij 

Groans  swell'd  on  groans:  from  hill  to  liiil  they  roar'd, 
Till  night  with  sable  clouds  had  co\er"d  all. 
Pallid,  and  staring  like  a  herd  of  deer. 
On  Lena's  heights  the  sons  of  Lochlin  meet. 

Where  Lal)ar  gently  rolls  its  lucid  stream  550 

We  sat,  and  heard  the  harp  of  s|->rightly  sound, 
Fingal  himself  was  nearest  to  the  foe, 
And  songs  of  tuneful  bards  attcnti\e  heard. 
His  godlike  race,  the  chiefs  of  other  times, 
In  concert  with  the  harp  were  sweetly  sung.  35>5 

Whilst  on  the  days  of  other  years  he  tiiought, 
Supported  It)'  his  shield  sat  Marven's  king ; 
The  winid  loud  whistling  in  his  hoary  hair. 
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And  near  liim,  leaning  on  his  bending  spear 

My  young,   my  lovely  Oscar  glowing  stood.  otJQ 

Whilst  he  the  king  of  JMorven  view'd,  his  soul 

SwcH'd  with  reflections  on  the  hero's  deeds. 

*  Son  of  my  son,  O  Oscar,  said  the  king, 

*  Thou  pride  of  youth,  I  saw  thy  shining  sword  . 
'  And  gloried  in  my  race.  Our  father's  fame  SG^i 
'  Pursue,  and  tread  the  path  they  trod  in  war. 

'  When  Trenraor  liv'd,  the  first  of  mighty  chiefs ; 

*  And  Trathul,  who  to  heroes  gave  descent : 

*  They  fought  the  battle  in  their  days  ofyouth 

*  With  growing  fame,  and  are  the  song  of  bards,  370, 

*  O  Oscar,  bend  the  strong,  but  spare  the  weak.—* 

*  Against  thy  people's  foes  be  thou,  in  strength, 

*  A  stream  of  many  tides  ;  but  like  the  gale, 

*  That  moves  the  grass,  to  those  who  ask  thy  aid. 

'  So  Trenmor  liv'd  ;  such  Trathal  also  was  ;  375 

*  And  such  has  been  Fingal.     My  ready  arm 

*  Redress'd  the  injur'd,  and  behind  my  steel, 

*  As  ligiituing  beaming,  found  the  weak  repose. 

'  In  youth's  meridian  bloom,  O  Oscar,  once 

*  Like  thee  I  shone,  when  Tainasollis  came,  380 

*  That  radiant  sunbeam,  mildest  light  of  love, 

*  Daughter  of  Craca's  king. — From  Cona's  heath 

*  I  then  rcturn'd,  and  few  were  in  my  train. — 

*  Far  off  appear'd  a  white-sail'd  boat ;  like  mist 

*  To  us  it  seem'd,  that  rode  on  ocean's  blast.  S8S 
'  It  soon  approach'd; — and  soon  we  saw  the  fair, 

*  Whose  snow-white  bosom  turgid  heav'd  with  sighs. 
'  Wild  blew  the  wind  in  her  loose,  dusky  hair, 

'  And  down  her  rosy  cheeks  flow'd  pearly  tears. 
■*'  Daughter  of  beauty,"  *  calm  I  said,  "  what  woe  390 

H 
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"  Swells  that  fair  breast?     Can  I,  thou2;h  young,  defend 

*'  Thee,  daughter  of  the  sea?     My  sword  in  war 

"   Is  not  unmatch'd,  but  yet  my  heart  is  firm." 

*   With  bursting  sighs  the  fair  one  then  reply'd  :' 

"  To  thee,  O  chief  of  miglity  men,  I  fly.  395 

*'  To  thee  I  fly,  O  prince  of  sounding  shells, 

"  And  firm  supporter  of  the  feeble  hand. 

"*  The  mighty  king  of  Craca's  echoing  isle 

"   Me  own'd  the  sunbeam  of  his  noble  race. 

"   And  often  to  the  sighs  of  hapless  love  400 

"  For  FainasoUis,  Cromla's  hills  reply'd, 

"  Me,  Craca's  daughter,  Sora's  chief  (whose  sword 

"  Beams  as  the  light  upon  the  warrior's  side) 

"   Beheld  and  lov'd.     But  sably  lours  his  brow 

"   And  tempests  rage  within  his  stormy  soul.  405 

"   Upon  the  rolling  sea  from  him  I  fly, 

"  But  Sora's  chief  without  relent  pursues." 

"  Rest  thou,"  *  I  said,'  "  behind  my  bossy  shield — 
"  Rest  thou  in  peace,  thou  mildest  beam  of  light. 
"  If  great  in  strength,  as  soul,  Fingal  should  prove,         410 
"  A  speedy  flight  waits  Sora's  gloomy  chief. 
"In  some  lone  cave  thee,  daughter  of  the  sea, 
**   Fingal  might  hide,  but  never  does  he  fly  :  ] 

"   For,  where  the  danger  threatens,  t/iere  I  haste 
"  Exulting  in  the  thick'ning  storm  of  spears."  41i 

*  Upon  her  cheeks  of  love  the  tear  I  saw  ; 

*  And  thence  compassion  rose  for  Craca's  fair. 

*  Soon,  like  a  dreadful  wave  afar,  appear'd 
'  The  ship  of  stormy  Borbar. — O'er  the  sea 

*  His  masts  high-bent  behind  their  sheets  of  snow.  4:20 
'  On  cither  side  white  roll  the  curling  waves 

'    And  all  the  strength  of  ocean  echo  round.— 

**  Come  thou,"  *  I  said ;'— •"  thou  rider  of  the  storm. 
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"  Come  from  the  roaring  main,  and  in  my  hall, 

**  The  stranger's  reiuge,  now  partake  the  feast."  425 

'  Wliilst  by  my  side  the  trembling  damsel  stood, 

*  He  drew  the  fatal  bow,  and  down  she  fell. 
*♦  Unerring  is  thy  hand,"  *  I  said ;  but  soon 

*  The  foe  prov'd  feeble.     For,  in  angry  strife 

*  We  fought,  nor  feeble  was  the  strife  of  death.  4o0 

*  He  sunk,  beneath  my  sword:  and,  in  two  tombs 

*  Of  srones,  these  hapless  children  fall'n  we  laid. 

'  Such,  in  my  youth,  O  Oscar,  have  I  been  ; 

*  And,  when  in  years,  resemble  thou  Fingal. 

*  The  battle  never  seek  ;  yet,  when  it  comes,  435 

*  Maintain  thy  ground,  nor  cow'rdiy  turn  away. 

*  Fillan,  and  Oscar  of  the  dark-brown  hair, 

*  Ye  children  of  the  race,   fly  o'er  the  heath 

*  Of  roaring  winds,  and  Lochlin's  sons  survey. 

'  Far  off,  like  echoing  Cona's  turbid  storms,  410 

*  I  hear  the  noise  of  their  embroiling  fear. 

'   Go — lest  along  the  northern  waves  they  fly, 

*  And  thence  evade  the  vengeance  of  my  sword, 

*  For,  prostrate  on  the  sable  bed  of  death, 

*  Lie  many  chieftains  of  green  Erin's  race.  4ii 

*  The  children  of  the  storm  on  earth  arc  low  : 

*  The  sons  of  echoing  Cromla's  shadowy  plains.' 

Like  two  dark  clouds  this  brace  of  heroes  flew — . 
Two  dusky  clouds,  the  cars  of  airy  ghosts  ; 
When  air's  dark  children  with  their  horrors  come  450 

To  frighten  hapless  men  in  deserts  lone, 

'Twas  then  that  Gaul,  the  son  of  Morni,  stood 
Like  a  tall  rock  in  night,  the  test  of  storms. 
Up  to  the  stars  his  radiant  jav'lin  shone  if 

With  rays  effulgent,  whilst,  like  many  streamy  45^ 
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In  strength  conjoin'd,  his  voice  in  power  was  heard: 

«  Fingal,  thou  son  of  battle,  king  of  shells  .' 

*  Let  now  the  tuneful  bards  of  many  songs 

*  Sooth  Erin's  warlike  friends  to  sweet  repose. 

*  And  sheath  at  length  thy  sword  of  death,  Fingal,  460 

*  And  let  thy  people  fight. — Of  fame  depriv'd 

*  Away  we  wither.     For  our  mighty  king 

*  Breaker  of  shields,  in  war  appears,  a/c«e. 

'  When  morning  beams  M-ith  silver  niys,  retire  ; 

*  And  at  a  distance  our  great  dcieds  behold.  465 

*  That  bards  hereafter  may  prccLiim  my  fame, 
'  The  strength  of  Morni's  son  let  Lochlin  feel. 

*  Pingal,  from  times  of  old,  thy  noble  race 

*  Observ'd  this  custom.     This  too  thou  hast  done, 

*  Thou  king  of  swords,  in  butties  ot  the  spear.'  470 

*  I  glory,  son  of  Morni,  in  thy  fame,' 
Reply'd  Fingdl  !  '  exert  thyself  in  fight. 

*  But,   in  the  midst  of  danger,  thee  to  aid, 

'  Near  thee  my  faithful  spear  shall  still  remain. 

*  Raise,  raise  the  voice,  ye  sons  of  tuneful  song,  473 
'  And  sweetly  lull  me  into  balmy  sleep; 

*  Whilst  here  amidst  the  wind  of  night  I  rest. 

*  And  if  among  the  children  of  thy  land, 

*  Fair  Agandecca,  thou  be  also  near: — • 

*  If  thou,  exalted  on  a  cloud  of  wind,  480 
'  Midst  Lochlin's  ma  ts  high -shrouded  chance  to  sit : 

*  Come  to  my  dreams,  my  fair  one,  and  thy  face 

*  Of  matchless  brightness  to  my  soul  unveil.' 

In  grandest  concert  of  symphonies  sound 
Then  majiy  a  harp,  and  many  a  voice  arose,  485 

They  sung  the  great  atchievements  of  Fingal, 
And  sweetly  prais'd  the  hero's  noble  race. 
Somclimes  too  on  the  lovely  sound  was  heard 
The  name  of  Ossian,  now  the  child  of  woe. 
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OIV  have  I  rout;ht  in  battles  of  the  spear  490 

And  often  won: — but  now  forlorn  and  dark, 
In  tears,  and  blind,  I  walk  with  little  men. 
Thee,  O  Fingal,  with  all  thy  martial  race 
No  more  I  see  I     The  wild  roes  tamely  browse 
On  the  2;reen  tomb  of  Morven's  mighty  king  !  405 

Blest  be  thy  soul,  thou  mighty  king  of  swords, 
The  most  renowned  on  high  Cona's  hills! 


END  OF  BOOK  THIRD. 


jFmgal: 

AN  ANCIENT  EPIC  POEM. 


ARGT'MENT. 
THE  action  of  the  poem  being  suspended  by  night,  Ossian  takes  that  opportu- 
nity of  relating  his  own  actions  at  the  lake  of  Lego;  and  his  courtsliip  of 
l.verallin,  who  was  the  mother  of  Oscar,  and  had  died  some  time  before  the 
expedition  of  I'ingal  to  Ireland.  Her  ghost  appeais  lo  him  and  tells  him  that 
Oscar,  \vlio  had  been  sent,  the  beginning  of  the  night,  to  observe  the  enemy, 
was  engaged  with  an  advanced  party  and  almost  overpowered.  Ossian  re- 
lieves his  son  ;  and  an  alarm  is  given  to  Fingal  of  the  approach  of  Swaran. 
T/ie  king  lises,  calls  his  army  together  ;  and,  as  he  had  promised  the  pre- 
ceding night,  devolves  the  command  on  Gaul,  the  son  of  Morni  ;  while  he 
himself,  after  charging  his  sons  to  behave  gallantly  and  defend  his  people, 
retires  lo  a  hill,  from  whence  he  could  have  a  view  of  the  batile.  The  battle 
joins.  The  poet  relates  Oscai's  great  actions.  But,  when  Oscar  (in  con- 
junction with  his  father)  conquered  in  one  wing,  Gaul,  who  was  attacked  by 
Swaran  in  peison,  was  on  the  point  of  retreating  in  the  other,  fingal  sends 
LUlin,  his  bard,  to  encourage  him  with  a  war  song  ;  but,  notwithstanding, 
Swaran  prevails,  and  (iaul  and  his  army  ate  obliged  to  give  way.  J'ingal, 
descending  from  the  hill,  rallies  them  again  :  Swaran  desists  from  tiie  pur- 
suit, possesses  himself  of  a  rising  ground,  restores  tl;e  ranks  and  waits  the 
approach  of  I'ingal.  Tlie  king,  having  encouraged  his  men,  gives  the  neces- 
sary orders,  and  renews  the  battle.  C;uchul!in,  who  v/ith  his  friend  Connal, 
and  Cavril  his  bard,  had  retired  to  the  cave  of  Tura,  hearing  the  noise,  came 
to  the  brow  of  the  liill,  which  overlooked  the  field  of  battle,  where  he  saw 
Fingal  engaged  withtiie  enemy.  He,  being  hindred  by  Connal  from  joining 
I'ingal,  wlio  was  himself  upon  the  point  of  obtaining  a  complete  victor)-, 
4ends  Carril  to  congiatulate  the  king  of  his  success. 


BOOK   IV. 


WHO,  from  tlie  mountain  with  the  dulcet  song 
Like  show'ry  Lena's  radiant  bow,  descends? 
It  is  the  maid  with  softest  voice  of  love, 
And  arms  of  snow,  of  Toscar's  noble  race, — 
Oft'  hast  thou  heard  my  song,  and  oft'  the  tpar 
Of  sympathetic  beauty  freely  fell. 
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Dost  thou,  to  witness  Oscar's  noble  feats, 

Down  to  the  battle  of  thy  people  come  ? 

When  shall  I  cease,  near  echoing  Cona's  streams 

In  lonely  grief,  to  pour  my  plaintive  song  ?  IQ 

Amidst  loud  wars  my  years  have  been  consum'd. 

And  sorrow  shades  the  evening  of  my  days, 

I  was  not,  fair  of  snowy  hand,  so  blind, 
So  mournful,  so  obscure,  and  so  forlorn. 
When  Everallin  on  me  look'd,  and  lov'd.  15 

Sweet  Everallin,  with  the  dark-brown  hair, 
The  maid  with  snowy  breast,  from  Cormac  sprung !  . 
To  her  a  thousand  heroes  made  their  suit  ; 
But  to  a  thousand  she  deny'd  her  love. 

The  sons  of  sword  she  treated  witii  disdain,  2fl 

For  Ossian  graceful  reigned  in  her  eyes. 
Where  Lego's  surge  expands  its  sable  sheet. 
Thither  I  went  to  see  the  charming  maid. 
Twelve  sons  of  streamy  Morven  form'd  my  train. 

Soon  wc  to  Branno  came,  the  strans;ers'  friend,  25 

Branno  of  sounding  mail,  in  battle  strong. 
'  From  whence,'  said  he,  *  arrive  those  arms  of  steel  ? 

*  Not  easy  is  the  task  to  win  the  fair, 

*  Who  has  deny'd  green  Erin's  blue-cy'd  sons. 

*  But  blest  be  thou,  the  son  of  great  Fingal ;  5Q 
'  The  maid  is  happy,  that  awaits  thy  hand  I 

*  Tho'  I  could  boast  twelve  virgin-daughters  fair  ; 
'  Thine  M'ere  the  choice,  thou  noble  son  of  fame!* 
These  words  scarce  ended,  he  wide  open  threw 

The  dark-hair'd  Everallin's  spacious  hall.  3^ 

Joy  beam'd  ecstatic  in  our  breasts  of  steel, 

And  we  the  matchless  maid  of  Branno  bless'd.—^ 

Above  us,  on  the  hill,  in  arms  appear'J 

The  suite  of  stately  Cormac,  of  which  ghie^" 
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Eight  were  the  heroes  ;  with  whose  glitt'ring  mails  40 

Effulgent  flam'd  the  heathy  plain  around. 

There  stood  Dairo  of  the  happy  deeds, 

Victorious  Frestal  ;  Durra  of  the  wounds  ;  , 

Colla  and  Tago  ;  Toscar  too  of  might ; 

"W^ith  Dala,  battle's  bulwark  in  the  puss.  •  45 

Bright  flam'd  the  sword  in  warlike  Cormac's  hand, 

And  graceful  was  the  hero's  stately  mien. 

Eight  warlike  heroes  Ossian's  party  grac'd  : — • 

Oglan  ;  and  Ullin,  stormy  son  of  war  ; 

The  noble,  graceful  Scelacha  ;  Mu!la  too  50 

Of  gen'rous  deeds,  and  Cerdal  hot  with  rage  ; 

IJkewise  Dumarican's  sable  brows  of  death. 

And  why,  in  rank,  should  Ogar  st  md  the  last  ; 

So  wide  rcnown'd  on  rocky  Ardven's  hills  ? 

Right  face  to  face,  upon  the  field  of  war,  5» 

Dala  the  strong  met  Ogar.     Like  the  wind 
On  ocean's  foamy  waves,  these  heroes  fought. 
The-dagger  Ogar  well  remembers  still  : 
That  fav  rite  weapoji  of  his  num'rous  choice. 
Nine  limes  he  drown'd  it  in  stout  Dala's  side  I  60 

('Twas  then  the  stormy  battle  took  a  turn) 
Three  times  I  pierced  Cormac's  sounding  shield, 
And  thrice  he  broke  his  massy,  glitt'ring  spear. 
But,  hapless  youth  of  love  !  away  his  head 
I  cut:   and  five  times  shook  it  by  the  lock.  CJl 

Then,  Cormac's  friends  their  safety  sought  by  flight. 

When  striving  thus  in  battle,  lovely  maid. 
Whoever  would  have  told  me,  that  forlorn. 
Forgot  and  blind,   I  now  should  p:iss  the  night  : 
Firm  ought  his  mail,  in  battle,  to  have  been;  70 

And  matchless  also  his  undaunted  hand. 
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On  Lena's  he.ilh  now  ceas'd  tlie  voire  ofsonfr; 
ILird  blew  til'  inconstant  blust ;  and  the  hie;!!  oik 
Around  me  shook  its  leaves  :  Aviiilst  slMI  my  thoa;',hts 
On  I'AcraHin  ran  ;  when  bright  array'd  75 

In  all  the  light  of  beauty,  and  in  tears 
Her  blue  eyes  rolling,  she  upon  a  cloud 
Stood  in  my  sight,  and  spoke  with  feeble  voice  : 

*  Rise,  Ossiin  ; — =;:ive  my  son,  the  chief  of  men. 

*  Near  the  red  oak  of  Lubar's  sounding  streams  80 

*  \^'ilh  Loch'in's  stormy  sons  my  Oscar  fights.' 
This  said,  into  her  cloud  she  sunk  again. 

Clad  in  my  steel  (my  steps  the  spear  sustain'd) 
My  rattling  armour  rung.     And,  as  I  went, 
The  songs  of  heroes  old  rehown'd  in  song  8» 

As  I  was  wont  in  danger,  o'er  I  humm'd. 
The  sound,  like  distant  thunder,  Lochlin  heard,  ' 

And  trembling  jfled: — ^my  Oscar  them  pursu'd. 

With  voice  like  distant  streams,  him  I  recall'd : 

*  My  son,'  said  I,  '  o'er  Lena  straight  return.  90 

*  Pursue  the  foe  no  further  in  his  flight 

'  Though  Ossian  is  behind  thee.' — Then  he  came. 
And  charming  was  the  sound  of  Oscar's  steel. 

*  Till  deatii  in  one  great  mass  had  cover'd  all, 

'  Why  didst  thou  stop  my  conquering  hand  i^'  he  said  :       9i 

*  For,  dark  and  dreadful,  near  the  stream,  the  foe 

*  (Watchful  against  the  dangers  of  the  night) 

*  Thy  son  and  Lilian  met.     Some  to  our  swords 

*  Have  victims  fall'n.     But,  as  the  nightly  winds 

*  On  Mora's  chrystal  sands  the  ocean  pour  ; '  100 

*  So  dark,  o'er  Lena's  rustling  heath,  advance 

*  The  sons  of  Lochlin.     'Far  the  ghosts  of  night 

I 
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*  Shriek  howling,  and  death's  meteors  have  I  seen. 

*  The  king  of  Morven,  who  in  danger  smiles, 

*  Permit  me  to  awake.     For  he  is  like  105 

*  The  sun  of  heaven  that  rises  in  the  storm.' 

Fingal  had  started  from  a  dream  of  night. 
And  lean'd  majestic  on  great  Trenmor's  shield— 
The  dark-brown  shield  by  his  forefathers  worn, 
In  ancient  battles  of  their  stormy  race,  110 

Our  hero  in  his  slumbers  had  beheld 
The  mournful  Agendecca's  shady  form  ;— 
She  from  the  eddying,  roaring  ocean  came. 
And  over  Lena  slowly,  lonely  mov'd. 

Pale,  as  the  mist  of  Cromla,  was  her  face;  115 

And  dark  appear'd  the  tears  upon  her  cheek. 
She  from  her  robe  oft'  rais'd  her  lurid  hand  : 
Her  robe,  which  was  of  desert-clouds  compos'd:  , 

Her  lurid  hand  she  rais'd  above  Fingal, 
And  then  her  silent  eyes  away  she  turn'd.  120 

*  Why  weeps  fair  Starno's  daughter,'  said  Fingal, 
With  a  deep  sigh  ?     *  Why  is  thy  face  so  pale, 

*  Thou  airy  daughter  of  the  shadowy  clouds  ?' 

Aloft  on  Lena's  wind  she  wing'd  her  way, 
And  left  him  in  the  dusky  shades  of  night.  123 

The  chiefs,  which  by  Fingal  e'er  long  must  fall. 
Sons  of  her  people,  she  distressful  mourn'd. — 

From  rest  the  hero  started  and  beheld, 
In  form  express,  the  phantom  in  his  soul. 
'Twas  then  the  sound  of  Oscar's  steps  drew  near  ;  130 

And  on  his  stately  side  the  dusky  shield 
The  king  beheld.     For,  glimm'ring  rays  of  morn 
O'er  UUin's  rolling  waters  faintly  shone. 
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'  Amidst  their  fears,'  said  Morven's  rising  king, 
«  How  act  the  foes  ?     Fly  they  through  ocean's  foam  ?    135 
'   Or,  do  they  wait  the  battle  of  the  steel  ? 
'  But,  why  inquires  Fingal  ?     I  hear  their  voice 

•  Borne  on  the  early  wind.     O  Oscar,  fly 

*  O'er  Lena's  heath,  and  wake  our  friends  to  fight.' 

Then,  by  the  stone  of  Lubar  stood  the  king,  140 

And  raised  thrice  his  loud,  terrific  voice. 

From  Cromla's  fountains  started  forth  the  deer, 

And  all  the  rocks  shook  on  their  sev'ral  hills. — 

As  down  the  mountains  sound  a  hundred  streams. 

That  burst,  and  roar,  and  foam  ;  and,  as  the  clouds  1-15 

Before  a  tempest,  o'er  the  azure  sky 

Together  crowd,  and  gen'ral  blackness  spread : 

So,  at  Fingal's  loud,  roaring,  thund'ring  voice, 

In  closest  ranks  the  sons  of  Morven  meet. 

For,  to  the  warriors  of  his  native  land  150 

Delightful  was  the  voice  of  Morven's  king. 

\\'ith  him  in  battle  they  had  often  been, 

And  oft'  return'd,  enrich'd  with  spoils  of  war. 

•  Haste,  sons  of  storm,  to  battle  ;'  said  the  king  : 

*  Come  to  the  death  of  thousands.     Comhal's  son  155 

*  Will  stand  spectator  on  the  direful  strife. 

*  Upon  that  hill  my  flaming  sword  shall  wave, 

*  And  from  impending  harm  my  people  shield. 

*  But,  warriors,  may  you  never  need  my  aid, 

*  Whilst  Morni's  son,  the  chief  of  warriors,  fights!  160 
'  That  his  great  fame  may  rise  in  future  song, 

*  He  shall  conduct  my  battle.     O,  ye  ghosts 

'  Of  heroes  dead  !  ye,  that  on  Cromla's  storm 

*  Triumphant  ride  !  my  people,  that  may  fall, 

*  Joyful  receive,  and  bring  them  to  your  hills.  165 

*  And  may  they  o'er  my  seas  on  Lena's  blast 

'  Be  brought  ;  and,  present  at  my  silent  dreams, 

*  In  sweet  repose  yield  pleasure  to  my  soul. 
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*  Fillan,  and  Oscar  of  the  dark  brown  hair  ; 

*  Fair  Ryno,  also,  with  the  pointed  spear  ;  170 
'   Advance  with  dauntless  valour  to  the  fight, 

*  And  there  upon  the  son  of  Morni  look. 

*  Let  your  bri'^lit  swords  resemble  his  in  strife, 

*  And  view  altent  th'  atchievements  of  his  hands. 

'  Your  faihcr's  frieiids  with  vigilance  protect,  173 

*  And  cA  cr  bear  in  mind  the  chiefs  of  old. 

*  Tho'  here,  my  sons,  in  Erin  ye  should  fall, 

*  Hereafter  shall  I  see  )'0u.     For,  on  high 

*  Soon  shall  we   (cold,  pale  ghosts)    together  meet, 

*  And  cloud-borne  o'er  the  hills  of  Cuna  fly.'  ISO 

As  flying  westward  from  the  morning  beam, 
Appeirs  a  sable  cloud  full  cjiarg'd  with  storm, 
7\nd  with  liea\'n's  lightning  edged  round  entire  ; 
The  king  of  liills  remo\'d.     A  brace  of  spears 
He  held  ;  and  from  his  armour  terror  shone.  1S5 

His  iioary  liuir  falls  loosely  on  the  wind, 
AVhilst  often  b^ck  he  turns,   and  views  the  war. 
His  orders  to  the  heroes  to  convey, 
Three  binds  attend  upon  the  son  of  fame. 
Ou.  Cromhi's  side  exalted  high  he  sat,  190 

M'aving  tlie  liglifning  of  his  beaming  sword  ; 
And,  as  he  wav'd,  puisuantly  we  mov'd. 

Joy  rose  in  Oscar's  face  ;  his  cheek  is  red : 
His  eye  sheds  tears  ;  and  in  his  hand  the  sword 
Beam'd  forth  like  sparkling  rays  of  fire  intense.  19') 

He  came — aud,  smiling,  thus  to  Ossian  spoke: 
'   O  thou,  the  ruler  of  the  figiit  of  steel! 
'   jMy  f.ither,  hear  thy  son.     With  Morven's  chief 
'   Now  back  retire,  an  J  give  me  Ossian's  fame. 
'   And  if,  my  king,   I  fall;  that  breast  of  snow,  200 

'  That  ioaely  sunbeam  q(  my  ardent  love, 
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'  Toscnr's  whilr-handi-d  duughlcr,  on  tliy  mind 
'  Bear,  and  rcjjard.  For,  standing  on  the  elil'f, 
'   With  rosy  check,  and  bending  o'er  the  stream, 

*  About  lier  bosom  flies  her  silken  hair  ;  205 
'   As  she  for  Oscar  pours  the  heaving  sigh. 

*  Tell  her,  that  fleetly,  on  my  native  hills, 
'  A  lightly  bounding  son  ot"  wind  I  fly  ; 

'   That  I,  envcil'd  within  an  azure  cloud 

*  Hereafter  Toscar's  lovely  maid  ni.iy  meet.'  210 

'  Raise,  Oscar;  rather  raise  my  tomli,'  I  said, 

'  Than  I  should  yield  the  arduous  fight  to  thee. 

'  For,  first  and  bloodiest  in  the  war  my  arm 

'  Shall  teach  thee  how  to  wield  the  glitfring  steel. 

*  But,  son,  within  the  dark  and  narrow  house,  215 
'  \\' hose  mark  is  one  grey  stone,  attentive  be 

*  This  sword,  this  bow,  and  horn  of  deer  to  place. 
'  iVlv  dearest  Oscar,  I  possess  no  love, 

'  To  leave  to  my  son's  care  :   for,  now  no  more 

*  Is  graceful  E\eraliin,   Branno's  fair  !' —  220 

Such  were  our  words,  wlien  growing  on  the  wind 
Came  Gaul's  loud,  roaring  voice.     His  father's  sword 
He  wav'd  on  high,  and  rush'd  to.  death  and  wounds. 

As  o'er  the  boisl'rous  main  impetuous  come 
The  waves,  wliite-bubbling,  swelling,  roaring  on  :  225 

As  rocks  of  oosc  resist  the  roaring  waves: 
So  foes  attack'd  and  fought.     Man  met  with  man  : 
And  steel  with  steel.     Shields  sound  and  warriors  fall. 
As  move  a  hundred  hammers  of  the  forge 
On  metal  red  ;  so  rose,  so  rung  their  swords.  230 

With  roaring  strength,  like  Ardven's  whirlwind  blast, 
Gaul  onward  rush'd.     Destruction  on  his  sword 


70  FIN  GAL.  [Book  IV. 

For  heroes  wait.     And  like  the  desert  fire 

On  Gormul's  echoing  heath,  red  Swaran  rag'd. 

The  death  of  many  spcai.s,  in  direful  strife,  235 

How  can  I  give  to  song?     Hi:;li  rose  my  sword. 

And  dreadful  flam'd  amidst  the  strife  of  blood  ! 

And  dreadful,  Oscar,  was  thy  mighty  arm. 

My  best,  my  greatest  son  I     My  secret  soul 

With  rapture  heav  d,  whilst  flammg  o'er  the  slain  £40 

His  sword  I  saw.     Amain  thro'  Lena's  heath 

They  fled  in  crowds,  and  we  pursu'd,  and  slew. 

As  bound  from  rock  to  rotk  impinging  stones ; 

As  falling  axes  sound  in  echoing  woods  : 

As  turbid  storms  of  roaring  thunder  roll  245 

l>om  hill  to  hill  in  dismal,  broken  peals: 

So  blow  to  blow,  and  death  to  death  succeeds. 

From  the  joint  i'orce  of  Oscar's  hand,  and  mine. 

But  strong  as  rolls  the  tide  of  Inistore 
Round  Morni's  son  clos'd  Swaran.     At  the  sight  250 

The  king  h.ilf-rose,  and  half-assum'd  his  spear. — 

*  Go,  Ullin,  go,  my  aged  bard,'  he  said  : 

*  The  mighty  Gaul  of  battle  now  remind : 

*  Remind  him  of  his  great  forefathers'  fame. 

*  With  martial  song  support  the  yielding  fight,  255 

*  For  song  to  war  recruitive  vigour  gives.' 

With  steps  of  age  then  stately  Ullin  went, 
And  thus  the  mighty  king  of  spears  address'd  : 

*  Descendant  of  the  chief  of  gen'rous  steeds! 

*  High-bounding  king  of  spears!     Thou  potent  arm         2G0 

*  In  ev'ry  dang'rous  toil.     Thou  heart  of  stone, 

*  Th;it  never  yields.     Of  death's  keen  arms  thou  chief, 

*  Cut  down  the  foe  ;  and  round  dark  Inistore 

*  Let  no  white  sail  hereafter  proudly  bound. 


Book  IV.]  F  I  N  G  A  L.  11 

*  Like  thunflcr  he  thy  arm  :  thy  eyes  like  fire  :  265 

*  Thy  heart  of  soful  roek  :  whirl  rouinl  thy  sword, 

*  As  flames  the  nii^htlv  meteor  ;  und  thy  shield 
'   Lift  up  coruscant,  as  the  flame  of  death. 

'  Descendant  from  the  chief  of  gen'roiis  steeds 

*  In  might  rush  on — cut  down  the  foe — destroy.'  270 

High  beat  the  hero's  heart.     But  Swaran  came 
With  battle  ;  and  the  shield  of  mighty  Gaul 
Sever'd  in  twain. — The  sons  of  desert  fled. 

Now  in  his  might  Fingal  arose,  and  thrice 
His  voice  he  rais'd  ;  and  Cromia  answer'd  'round  :  275 

Then  st'll  the  stormy  sons  of  desert  stood 

Ashamed  at  the  presence  of  Fingal, 

They  down  to  earth  their  blushing  faces  bent. 

As  rolls  a  cloud  of  rain  slow  o'er  the  hill, 

When  scorching  sunbeams  parch  the  thirsty  glebe,  280 

And  fields  expect  the  falling  show'r,  he  came. 

When  Swaran  saw  th'  approach  of  Morven's  king. 

He  stop'd  amidst  his  course.     And  on  h's  spear, 

Around  his  red  eyes  rolling,  dark  he  lean'd. 

Silent  and  tall  he  stood. — So  stands  an  oak  285 

On  Lubar's  banks,  whose  branches  were  of  old 

By  heav'n's  artillery  blasted.     O'er  the  stream 

It  bends  :  and,  when  assaulted  by  the  gale 

It's  grey  moss  whistles : — such  appear'd  the  king  : — • 

To  Lena's  rising  heath  he  slow  retir'd.  290 

His  thousands  then  around  the  hero  pour. 

And  martial  darkness  gathers  on  the  hill. 

Fingal,  in  semblance  like  a  beam  from  heav'n, 
Encircled  by  his  num'rous  people,  shone. 
'Round  him  his  heroes  gather,  and  his  voice  295 

Sounds  forth  with  pow'r :  *  My  standards  raise  on  high. 
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*  As  flame  an  hundred  hills,  on  J.cn:i's  M-ind 

*  Them  spread,  and  let  their  sound  on  Erin's  hi  ists 

*  Remind  us  of  the  fi^ht.     Ye  valiant  sons 

*  Of  roaring  streams,  that  from  a  thousand  hills  300 

*  Forth  issuing  pour,  be  near  to  Morven's  king, 

*  And  listen  careful  to  his  words  of  pow'r. 

*  Gaul,  strongest  arm  of  death  !     O  Oscar,  who 

*  In  future  fight  shall  shine  !     And  Connal  too, 

*  Of  the  blue  steel  of  Sora  faithful  son  !  303 

*  Dermid  of  dark-brown  hair!     Of  many  songs 

*  O  Ossian,  king  !  be  near  your  fatiicr's  arm.' 

In  haste  wc  l)attle's  sunbeam  rear'd  erect. 
The  standard  of  the  king!     E:ich  hero's  soul 
Rejoic'd  as  on  the  wind  it  w  iving  flew  !  310 

It's  vast  expanse,  b-'set  with  studs  of  gold. 
Shone  like  the  concave  of  the  nightly  sky. 
Each  hero  too  within  the  warlike  train 
His  standard  had,  and  each  his  gloomy  men. 

*  Behold  I'  begun  the  king  of  gen'rous  sh. 'lis,  3L) 

*  On  Lena's  heath,  how  Lochlin's  sons  divide  ! 

*  Like  broken  clouds  upon  the  hill  they  stand  ; 

*  Or,  like  an  half-consumed  grove  of  oak';, 

*  When  thro'  its  branches  we  perceive  the  sky, 

*  And  glitt'ring,  gliding  meteors  pass  behind.  32'kY 

*  Let  every  chief  amongst  Fingal's  brave  friends 

'  Take  a  dark  troop  of  those  that  frown  so  high, 

*  Nor  let  upon  the  waves  of  Inistore 

*  A  son  of  echoing  groves  hereafter  bound.' 

*  Let  the  seven  chiefs,  that  came  from  Lena's  heath,         323 

*  Be  mine',  said  Gaul,  '  to  meet  my  arm  of  strength.' 

Said  Oscar;   '   To  the  sword  of  Ossian's  sou 
'   Let  Inistore'u  dark  king  himself  approach.' 
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'  Let  Iniscon's  <!;reat  kinc;,  tint  heart  of  steel, 
'  To  mine  now  come,'  the  valiant  Connal  said  !  330 

'   On  clay-co'd  earth,  or  Miidan's  chief,  or  I," 
Said  brown-liuir'd  Dcrmid,  *  finally  shall  sleep.' 

Tlio'  now  so  weak  and  dark  ;  yet  tjien  my  choice 
Was  Torman's  battling  king  ;   his  dark-brown  shield 
I  promisc<l,  with  mine  hand  to  bear  away.  33^ 

Fingal  of  mildest  look  then  thus  reply'd  : 

*  Victorious  be  my  valiant  chiefs,  and  bless'd  ! 

*  My  choice  is  Swaran,  king  of  roaring  wa\es.' 

As  M'hen  thro'  many  va'es,  a  hundred  winds 
With  all  their  strength  in  dilT'rent  currents  roar  ;  310 

In  dark  and  sep'rate  columns  so  advanc'd 
The  sons  of  hills,  and  Cromla  echo'd  round, 

AVhen  in  the  strife  of  sounding  steel  we  c'os'd, 
The  dreadful  carnage  how  can  I  relate  ? 

O  Toscar's  daughter !   bloody  were  our  hands !  3i5 

Like  banks  down  broken  by  loud  Cona's  flood, 
The  thick  and  gloomy  ranks  of  Lochlin  fell  ; 
And  vict'ry  crown"d  our  arms  on  Lena's  heath. 
Each  chief  fulfill'd  his  promise.     Oft',  O  maid, 
Beside  the  streams  of  Branno  didst  thou  sit,  350 

When  rose  thy  snowy  breast,  with  frequent  sighs, 
As  swells  the  swan,  when  slow  she  sails  the  lake, 
A  nd  sidelong  winds  her  downy  feathers  blow. — - 
Thou,  Toscar's  daughter,  hast  beheld  the  sun 
Retiring  red  and  slow  behind  his  cloud :  355 

Night  on  the  mountain  closing,  whilst  the  blast 
In  narrow,   winding  vales  unfrequent  roar'd. 
At  length  the  rain  beats  hard,  and  pealing  rolls 
K 
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Hoarse  tliundcr.     Liglit'ning  glances  on  tlie  rock. 

Gliosts  ride  on  beams  of  fire,  and  down  the  hills  3G0 

The  strength  of  mountain-streams  in  torrents  roar.— 

Such  was  the  din  of  battle,  whitc-arin'd  maid  ! — 

Why,  daughter  of  the  hill,  that  falling  tear? 

For,  Lochlin's  maids  alone  have  cause  to  weep. 

The  people  of  tlieir  country  fell :  and  red  365 

Was  the  blue  steel  of  my  heroic  race. 

But  now  I  sad,  forlorn,  and  blind  remain  ! 

With  heroes  now  no  longer  I  consort  I 

Give,  lovely  maid,  to  me  thy  chrystal  tears  ; 

For  I  the  tombs  of  all  my  friends  have  seen.  370 

'Twas  then  a  hero  by  Fingal's  own  hand 

F>11,  to  his  grief.     Grey  hair'd  he  roH'd  in  dust, 

And  lifted  tow'rds  the  king  his  fading  eyes. 

*  And  is  it  then  by  me,*  said  Comhal's  son, 

*  That  Agendecca's  friend  expiring  lies  I  375 

*  For  my  lov'd  maid,  in  bloody  Starno's  iiall, 

*  I  saw  thy  tears ;  thou,  of  her  foes  the  foe. 

*  The  grave  of  Mathon's  son  raise,  Ullin,  raise  ; 

*  And  give  his  name  to  Agandecca's  song. 

*  For  dear,  O  Ardven's  darkly-dwelling  maid —  3Sii 

*  Dear  to  my  soul  hast  thou,  O  virgin,  been! 

From  Cromla's  cave  CuchuUin  heard  the  noise 
Of  troubled  war.     Then,  Connal,  chief  of  swords. 
And  Carril  of  other  times  he  call'd  direct. 
Arm'd  with  their  aspen  spears,  the  grey-hair'd  chiefs        385 
Attended,  and  the  tide  of  battle  saw, 
Like  ocean's  crowded  waves,  when  from  the  deep 
The  gusty,  swelling  winds  tempestuous  blow 
And  roll  the  billows  through  the  sandy  vale. 

Cuchullin  kindled  at  the  stormy  sight,  299 

And  darkness  gather'd  on  his  martial  brow. 
His  hand  is  on  his  ancestorial  sword : 
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And  on  the  foe  red  roll  his  flaming  cye5. 
Thrice  he  attempted  to  the  fight  to  rush : 
And  thrice  did  Connal  stop  the  rash  career.  395 

*  Chief  of  the  misty  isle,'   he  said,  '  Fingal 

*  Subdues  the  foe.     Then,  seek  not  thou  to  share 

*  Tlie  royal  fame: — himself  is  like  u  storm.' 

♦  Then,  Carril  go,'  reply'd  the  warlike  chief ; 

And  greet  the  valiant  king  of  iVIorven's  hills.  400 

*  When  Lochlin  dwindles   (like  the  fulling  stream, 
'  When  rains  are  ceased)   to  its  lowest  ehh  : 

*  And  when  the  noise  of  battle  is  no  more: — 
'  Then  sound  melodious  in  the  royal  ear 

*  Thy  voice  in  praise  of  Morvcn's  king  of  swords,  4()5 

*  To  him  surrender  Caithbat's  sword,  now  due. 

*  For  now  to  bear  his  fam'd  ancestor's  arms, 

<  CuchuHin  is  no  longer  worthy  found, 

*  But,  O  ye  ghosts  of  Cromla's  lonely  heights, 

<  Ye  souls  of  mighty  chiefs,   that  are  no  more  I  410 

*  Associate  with  Cuchullin  in  the  cave 

*  Of  his  lorn  grief,  and  with  his  soul  converse. 

*  For,  like  a  once-bright  beam,  tliat  shines  no  more  :— 

*  Like  mist  dispersed  by  the  morning  blast, 

*  Which  streaks  with  light  the  shaggy  mountain's  side  :  415 

*  So  now  ag  tin,  among  the  mighty  chiefs, 

*  That  aggrandize  the  land  ;   I  shall  not  shine. 

*  Of  wars  and  arms,  O  Connal,  talk  no  more: 

'  Gone  is  my  fame.     On  Cromla's  wind  my  sighs 

*  Shall  tremble  ;  and  my  footsteps  cease  to  be.  420 

*  And  thou,  Bragela,  with  the  snow-white  breast, 
'  Lament  the  final  flight  of  my  renown : 

'  For,  lovely  sunbeam  of  Dunscaich,  henceforth 

*  Vanquish'd,  I'll  never  more  to  thee  return,' 

END  OF  BOOK  FOURTH, 
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ARGUMRNT. 
L't'CMUr.I.IN  and  t'onnal  still  reni<iin  on  the  hill.  Fliigai  and  Swaran  meet  ; 
ilic  combat  is  descriljed.  Swaran  is  overcome,  and  delivered  over  as  a  [.ri- 
soner  to  the  care  of  Ossian,  and  Gaul  (llie  son  of  Morni.)  Fingal,  his 
youi'ger  sons,  and  Oscar,  still  pursue  tlie  enemy.  Tlie  episode  of  Orla,  a 
chief  of  l.ochlin,  who  was  mortally  wounded  in  the  battle,  is  introduced. 
}'ini£al,  touched  wiili  the  death  of  Oila,  orders  the  pursuit  to  be  <iiscontinucd  ; 
ar,d,  calling;  his  sons  toitether,  lie  is  informed  that  Kvno,  iheyounzest  of 
them,  was  killed.  He  laments  his  death,  heiisthe  story  of  Lamdergand 
V.ckhi  ssa,  and  returns  towards  tlie  ]dace  where  he  had  left  Swaran.  Car- 
lil,  who  hail  been  sent  by  (.'uchullin  to  congratulate  liiigal  upon  his  victory, 
t  oni'='s  in  the  mean  time  to  Ossian.  'I'he  conversation  ol  the  two  poets  closes 
the  action  oi  the  fourth  day. 


BOOK  V. 


KO\V^,  to  the  cb'Kftain  of  the  noble  car 
On  Cromla's  windy  side  tiius  Connal  spoke  : 

*  Why,  son  of  Semo,  why  that  sable  gloom  ? 

'   Our  friends  are  mighty  on  tli'  embattled  plain. 

'   Aiul  also,  Warrior,  great  renown  is  thine;  5 

*  I'or  many  were  the  deaths  of  thy  red  steel. 
'   (  >i't'  has  Bragela,  with  blue  rolling  eyes 

*  ( >f  joy,  her  iiero  with  his  valiant  train — 

'  Oft'  has  she  met  him  when  his  recking  sword 

'  \Vas  red  with  slaughter,  and  within  the  field  10 

*  O^  the  lone  tomb  in  silence  lay  his  foes. 
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'  Whilst  in  tlic  sons;  thy  \aliant  actions  riuii^, 
'  Tliy  l)ar'Js  vvcic  pleasant  to  her  li.st'niiig  car. 

'   But,  see  the  \Hliant  kin";  of  Morven's  hills! 

*  lie,  like  a  fiery  pillar,   nio\  es  below.  15 

*  Like  Luhar's  stream ;  ot  echoing;  Cromla's  wind, 

*  When  hraiichv  gro\es  uprooted  tall  by  niij;ht, 
'   I'irni  he  abides,  and  pearless  in  his  streni^th. 

•  rin'ial,  blest  are  thy  people  !    for,   thy  arm 

'  Shall  fi;;ht  their  battles  !     Thoa,   the  first  in  war,  20 

*  Matur'st  their  counsels  in  the  time  of  ])eace. 

'   Thousands  obedient  wait  thy  sac^e  eommands, 

'    And  armies  lreni!)le  at  thy  soundina;  steel. 

'   Happy,  Fin2;Al,  must  thy  c;lad  peo[>le  he  ! 

'  Thou  matchless  chief  of  Morven's  wood/ hills  !  25 

*  But  who,  in  all  yon  gloomy  terror  clad, 

*  Ad\anees  thund'ring  ?     Who,  but  Stai  no's  son. 
'  The  king  of  Mor\en's  streni^th  resolv'd  to  tr)' ! 

'   Behold  the  dreiidful  battle  of  the  chiefs  ! 
'   So,  when  far  distant  two  fierce  spirits  meet,  30 

*  The  rollina;  of  the  billow  to  contest, 

*  The  stormy  ocean  roars:  and,  on  his  hill, 

*  The  hunter  heafs  the  noise,  and  trembling  sees 

*  To  Ardven's  shore  the  turbid  billows  roll'. — . 

A\'hilst  Connal  was  thus  speaking; — on  the  plain,        35 
Where  crowds  were  falling,  the  two  heroes  met. 
TJiere  was  the  clang  of  arms  I      There  cv'ry  blow 
^Vas  like  the  hundred  hammers  of  the  forge  ! 
Dreadful  appears  the  battle  of  the  kings. 
And  horridly  they  roll  their  livid  eyes!  40 

In  twain  their  dark-brown,  bossy  shields  arc  clef*. 
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Am]  from  their  hclmet.s  flies  the  hroken  steel. 

Down  to  the  grovmd  in  haste  tlieir  weapons  flung, 

Plach  springhig  forth  to  grasp  his  death ful  foe, 

'J'hey  round  each  other  bend  their  sinewy  arms.  43 

From  side  to  aide  they  turn,  and  strain,  and  stretch 

Their  hirge  and  vastly  spreading  limbs  below. 

Bat  when  their  strength  in  ail  its  pride  arose, 

The  hills  beneath  their  heels  in  tremors  shook  ; 

From  airy  heights  the  rending  rocks  descend;  50 

And  green-top'd  bushes  from  their  roots  are  torn. 

At  length  the  struggling  strength  of  Swaran  fell ; 

And  bound  appears  the  capti\'e  king  of  groves. 

Thus  have  I  seen  on  Cona   (but  no  more 
Behold  1  Cona) — by  strong,  bursting  streams,  55 

Thus  have  I  seen  two  hills,  with  all  their  swarth, 
Uprooted  and  removed  from  their  place. 
From  side  to  side  they  reel,  and  in  the  air 
Their  stately,  sturdy  oaks  each  other  meet. 
With  all  their  rocks  and  trees,  they,  in  one  mass,  fiO 

Then  fall  together  ;  whilst  the  varied  streams 
Around  their  alter'd  sides  new  channels  seek  ; 
And  the  red  ruin  is  beheld  afar. 

'  Ye  sons  of  Morven's  king,'  said  great  Fingal, 

*  The  warlike  king  of  Lochlin  safely  guard  ;  65 

*  For,  as  his  thousand  waves  in  strength  is  he  J 

*  His  hand  is  well  instructed  in  the  fight, 

*  An  I  he  of  ancient  regal  race  is  sprung. 

*  Gaul,  my  chief  hero,' — .Ossian,  king  of  songs  ; 

*  To  Agandecca's  friend  attention  pay,  70 

*  And  raise  his  gloomy  grief  to  mildest  joy. 

*  Swift  Oscar,  Flllan,  Kyno,   in  the  race, 

'  Lochlin's  remaining  sons  o'er  Lena's  heath, 

*  Swift  as  the  wings  of  wind  in  haste  pursue  ; 
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'  That  on  sji'cen  Inistorc's  dark-rolling  waves  7/> 

*  Nu  white  saird  vessel  may  hereafter  bound.' 

They  o'er  the  heath   swift  as  the  light'aing  tlew. 
I^ut,  still  as  o"er  the  estive  sultry  plain 
A  eloud  of  thunder  rolls,  he  slowly  mov'd. 
Dreadful  as  streams  the  meteor  of  the  night,  80 

His  glitt'ring  sword  he,  like  a  sunl)eam  held. 
Then  tow'rds  a  chief  of  Lochlin  bent  his  course. 
And  thus  the  son  of  snow-white  waves  address'd  : 

*  Who  there  approaches,  like  a  sable  cloud, 

*  Near  to  the  rock,   where  roaring  waters  stream  ?  83 

*  Here  he  must  stop,  for  o'er  their  raging  course 

*  He  cmnot  bound  ;  yet  stately  is  the  chief. 

*  Upon  his  side  his  bossy  shield  he  bears 

*  And  his  huge  spear  is  like  the  desert-tree. 

*  Youth  of  the  dark-brown  hair,  speak  out  and  say,  90 
'  Dost  thou  approach  Fingal,  as  Rrin's  foe  ?* 

*  I  am  a  son  of  Lochlin,'  loud  he  cries, 

*  And  strong  for  war  is  my  resistless  arm. 

*  At  home  my  wife  in  tears  my  absence  mourns, 

*  But  Orla  never  will  again  return.*  Sai 

*  Or  fights,  or  yields,  the  hero  ?'  said  Fingal, 
The  king  and  hero  of  the  noble  deeds. 

*  Foes  in  my  presence  can't  with  honour  stand  : 

*  But  in  the  hall  my  friends  obtain  renown. 

*  Son  of  the  wave,  me  follow  ;  and  partake  1(X> 

*  The  feast  of  shells,  and  on  my  desert  hills 

*  Pursue  the  deer,  and  be  Fingal's  ally.' 

'  No  :'  said  the  hero,  *  I  the  feeble  help. 

*  To  aid  the  weak  in  arms,  my  strength  I'll  give, 

*  Unmatched,  hitherto,  has  been  my  sword,  106 

*  O  warrior.     Let  the  king  of  Morven  yield,' 


so  F  I  X  G  A  L.  [Hook  V. 

*  Oria,  to  yield  I  never  yet  was  known. 
'  No: — never  did  Fin:]!;a!  siiljmit  to  man. 
'   Draw  then  thy  sword,  and  pitch  upon  thy  foe; 

*  for  many  are  my  heroes  for  thy  chuiee.'  1  II) 

'   7\nd  does  the  kinci;  refuse  with  me  to  figlit  ?' 
Then  Orla  ot  the  (kirk-hrown  jiair  ie]>Iy'(i. 

*  Fingal  with  Orhi  can  in  fii;ht  compeer, 

*  And  he  alone  of  all  his  num'rous  race. — ' 

*  But,  king  of  Morven,  if  I  here  should  fall,  115 
'    (For,  soon  or  late  the  luarrior  needs  must  die  ;J 

*  In  magnitude  exceeding  all  the  rest, 

*  My  silent  tomb  in  Lena  central  raise: 

*  And  to  the  spouse  of  his  once  warmest  love 

'   Send  o'er  the  dark-blue  ocean  Orla's  sword  :  120 

*  That  to  her  son  if  she,  with  tears,  may  shew, 

*  And  kindle  up  liis  soul  for  feats  of  war.' 

Fingal  reply'd  :  '  Son  of  the  mournful  tale, 

*  Why  harrow  up  my  soul  with  te  u-ful  grief? 

*  Warriors  one  daij  must  die,  and  in  the  hall  12.# 

*  Their  children  on  tlieir  useless  arms  may  look. 

*  But,  Orla,  rest  assur'd  thy  torn!)  shall  rise, 

*  And  o'er  thy  sword  thy  mournful  spouse  sli  ill  weep.' 

On  Lena's  heath  they  fought,  but  feeble  soon 
Prov'd  Orla's  arm,     Fingal's  broad,  waving  sword,  l.)0 

With  force  descending,  cleft  his  shield  in  twain, 
And  glitt'ring  on  the  ground  the  pieces  lay. 
So  beamd  the  moon  upon  the  stream  of  niglit. 

'   O  king  of  Morven,'    then  the  hero  said, 

*  Lilt  up  thy  sword  ;   and  ]Merr<»  this  ]-»anting  breast,  1.1"» 
I  Wounded  and  faint  from  !)att!e,   here  I  stand 

'  Deserted  by  mv  friends.     The  mournfal  t:ilc, 


Book  v.]  FIKGAL.  ^1 

*  On  streamy  Loda's  banks,  shall  reach  my  love, 

*  Whilst  lonely  in  the  silent  woods  she  sits, 

*  And  in  the  leaves  the  rustling  breezes  blow  I  llO 

'  Ko' — then  reply'd  the  king  of  Morvcn's  hills  ; 
'  No,  Orla,  thee  Fingal  will  never  wound. 

*  Tiiee,  safe  escaped  from  the  hands  of  war, 

*  On  Loda's  banks  let  fier  once  more  behold. 

*  Let  thy  grey-headed  father,  who  with  age  145 
'   Perhaps  is  blind  within  the  spacious  hall, 

*  And  for  thee  waiting  ;  listen  to  thy  voice. 
'  With  gladness  let  the  aged  hero  rise, 

*  And  for  his  son  grope  with  his  hands  of  age.' 

'  But  he,  Fingal,  his  son  will  never  find,'  L')0 

The  youth  of  streamy  Loda  then  reply'd  ; 
'  For,  Lena's  heath  shall  be  my  last  abode, 

*  And  foreign  bards  my  name  shall  give  to  song. 

*  My  deadly  wound  my  spreading  girdle  hides, 

*  ^^  hich  now  1  lieely  render  to  the  wind.'  15S 

Black  from  his  side  then  pour'd  the  flowing  gore, 
And  pale  and  speechless  on  the  ground  he  fell. 
Then  over  him  expiring  bends  Fingal, 
And  to  !us  younger  heroes  gives  command  : — 

'  O.^car  and  Filian,  my  beloved  sons,  160 

'  High  raise  the  monument  of  Orla's  fame. 
'  In  lasting  sleep,  far  from  his  once-lov'd  spouse, 
'  Here  let  the  dark-hair'd  hero  ever  rest. 

*  Far  from  the  sound  of  Loda's  roaring  streams 

*  Within  the  narrow  house  let  him  remain.  165 
'  The  sons  of  weakness,  at  his  distant  home, 

'   Shall  find  his  bow,  unable  it  to  bend. 
'  Upon  hie  hills  his  faithful  dogs  do  howl, 
L 
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*  And  greatly  his  once  hunted  hoars  rejoice. 

'  Fall'n  is  the  arm  of  battle,  and  the  man  170 

'  Amongst  the  valiant  notetl,  low  is  laid  ! 

*  Exalt  the  voice,  ye  sons  of  Morven's  king, 
'  y\nd  wind  the  horn  ;   and  let  us  straight  return 

*  To  Swaran,  and  in  song  dismiss  the  night. 

'  Swift  Fillan,  Oscar,  Ryno  in  the  race,  175 

*  Like  light'ning,  o'er  the  heath  of  Lena  fly — 
'  But  where  art  thou,  O  Ryno,   son  of  fame  ? 

*  Thou  art  not  wont  to  greet  thy  father  last.' — 

*  Ryno,'  said  Ullin,  first  of  skilful  bards, 

*  ^Vith  his  forefathers'  awful  forms  now  sleeps.  ISO 

*  With  once-renowned  Trathal,  king  of  shields  ; 

'  And  Trenmor,  once-fam'd  chief  of  mighty  deeds  ; 

'  Low  lies  the  youth  on  Lena's  shady  heath. 

*  That  face  is  pale,  which  once  with  fervor  glow'd  ." 

*  And  fell  the  swiftest  in  the  sounding  chase —  185 

*  The  first  to  bend  the  bow  !'  reply'd  the  king. 
'  To  me  thy  person  scarcely  has  been  known. 

*  Alas,  so  soon  why  did  young  Ryno  fall  I 

*  Peaceful  and  soft  on  Lena  be  thy  sleep ! 

*  E'er  long,  Fingal  shall  thee  again  behold: —  190 
'  Soon  shall  my  voice  of  strength  be  heard  no  more  ; 

*  And  soon  my  footsteps  cease  to  meet  the  eye. 

*  Fingal's  renown  the  tuneful  bards  shall  sing, 
'  And  stones  my  name  from  age  to  age  record, 

*  But  low  indeed,  before  renown  in  war  IPi 
'  Thou  didst  acquire,  art  thou,  my  Ryno,  fall'n  ! 

*  Ullin,  for  Ryno  strike  the  tuneful  harp, 

'  And  tell  what  fame  the  chief  would  soon  have  gain'd. 

*  Farewell,  thou  chief,  the  first  in  ev'ry  field  ! 

'  Thy  dart  no  more  shall  I  direct.     That  face  20« 

*  So  fair,  I  now  no  more  behold!  Farewell  !' 
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Tlic  starting  tear  stands  on  the  royal  check  : 
For  terrible  had  i)cen  his  son  in  war. 
His  son!   in  semblance  like  a  beam  of  fire 
In  midnight-gloom  coruscant  on  the  hill,  205 

When  sinking  forests  fall  beneath  its  course, 
And  the  lone  trav'ller  trembles  at  the  sound. 

Then  thus  hegan  the  king  of  Ejen'rous  shells : 

*  Whose  fame  in  that  dark  tomb  interred  lies  ? 

*  Four  stones  conspicuous  with  their  mossy  heads  210 

*  There  standing,  mark  the  narrow  house  of  death, 
'  Near  it  let  my  dear  Ryno  lie  in  peace, 

*  And  neighbour  to  the  once  great  heroes  sleep. 

*  Perhaps  here  also  rests  some  chief  of  fame, 

*  Consorted  with  my  son  on  clouds  to  lly. — •  215 

*  Back  to  my  memory  again  to  bring 

*  The  sable  tenants  of  the  silent  tomb, 

^  The  songs  of  other  times,  O  Ullin,  raise, 

*  If,  in  the  field  where  valiant  heroes  fought, 

*  They  from  approaching  danger  never  fled  :  220 
'  Far  from  his  friends,  on  Lena's  shaggy  heath, 

'  W^ith  them  my  once  brave  son  shall  ever  rest.' 


*  Here  rest  the  chief  of  heroes. — In  this  tomb 

*  Still  Lamderg  lies;  and  Ullin,  king  of  swords  !  225 

*  And  who,  soft  smiling  from  her  azure  cloud, 

*  Darts  to  my  sight  her  matchless  face  of  love  ? 

*  Why,  daughter,  why — thou  first  of  Cromla's  maids, 

*  Appear'st  thou  pale  ?     Dost  thmi,  Gelchossa,  sleep 

*  Promiscuous  with  the  foes  in  battle,  say  ?  230 

*  Tho'  thousands  made  to  thee  their  suit  of  love, 

*  Tuathal's  daughter  with  the  breast  like  snow, 

'  Yet  Lamderg  reign'd  the  fav'rite  of  thy  heart. 

*  To  Seima's  mossy  tow'rs  the  warrior  came. 
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*  And,  strikiag  his  dark  buckler,  spoke  aloud  :  235 

♦'  Where  is  Gckliossa — (she,  whom  I  adore,) 

"  Tuathal's  beauteous  fair  of  noble  race  ? 

*'  With  dark  Uifadda  when  I  went  to  fight, 

"   In  Selma's  hall   I  left  the  anxious  maid. 

"  Return,  O  Lamdcrg  ; — soon  return,"  '  she  cry'd  ;'         2ii)' 

"   For  here  disconsolate  Gelchossa  waits. 

*'   With  sighs  proibund  her  heaving  breast  arose: 

"  Her  cheek  was  bathed  with  fast-flowing  tears. 

"  But  now,  returning  from  the  heat  of  fight, 

"  I  see  her  not  with  hasty  steps  approach,  24-5 

"  With  placid  joy,  to  soothe  my  ruffled  soul. 

"   Silent  an{l  still  is  my  once  joyful  hall, 

•'  Nor  do  I  hear  the  tuneful  voice  of  bards. 

•'  With  joy  to  welcome  Lamderg  now  return'd, 

"  His  chains  Bran  shakes  not  at  the  massy  gate.  250 

"   Where  is  Gelchossa — (she,  whom  I  adore!) 

"   Tuathal's  placid  daughter,  charming  fair  ?" 

"  Lamderg  I"  then  answers  Ferchios,  Aidon's  son, 
"   Attended  by  her  maids,  skill'd  in  the  bow, 
"   In  close  pursuit  of  the  fleet,    bounding  deer,  2.')5 

"  Perhaps  Gelchossa  is  to  Cromla  gone. — 

"  Ferchios  !"  in  haste  then  Crom'a's  chief  reply'd  : 
"  By  Lamderg's  list'ning  car  no  voice  is  heard. 
"  The  groves  of  Lena  give  no  echoing  sound  ; 
"  Nor,  t:o  my  eyes,  appear  the  deer  to  fly,  2G0 

"  Nor  panting  dog  with  swiftest  course  to  run  : 
"  Nor  fair,  as  sets  on  Cromla's  shady  hills 
"  The  full  orb'd  moon,  Gelchossa  do  I  see. 
"   Go,  Ferchios,  go  to  A  Had,  hoary  sage, 
"   Son  of  the  rocks,  encircled  in  the  stones;  265 

"  For,  where  Gelchossa  is,  he  may  declare," 
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'  With  hasty  steps  tlie  son  of  Aidon  went, 

*  And  thus  to  Allad's  ear  himself  adch'css'd : 
"  O  A  Had,  resient  in  the  silent  rock, 

"  Treml'ling  alone,  what  saw  thine  eyes  of  age  ?"  270 

'  Ailad,  (he  hoary  sage  to  him  reply'd  : 
"    1  Ullin,  Ciirbar's  son,  distinctly  saw: — 
"   Like  a  dark  cloud  I'rom  Cromla's  hills  he  came  ; 
*'   And,  like  a  wintry  blast  i\\  leafless  groves, 
"  A  surly  song  he  humm'd  ;"  '  then  Selma's  hall  275 

*  He  ent'ring  said  :'  "  Most  terrible  ot"  men, 

"  Lamderg,  with  Ullin  straightway  fight,  or  yield." 

"  Lamderg,"  *  reply'd  Gclchossa,'  "  is  not  iiere  : 
"  But,  with  Ulfadda  fierce,  the  warrior  fights. 
*'  Thou  first  of  men,  the  warrior  is  not  here,  280 

"   Yet  Lamderg,  son  of  battle,  never  yields  : 
"   And  he  with  Cairbar's  son  will  surely  fight." 

"   Lovely  art  thou  ,•"  then  dreadful  Ullin  said, 
"  Tuathal's  daughter,  chief  of  gen'rous  soul  I 
"  To  Cairbar's  halls  direct  I'll  tiiee  convey  :  285 

"  For  thee,  Gelchossa,  shall  the  valiant  win. 
"   Lamderg  to  meet — {that  potent  son  of  war  !) 
**  Three  days  entire  on  Cromlu's  heath  I'll  wait. 
"  But,  on  the  fourth,  if  mighty  Lamderg  fly, 
"  Then  fair  Gelchossa  shall  my  nuptials  grace."  290 

"  Peace  to  thy  dreams  !  O  Allad  of  the  cave," 

*  Said  Cromla's  chief.'     "  But,  Ferchios,  sound  my  horn, 
*'  That  Ullin  may  on  heathy  Cromla  wait." 

*  From  Selma,  loud  as  roars  a  pow'rful  stream, 

*  Ferocious  Lamderg  now  ascends  the  hill :  295 

*  And  forth  advancing  humm'd  a  surly  song, 

*  Like  falling  streams  which  roll  with  thund'ring  roar. 
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*  As  hangs  a  clone],  but  to  assailing  winds 

*  Varies  in  shape,  he  stood  upon  the  hill  ; 

*  And,  as  a  warlike  signal,  roH'd  a  stone.  300 

*  Ullin,  the  Ibe,  the  hero  heard  with  joy 

*  At  Cairbar's  hail;  and  took  his  father's  spear. 

'  Wh.ilst  l)y  his  side  he  plac'd  the  polish'd  sword, 

*  A  bright'ning  smile  o'erspread  his  swarthy  cheek. 

*  Holding  a  dagger  bright,  he  whistling  went,  305 

'  The  hill  ascending,  like  a  wreath  of  mist, 

*  The  iair  Gelchossa  saw  the  silent  chief. 

*  In  floods  of  silent  tears  for  Lamderg's  fate 

*  Her  white  and  heaving  breast  she  often  smote.* 

"  Cairbar,  thou  hoary  chief  of  sounding  shells  ;"       310 

*  The  maid  offender  hand  then  loudlv  cry'd." 
"  On  Cromla's  hills  I  must  exert  my  bow, 

"  For  there  the  dark-brown,  branchy  hinds  I  see." 

*  So  saying,  straightway,  she  ascends  the  hill: 

*  But  vain  the  scheme  ! — the  gloomy  heroes  fought  J         315 
'  How  wrathful  heroes  in  fierce  combat  meet, 

*  To  Morven's  king  'twere  vain  in  me  to  say. 

'  Fierce  Ullin  fell.     Young  Lamderg  pallid  came 
'  To  his  lov'd  maid,  rcnown'd  Tuathal's  fair.' 

*'  What  blood,  my  love,"  *  the  soft-hair'd  woman  said,'  320 
"  What  blood  runs  down  my  noble  warrior's  side  r" 
"   O  thou  more  fair  than  snoM-  on  Cromla's  plains, 
"   'Tis  Ullin's  blood  !"  '  the  valiant  chief  reply'd.' 

*  A  little  here,  Gelchossa,  let  me  rest ;" — 

*  But  soon  the  mightly  Lamderg  breathless  lay!*  325 

"  And  slcepest  thou,  O  shady  Cromla's  chief, 
"  On  earth  so  soon?"  reply'd  the  white  arm'd  maid. 
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*  Three  clays  entire,  beside  her  love,  she  moarn'd  ; 

*  And  then  a  corpse  was  by  the  hunters  found. 

*  This  spacious  tomb  they  rais'd  above  the  three:  330 

*  And,  here  intombed  with  tlic  chiefs  of  fame, 

*  Thy  son,  O  Morven's  king,  may  ever  rest.' 

*  And  here  my  son  shall  rest,'  reply'd  Fingal, 

*  Amongst  the  chiefs,  whose  fame  has  reach'd  my  ears. 

*  And  Oria  too,  pale  youth  of  Locla's  streams,  33i 

*  Fillan  and  Fergus,  also  hither  bring. 

*  Nor  shall  my  Ryno  then  unec[uaird  lie 

*  When  Orla  sleeps  entombed  by  his  side. 

*  Weep,  Morven's  daughter,  and,  of  Loda's  streams 

'  Ye  beauteous  maids  !     For  they,  upon  the  hills,  340 

*  Grew  like  a  tree  ;  and,  like  the  desert-oak, 

'  Have  fall'n  together  ;  when  across  the  stream 

*  It  lies,  and  withers  in  the  mountain-wind. 

*  How  they  have  fall'n,  O  Oscar,  first  of  youths, 

*  Thou  witnessest.     Like  them,  seek  fame  on  earth  ;        345 

*  And  thee,  like  them,  the  tuneful  bards  shall  sing. 
'  Dreadful   in  battle  were  their  warlike  forms  ; 

*  But  calm  was  Ryno  in  the  days  of  peace. 

*  So  shines  the  distant  rainbow  on  the  stream, 

'  When  Mora's  heights  obscure  the  setting  sun  ;  3hl^ 

*  And  on  the  hills  of  deer  still  silence  reigns. 

*  Rest,  youngest  of  my  sons  ; — O  Ryno,  rest 

'  On  Lena's  plains.     We  too  shall  be  no  more. 

*  For,  one  day  7nust  tlie  strongest  ivarrierfalL' 

Such  was  thy  grief,  thou  king  of  Morven's  hills,       ,*►.):"> 
When  speechless  on  the  earth  thy  Ryno  lay  : — 
What  therefore  must  the  grief  of  Ossian  be. 
Since  thou  thyself  art  now  for  ever  gone  ! 
No  more  thy  distant  voice  on  Genu  sounds  ; 
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Nor  coukl  m)^  eyes,   tlio'  clear,  again  ihee  see.  300 

Forlorn,  and  dark  at  thy  cold,  silent  tomb 

I  often  sit,  and  grope  it  with  my  hands. 

Sometimes  thy  thund'ring  voice,  methinks,   I  hear  ; 

But  soon  it  proves  the  dreary  desert-bl:{st. 

Long  since  Fingal,  the  ruler  of  the  war,  363 

His  steel  put  off,  and  slept  in  final  rest. 

On  the  green,  matted  banks  of  Lubar's  streams 
Brave  Gaul  and  Ossian  with  dark  Swa'ran  sat. 
To  please  the  king  I  touch'd  the  warbling  lyre  ; 
But  still  a  gloom  sat  brooding  on  his  brow,  370 

And  his  red  cheeks  tow'rds  Lena's  heath  he  roll'd. 
His  people  fall'n,  the  hero  sadly  mourn'd! 

To  Cromla's  hills  my  eyes  I  lifted  up, 
And  gen'rous  Semo's  son  distinctly  saw. 

Tow'rds  Tura's  lonely  cave  he  sad  and  slow,  375 

From  off  his  hill,   retir'd.     Fingal  he  saw 
Victorious,  and  his  grief  was  streak'd  with  joy. 
His  radiant  armour  glitter'd  in  the  sun. 
Whilst  Connal  moved  next,  sedate  and  slow, 
Behind  the  hill. — us,  when  by  winds  pursu'd,  380 

Two  glowing  pillars  of  the  fire  of  night. 
Brushing  with  sound  along  the  shady  heath, 
Behind  th'  horizon  vanish  : — so  they  sunk. 
Beside  a  rapid  stream  of  roaring  foam, 

A  rock  contains  this  lonely  cave  o'erhung  38'.) 

By  one  lone  bending  tree.     Against  its  sides 
Kevcrberant  rush  the  winds. — Here  lies  retir'd 
Dunscaicli's  chief  warrior,  gen'rous  Semo's  son. 
Whilst  down  his  cheeks  roll  briny  tears,  his  thoughts 
Still  on  his  adverse  battle  sadly  run.  3!)(-) 

His  now  departed  fame,  that  wing'd  its  way, 
Like  Cona's  mist,  distressfully  he  mourns. 
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Too  far  remote  to  sooth  this  hero's  grief, 

Art  thou  Bragel.i!     Yet  within  his  soul 

Slied  t!]y  bright  form,  that  his  wild,  scattcr'd  thoughts      39o 

To  Dunscaich's  lonely  sunbeam  may  return. 

But,  who  approaches,  with  the  locks  of  age? — 
'Tis  Carri!  of  other  times !     Hail,  son  of  song  ! 
Melodious  as  the  harp  in  Tura's  halls 

Sounds  thy  sweet  voice.     Thy  honej^ed,  flowing  words     400 
Descend,  like  show'rs  upon  the  sultry  glebe. 
Carril  of  times  of  old,  why  thus  approach  ? 
Why  thus  remov^e  from  gen'rous  Semo's  son  ? 

*   O  Ossian,  king  of  swords,'  reply'd  the  bard, 

*  The  tuneful  voice  of  song  thou  best  canst  raise.  405 
«  To  Carril  long,  O  ruler  of  the  fight, 

'  Hast  thou  been  known.     Oft'  have  I  swept  the  lyre 

*  To  lovely  Everallin,  charming  fair  ! 

'   In  gen'rous  Branno's  hall  of  sounding  shells 

*  My  voice  oft'  hast  thou  in  sweet  concert  join'd.  410 
'  And  often  Everallin's  mildest  notes, 

'   Amidst  our  voices,  were  with  transport  heard. 

*  Of  Cormac's  fall  (the  youth  who  for  her  died) 

*  In  sweetest  strains,  one  day,  she  softly  sung. 

*  The  pearly  tears  upon  her  cheek  I  saw  :  415 

*  Nor  couldest  thou,  the  chief  of  men,  but  weep. 
'  Tho'  him  she  lov'd  not,  still  her  secret  soul 

*  Was  touch'd  with  pity  for  the  hapless  youth. 

*  How  fair,  amongst  a  thousand  beauteous  maids, 

*  Unrivall'd  reign'd  the  gen'rous  Branno's  fair  ."  42v^ 

*  Bring  not,  O  Carril:' — I  to  him  reply'd: 

*  Bring  not  her  mem'ry  to  my  sinking  mind. 
If  I  upon  her  think — my  soul  must  melt, 
And  tears  indulgent  ease  my  brimful  eyes ! 

'm 
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*  A  pallid  corpse  in  clay-cold  earth  now  sleeps  425 

*  That  once  so  softly-blushing  fair  of  love  ! 

*  But  place  thyself  upon  the  shady  heath, 

'  And  let  us  hear,  O  bard,  thy  tuneful  voice, 

*  Not  more  delightful  is  the  gale  of  spring, 

*  That  meets  vv-ith  trembling  sighs  the  hunter's  ear,  430 

*  When  on  the  hill,  amidst  his  sweet  repose, 

*  He  hears,  or  thinks  he  hears,  celestial  airs 

*  By  spirits  sung ;  and  with  the  music  wakes 

*  In  ecstacies,  cnraptur'd  by  the  sound.' 


END  OF  BOOK  FIFTH. 


jTingal: 

AN  ANCIENT  EPIC  POEM. 


ARGITMENT. 
NIGHT  comes  on.  Fingal  gives  a  least  to  liis  army,  at  which  Swsran  is  pre- 
sent. The  king  commands  Ullin,  liis  batd,  to  give  the  song  of  peace;  a 
custom  always  observed  at  the  end  of  a  war.  Ullin  relates  the  actions  of 
Trentuor,  great  grandfather  to  fingal,  in  Scandinavia,  and  his  marriage 
with  Inibaca,  the  daughter  of  a  king  of  Lochlin,  who  was  ancestor  to  Swaran  ; 
which  consideration,  together  with  his  being  brother  to  Agandecca,  with 
whom  lingal  was  in  love  in  his  youth,  induced  the  king  to  release  him,  and 
permit  him  to  return,  with  the  remnant  of  his  army  into  Lochlin,  upon  his 
promise  of  never  reluming  to  Ireland  in  a  hostile  manner.  The  night  is 
spent  in  settling  Swaran's  departure,  in  songs  of  bards  ;  and  in  a  conversa- 
tion, in  which  the  story  of  Clnuual  is  introduced  by  Tingal.  Morning  comes. 
Swaran  departs.  Fingal  goes  on  a  hunting  party,  and  finding  Cuchulliii  in 
the  cave  of  Tura,  comforts  him,  and  sets  sail  the  next  day,  for  Scotland; 
which  concludes  the  poem. 


BOOK  VI. 


THE  sable  clouds  of  night  come  rolling  down 

And  on  the  dark-brown  steep  of  Cromla  rest. 

The  northern  stars  o'er  Ullin's  rolling  waves 

Emit  their  heads  of  fire  through  fleeting  mist. 

A  distant  wind  roars  in  the  shady  wood,  5 

But  dark  and  silent  is  the  plain  of  death. 

Yet,  on  the  dark'ning  Lena,  in  my  ears 
The  tuneful  voice  of  Carril  still  arose. 
Of  the  companions  of  our  youthful  days 
And  times  now  past ;  when  we,  on  Lego's  banks  10 

Assembling,  held  the  joys  of  shells,  he  sung; 
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Whilst  Cromla's  cloudy  steeps  loud  echo  gave. 
Forth  in  the  rustlmg  blasts  the  ghosts  of  those, 
In  praise  of  whom  he  sung,  came  ;  and  were  seen 
Attentive  to  the  strains  to  bend  with  joy.  15 

Blest  be  thy  soul  amidst  thy  eddying  win^Is, 
O  Carril  !  and,  when  lonely  in  the  night 
Within  my  hall  1  rest,  O  may'st  thou  come  .' 
And  come  thou  dost,  my  friend  ;  for  of  my  lyre, 
When  on  the  distant  wall  it  hangs,  I  hear  20 

Thy  airy  fingers  often  sweep  the  strings  ; 
And  grateful  meets  my  ear  the  feeble  sound. 
To  me,  o'erwhelmM  with  grief,  then  why  not  speak? 
Why  not  declare  when  I  my  friends  shall  see  ? 
But  thou  departest  in  thy  murm'ring  blast,  25 

Which  whistles  loud  in  Ossian's  hoary  hair. 

Now  on  the  side  of  Mora  to  the  feast 
The  martial  heroes  gather. — In  the  wind 
A  thousand  aged  oaks  with  raging  heat 

Together  burn.     The  strength  of  shells  goes  round  :  oO 

The  souls  of  warriors  brighten  with  the  joy  : 
But  Lochlin's  king  in  sullen  silence  sits. 
And  sorrow  reddens  in  his  haughty  eyes. 
Tow'rd  Lena's  heath  his  face  he  often  turn'd, 
And  still  rctiected  on  his  late  defeat.  5n 

Fingal  upon  his  anceytorial  shield 
TJ(  clin'd  ;  whilst  slowly  wav'd  upon  the  wind 
His  hoiry  locks,  which,  to  the  beam  of  night 
Reflecting,  glitter'd.     Then  on  Swaran's  grief 
He  look'd,  and  thus  to  Ullin,  first  of  bards —  40 

'  Raise,  Ullin,  raise  the  song  of  peace,'  he  said, 
*  And,  after  battle,  sooth  my  rufilcd  soul, 
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'  By  (lii\in<];  from  my  ear  the  din  of  arms : 
'   And  also,  that  the  heart  of  Lochlin's  king 

*  May  brighten,  let  a  hundred  harps  be  neir:  45 

*  For,  but  with  joy  must  he  from  us  depart : — 

*  None  ever  from  Fingal  departed  sad. 

*  Against  the  stubborn  warrior  does  my  sword 

'  Like  lightning,  O.-car,  blaze  ;  but  near  my  side 

*  When  foes  submissive  yield,  it  peaceful  lies.'  50 

Then  thu3  began  the  mouth  of  sweetest  song: 

*  In  days  of  other  years  great  Trenmor  liv'd  : — 

*  Companion  of  the  storm,  o'er  northern  waves 
'  He  dauntless  bounded:  and  thro'  shady  mist 

'  The  cliffs  of  Lochlin's  land  and  murm'ring  groves  5S 

*  Straight  to  the  valiant  hero  plain  appear'd : 

*  And  his  white-bosom'd  sails  in  haste  he  bound, 

*  The  dreadful  boar,  that  roar'd  in  Gormal's  woods, 

*  From  whose  tremendous  roarings  thousands  fled, 

'  Trenmor  pursu'd  ;  and  by  his  spear  it  fell.  60 

'  Three  chiefs,  spectators  of  the  matchless  deed, 

*  The  mighty  stranger's  fame  around  proclaim'd  : 

*  In  arms  of  valour  radiant  shone  the  chief : 

*  And  like  a  beam  of  fire,'  they  said,  *  he  stood. 

*  The  king  of  Lochlin,  straight,  prepar'd  the  feast  65 
'  And  bid  the  blooming  Trenmor  there  attend. 

*  Three  festive  days  at  Gormal's  windy  tow'rs 

*  He  spent,  and  in  the  combat  got  his  choice. 

*  No  hero  could  the  land  of  Lochlin  boast, 

'  That  yielded  not  to  Trenmor's  sturdy  arm.  70 

'  In  praise  of  Morvcn's  king,  the  first  of  men, 

*  That  bounding  o'er  the  billowing  ocean  came, 

*  With  festive  songs  the  shell  of  joy  went  round. 


94  FINGAL.  [Book  VI. 

*  Now,  when  the  fourth  grey  morn  arose,  his  sliip 

*  The  hero  hiunch'd  ;  and  for  the  rushing  wind  75 

•  He  waited  walking  on  the  silent  shore  ; 

'  For  loud  and  distant,  in  the  verdant  grove 

'  He  heard  the  blast  blow  murm'ring  thro'  the  trees. 

*  From  head  to  foot  array'd  in  arms  of  steel 

'  A  son  of  woody  Gormal  then  appear'd.  80 

•  Red  was  his  cheek,  and  bright  his  flowing  hair. 

*  His  skin  like  Morvcn's  snow  !     Mild  roH'd  his  eye 

•  Of  finest  blue  ;  and,  smiling  as  he  spoke, 

*  The  valiant  king  of  swords  he  thus  address'd  ; 

**  Stay,  Trenmor,  stay  ;  thou  first  of  mighty  men,  Si 

**  As  yet  thou  hast  not  conquer'd  Lonval's  son. 
"  My  pow'rful  sword  the  brave  has  often  met, 
"  And  wise  men  shun  the  danger  of  my  bow." 

*'  Thou  bright-hair'd  youth,"    *  then  Trenmor  quick 
reply'd,' 
"  With  Lonval's  son  I  scorn  to  fight.     Thy  arm,  90 

"  O  beauty's  sunbeam,  still  is  giecn  with  youth. — 
"  To  Gormal's  dark-brown  hinds  now  speed  thy  way." 

*  The  youth  reply'd  :'  "  But  I  with  Trenmor's  steel, 
"  Exulting  in  my  fame,  will  soon  retire  : 

"   And  him,  who  conquer'd  Trenmor,  king  of  swords,       95 

"  Th'  enraptur'd  virgins  shall  with  smiles  surround. 

"  Whilst  I  thro'  thousands  bear  thy  glitt'ring  spear 

"  With  point  erected,  its  amazing  length 

"   With  sighs  of  love  thy  sighing  shall  admire." 

*  Then  Morven's  king  with  anger  thus  reply'd:'       100 
"  By  thee  my  beamy  spear  shall  ne'er  be  borne. — 

"  On  echoing  Gormal's  shore  thy  pallid  corpse, 
**  In  tears  o'erwhelmed,  shall  thy  mother  find  ; 
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"  And,  bending  o'er  the  dark  blue  rolling  main, 

"  Shall  view  the  sails  of  him,  who  slew  her  son."  105 

"   1  will  not  lift  the  spear,"  *  reply'd  the  youth  :' 
"  With  age  my  tender  arm  not  yet  is  steel'd. 
*'   But  with  the  feather'd  dart  a  distant  foe 
*'  I'ra  skill'd  to  pierce.     That  heavy  mail  of  steel 
*'  Throw  down  : — for,  with  it  Trenmor  o'er  is  clad.        110 
"   Here,  on  the  ground  my  mail  I  first  do  lay 
"  Now  throw  thy  dart,  O  king  of  Morven's  hills." 

'  He  look'd — and  saw  the  heaving  of  her  breast ! 
'  The  king's  own  sister!     She,  in  Gormal's  halls, 

*  On  him  had  look'd,  and  lov'd  his  face  of  youth.  115 

*  Direct  from  Trenmor's  hand  now  dropt  the  spear! 

*  And  to  the  ground  his  blushing  face  he  bent ! 
'  For,  like  a  beam  of  light  descending  on 

*  The  son's  of  darkness  from  the  nightly  cave 

*  Emerging  to  revisit  realms  of  day,  120 

*  When  the  sun's  rays  depress  their  aching  eyes, 

*  Appear'd  she  dazzling  to  his  vanquish'd  sight.' 

**  Chief  of  the  windy  Morvcn,"  *  said  the  maid 

*  With  snowy  arms,'  "  within  thy  bounding  ship, 

"  Far  from  the  love  of  Coria,  let  me  rest.  125 

"  For  he  with  terror  Inibaca  strikes, 

"  Like  desert-thunder.     In  his  gloomy  pride 

"  He  makes  his  suit,  and  shakes  ten  thousand  spears." 

"  Rest  thou  in  peace,"  *  the  mighty  Trenmor  said, 
"  Behind  my  father's  shield.— I  will  not  fly  J 30 

"  Tho'  this  proud  chief  ten  thousand  spears  do  boast." 

*  Three  days  he  waited  on  the  lonely  sliore 

*  Anxious  for  fight,  and  sent  his  horu  abroad, 
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*  To  summon  Corla  from  his  sounding  hills 

*  To  meet  in  combat :  but  no  answer  came.  135 

*  Then,  down  the  stormy  king  of  LochHn  came, 

*  Upon  the  roaring  shore  to  hold  his  feast  ; 

*  And  gave  to  Trenmor  the  white-bosom'd  maid.' 

'Twas  then  Fingal  to  Lochlin's  king  begun  : 

*  Within  the  veins  of  thy  contending  foe,  140 

*  O  king  of  Lochlin,  flows  thy  native  blood. 

*  With  mutual  ardour  fir'd  for  strife  of  spears, 

*  Our  fam'Hes  met. — But  often  in  the  hall 

*  They  feasted,  and  sent  round  the  joy  of  shells. 

*  Let  gladness  brighten  on  thy  clouded  face,  145 

*  And  harps  symphonious  greet  thy  ravish'd  ears. 

*  With  dreadful  force,  as  rolls  thy  stormy  main, 

*  Forth  rush'd  thy  valour  ;  when  thy  thund'ring  voice, 

*  Loud  as  the  voice  of  thousands  in  the  fight, 

*  Gave  echoing  roar.     To-morrow  to  the  wind  150 

*  O  Agandecca's  brother,  raise  thy  sails. 

*  When  her  I  mention,  on  my  mojirnful  soul 

*  Bright  as  the  beam  of  noon  she  comes  !     Thy  tears 

*  For  that  fair  beauty  I  beheld,   and  spar'd 

*  In  Starno's  halls  thy  life;  when  my  bright  steel  155 

*  With  slaughter  redden'd,  and  my  feeling  eye 

*  Shed  tears  of  pity  for  the  hapless  maid  ! 

*  Or  rather,  if  to  fight  thou  still  incline, 

*  To  thee  the  choice  of  combat  I  propose, 

*  Free  as  to  Trenmor  thy  forefathers  gave :  160 

*  That  thy  departure  glorious  fame  may  crown, 

*  As  beams  the  setting  sun  upon  the  west.' 

Then  said  the  king  of  Lochlin's  roaring  waves: 
'  Never  with  thee,  O  king  of  Morven's  race, 

*  Who  lead'st  a  thousand  heroes  in  thy  train,  163 

*  Will  Swaran  fight.     In  Sturno's  sounding  halls 
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*  Thcc,  when  beyond  my  own  few  were  thy  years, 
'  I  saw,  and  struck  with  vast  amazement  said : 

♦'  When  shall  I  lift  tiie  spear  like  great  Fingdl  ?" 

*  On  shago;y  Maimer's  side  we  heretofore,  1^0 

*  Kenowned  warrior,  have  together  fought ; 
'  When  to  thy  halls  I  on  my  ocean  borne, 

'  Luxuriant  feasted  with  a  thousand  shells. 

*  The  name  of  him,  wlio  overcame  in  fight, 

*  Let  sweetest  bards  to  future  years  record  ;  175 

*  For  noble  was  the  strife  of  Maimer's  heath, 

*  But  num'rous  ships  of  Lochlin  now  remain, 

'  Whose  vanquish'd  youths  on  Lena's  plains  have  faH'n, 

*  These  Vdke,  O  king  of  Morven,  and  henceforth 

*  In  firmest  compact  stand  with  Swaran  join'd.  ISO 
'  And  when  thy  sons  to  Gormal's  mossy  tow'rs 

*  In  future  times  shall  come  ;  for  them  shall  shine 

*  The  feast  of  sounding  shells  ;  whilst  on  the  vale 
'  The  joys  of  combat  shall  await  their  call.' 

*  Fingal  no  ship'  (reply'd  the  king)  '  will  take,       185 

*  Nor  land  of  many  hills.     The  desert  plain 
'  Me  satisfies  with  all  its  deer  and  woods. 

*  Now  on  thy  raging,   roaring  main  again, 
'  Thou  noble  friend  of  Agandecca  rise. 

*  To  morning-beams  thy  snow-white  sails  expand,  190 

*  And  straight  to  Gormal's  echoing  hills  return.' 

'  Blest  be  thy  soul,  thou  noble  king  of  shells,' 
Said  stormy  Swaran  of  the  dark-brown  shield. 

*  In  peace,  thou  art  the  gentle  gale  of  spring; 

*  But,  when  in  war,  the  raging  mountain  storm.  J95 
'  O  Morven's  king,  my  hand  of  friendship  take, 

*  And  let  thy  plaintive  bards  lament  the  slain. 
'   Lochlins  fall'n  sons  let  Erin  give  to  earth, 

N 
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'  And  raise  the.  mossy  stones  of  their  renown  ;  200 

*  That  long  time  hence  the  children  of  the  north 

*  May  see  the  place  where  their  tbretatlicrs'  fought  ; 

*  And,  when  some  hunter  on  a  mossy  toinh, 

*  Fatigued  with  the  chase,  leans  ;   he  may  say, 

*  Fingal  and  Swaran  here,  in  ancient  times, 

*  Heroes  of  fame,  in  direful  combat  met.  205 

*  Thus  shall  some  son  of  chase  hereafter  speak, 

*  And  our  renown  to  latest  times  remain.' 

*  Swaran,'  replied  the  king  of  desert  hills, 

*  To-day  our  fame  is  greatest.     Like  a  dream 

*  Soon  shall  we  vanish,  and  no  sound  be  heard  210 

*  Where  now  the  battle  roars.— Within  the  heath 

*  Our  mould'ring  tombs  will  in  oblivion  lie. 

*  Strictly  to  mark  our  place  of  final  rest 

*  The  sons  of  chase  will  baffle.     Yet,  in  song 

*  In  future  times  our  names  perhaps  may  sound  ;  2 

*  But  not  the  strength  of  our  resounding  arms. 

*  O  Ossian,  Carril,  Ullin,  sons  of  song, 

*  Who  know  the  names  of  heroes  long  gone  hence  ; 

*  The  deeds  of  other  years  now  sweetly  sing. 

*  Let  dulcet  sounds  dispel  the  gloom  of  night,  2 

*  And  radiant  morn  return  with  growing  joy.* 

A  hundred  tuneful  harps  our  voices  join'd, 
Whilst  to  the  kings  M^e  gave  the  choral  song. 
Then  Swaran's  face  with  bright'ning  gladness  shone. 
So  heav'ns  full  moon  darts  forth  her  splendent  rays,  2 

When  sable  clouds  no  longer  intervene  ; 
But  leave  her  calm  and  broad  in  lucid  skies. 

'Twas  then  of  Carril,  chief  of  other  times, 
Fingal  enfiuir'd  :  '  Where  is  great  Semo's  son, 

*  King  of  the  misty  isle?     Has  he  rctir'd,  2 
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*  (Like  some  green  meteor  baneful  in  its  course, 
'  Yet  soon  extinct)    to  Tura's  dreary  cave  ?' 

Carril  of  other  times  to  him  reply'd  : 

*  In  Tura's  dreary  cave  Cuchullin  lies: 

*  His  hand  reposes  on  his  sword  of  strength.  235 

*  In  thoughts  about  the  unsuccessful  fight 

*  Wholly  absorb'd,  now  mourns  the  king  of  spears: 

*  For,  vict'ry  oft'  has  crown'd  his  glitt'ring  steel. 
'  But  now — Fingal,  to  grace  thy  side  he  sends 

'  His  sword  of  war.     For,  like  the  desert  storm,  240 

*  His  foes  are  scatter'd  by  thy  dreadful  might. 

*  Take,  O  Fingal,  the  hero's  glitt'ring  steel  ; 

*  For,  like  the  mist  by  rustling  winds  dispeli'd, 

*  His  once  great  fame  is  now  for  ever  gone,' 

*  By  no  means  so,'  reply'd  the  gen'rous  king  :  215 
Cuchullin's  sword  Fingal  shall  never  take. 

*  In  war  his  arm  is  potent,  and  his  fame 

*  Shall  never  vanish.     Many  heretofore 

*  In  fight  have  fail'd  ;  who,  like  the  sun  of  heav'n, 

*  Bean^'d  forth  with  radiance  in  theii-  future  deeds.  250 

'  O  Swaran,  of  resounding  woods  the  king, 
'  Give  ail  thy  grief  away,  and  courage  take  : 

*  For,  een  the  vanquished  are  renown'd,  if  brave, 

*  So  yields  the  sun  behind  a  southern  cloud, 

*  And  all  his  lustre  for  a  season  fades  ;  255 

*  But  soon  on  verdant  hills  reshine  his  rays. 

•  Grumal  of  Cona  was  a  mighty  chief: — 

*  On  ev'ry  coast  in  deathful  strife  he  fought. 

*  In  blood  his  soul  rejoiced,  and  his  ear 

*  With  din  of  arms  was  ravisli'd.     Forth  he  pour'd  260 

*  On  sounding  Craca's  siiore  his  warriors  bold : 
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*  And  Craca's  king  returning  from  his  grove 

*  (Where  in  the  ring  of  Brumo  to  the  stone 

*  Of  secret  pow'r  he  spoke)  the  hero  met. 

*  Between  the  heroes  for  the  snow-white  maid  269 

*  Fierce  was  the  battle.     Craca's  daughter's  fame, 

*  At  Cona's  streams  had  reached  Grumal  s  ear. 

*  The  maid,  white-bosom'd,  or  to  gain,  or  die 

*  On  echoing  Craca  this  brave  hero  vow'd. 

*  Three  days  successive  they  in  combat  strove,  270 

*  Atid  vanijuish'd  Grumal  on  the  fourth  was  bound. 

'  Far  from  liis  friends,  they  plac'd  this  pow'rful  thief 

*  In  Brumo's  horrid  circle;  where  (they  said) 
'   Oft'  round  the  stone  of  their  perpetual  fear 

*  The  shady  ghosts  of  the  departed  howl'd  :  27a 

*  Yet,  afterwards,  as  glows  a  heav'nly  beam, 
'  This  hero  shone  ;   for  by  his  mighty  hand 

'   They,  vanquish'd,  fell  : — and  Grumal  had  his  fame, 

*  Raise,  bards  of  other  times,  your  voices  raise, 

*  In  praise  of  heroes,  with  exalted  strains  :  2S0 

*  That  on  their  fame  my  wearied  soul  may  rest, 

'  And  to  be  sad  the  mind  of  Swaran  cease.'  1 

In  Mora's  heath  they  lay;   where  nightly  winds 
Brush'd  o'er  the  heroes  with  a  rustling  sound. 
A  hundred  voices  in  full  chorus  rose:  285 

A  hundred  harps  with  skilful  hands  were  strung  | 

In  strains  symphonious  they,  of  other  times 
And  chiefs  of  former  years,  in  concert  sung. 

But  when  shall  I  now  meet  the  tuneful  bard  ; 
Or,  hear  again  my  great  forefathers'  fame  ?  290 

The  once  sweet  lyre  on  Morvcn  is  unstrung, 
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And  Cona  now  no  more  with  music  ^omifls. 

Dead  with  the  mis^hty  is  the  pleasing  hard, 

And,  from  the  desert,  fame  has  wins^'d  her  way. 

With  trembling  beams  of  east,  forth  breaks  the  morn,      295 

And  glimmers  on  grey  Cromla's  swarthy  head. 

The  horn  of  Swaran  sounds  on  Lena's  plain, 

And  icean's  sons  assemble  at  the  call. 

Silent  and  sad  tliev^  mount  the  rolling  w;ivrs, 

And  Ullin-s  blast  blows  bri.-,k  behind  Ih-ir  sails.  300 

White  as  the  mist,  which  rolls  on  Morven's  hills, 

Their  snow-white  sails  float  swiflly  o'er  the  main. 

'   My  dogs,  the  fleet,  long  bounding  sons  of  chase,] 

*  Call,'  said  Fingal : — *  but  call  white-breasted  Bi an  : 

'^  The  surly  strength  of  Luath  also  call,  o05 

*  Fillan  and  Ryno — but  he  is  not  here. 

*  My  son  rests  silent  on  the  bed  of  death  ! 

'   tillan  and  Fergus,  blow  my  sounding  horn, 

*  And  let  the  joy  of  chase  directly  rise  : 

*  That  at  the  lake  of  swiftly  bounding  roes  olO 

*  Cromla's  wild,  starting  deer  may  hear  the  sound.' 

Along  the  wood  extends  the  shrill  alarm. 
And  heathy  Cromla's  sons  forthwith  arise. 
At  once  fly  off",  grey  bounding  thro'  the  heath, 
A  thousand  dogs  resolved  on  the  game.  315 

A  deer  by  ev'ry  dog  fell  in  the  course  ; 
But  three  most  stately,  by  white-breasted  Bran. 
The  pleasure  of  the  king  to  magnify, 
Near  to  Fingal  he  brought  them  in  their  flight. 

At  Ryno's  tomb  fell  one  close-hunted  deer  ;  520 

And  thence  Fingal's  late  heavy  grief  return'd. 
O'er  him,  who  once  was  foremost  in  the  chase, 
He  saw  how  peaceful  lay  the  massy  stone. 
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*  With  joy  the  feast  of  Cromla  to  partake, 

*  No  more,  my  son,'  he  said,  '  shalt  thou  arise.  325 

*  Soon  in  oblivion  will  thy  tomb  be  lost, 

*  And  grass  grow  rank  upon  the  vanish'd  mound. 

*  Tlie  sons  of  weakness  o'er  thy  grave  shall  pass, 

*  Nor  shall  Ihey  know  that  there  the  mighty  lie. 

*  Ossian  and  iMllan,  children  of  my  strength,  33^ 

*  And  G.iul,  thou  king  of  blue  and  glitt'ring  swords, 

*  The  hill  to  Tura's  ca\e  let  us  ascend, 

*  And  seek  the  king  of  Erin's  battles  there. 

*  Are  these  then  Tura's  walls?     They,  on  the  heath, 

*  Rise  grey  and  lonely  ;  whilst  the  king  of  shells  .335 

*  Is  sad,  and  empty  are  the  sounding  halls. 

*  Come,  let  us  fintl  the  valiant  king  of  swords, 

*  And  freely  all  our  joy  to  him  impart. 

*  But,  Fillan,  do  I  there  Cuchuliin  see, 

'   Or  stands  a  b(Vdm  of  smoke  upon  the  heath  :  340 

'  The  breeze  of  Cromla  meets  my  yielding  eyes, 

*  And  I  my  friend  distinctly  can't  discern.' 

*  Fingal,'  reply'd  the  youth.  *  'tis  Semo's  son  ! 

*  Sad  is  the  hero  and  o'erwhelm'd  with  gloom  ; 

*  Whilst  by  his  sword  supported  is  his  hand.  343 
'  Hail,  son  oi  battle,  breaker  of  the  shields!' 

'  And  hail  to  thee."  CvJchullin  then  reply'd  : 

<  And  hail  to  all  bleak  Morven's  warlike  sons  ! 

*  Thy  presence,  O  Fingai,  beams  forth  delight  ! 

*  Such  and  so  genial  are  the  sun's  bright  rays 

*  To  the  chill  hnnter  on  bleak  Cromla's  hills, 

*  Who  for  a  season  hath  its  absence  mourn'd, 

*  Wh;_-n  darting  forth  between  the  clouds  they  fill. 

*  Thy  sons,  like  stars  attendant  on  thy  course, 

*  In  their  degree  dispel  the  nightly  gloom.  355. 
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*  It  was  not  thus,  Fingal,  tliou  heretofore 

*  Mc  saw'st  returning  from  the  desert  wars  ; 

*  When  the  proud  emp'rors  of  the  world  had  fled, 

*  And  joy  returned  to  the  hil    o.  hinds.' 

*  Many,  Cuchullin,  are  thy  words,'  then  said  .360 

Connan  of  small  renown  ;  *  O  Semo's  son, 

*  Many  and  vaunting  are  thy  sweUing  words  ; 

*  But  wliere  are  found  thy  mighty  deeds  in  war  ? 

*  A\'hy,  to  th'  assistance  of  thy  feehle  sword, 

*  Did  we  along  the  hriny  ocean  come  ?  365 

*  Whilst  Connan  fights  the  battles  in  thy  stead, 
'  Thou  to  thy  cave  of  sorrow  tak'st  thy  way. 

*  Resign  to  me  these  glitt'ring  arms  of  light: 

*  Them  yield,  thou  son  of  Erin,  as  my  due.' 

To  him  reply 'd  tlie  chief :  '  Thou  gloomy  youth,     370 

*  No  hero  ever  sought  Cuchullin's  arms: 

*  And  had  a  thousand  heroes,  great   in  might, 

*  Them  sought ;  vain  were  the  attempt,  thou  gloomy  youth, 

*  As  long  as  Erin's  valiant  warriors  liv'd, 

*  I  fled  not  to  the  lonely  cave  of  grief.' 


*  Youth  of  the  feeble  arm,'  then  said  Fingal  ; 

*  Keep  silence,   Connan.     For  Cuchullin's  name 

*  Ranks  high  in  battle  ;  and  the  desert  round 

'  With  terror  sounds.     Oft'  have  I  heard  thy  fame 

*  Thou  stormy  chief  of  Innis-fail.     Now  spread  3i(i 

*  Thy  snowy  sails,  and  to  the  isle  of  mist 

*  Direct  thy  course  ;  lo,  leaning  on  a  rock, 
'  Stands  sad  Bragela  waiting  thy  return. 

*  Her  tender  eyes  fast  flow  with  crystal  tears, 

*  Whilst  tressy  ringlets  from  her  heaving  breasts  3Si 
*■  By  boist'rous  winds  are  in  disorder  blown. 

*  To  hear  the  voice  of  those,  who  ply  the  oars ; 
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*  The  naval  songs,  and  sounds  of  distant  luirps  ; 

*  Eager  she  listens  to  the  winds  of  night." — 

*  Long  may,'  said  he,    *  she  listen ;  but  in  vain  ;       39d 

*  For  never  shall  Cuchullin  more  return. 

*  To  raise  the  sigh  of  her  fast-throbbing  breast, 

*  How  can  1  fair  Brageia's  face  behold  ? 

*  In  other  battles  of  the  pointed  spear, 

*  Fingal,  success  and  vict'ry  crown'd  my  arms.'  39i 

*  Success  again,'  reply'd  the  king  of  shells, 

*  Success  again  shall  crown  thy  glitt'ring  steel, 

*  As  spreads  the  branchy  tree  of  Cromla's  groves, 

*  Cuchullin's  fame  hereafter  shall  extend. 

*  For  various  battles,  chief,  await  thy  aid  ;  400 

*  And  num'rous  wounds  shall  grace  thy  valiant  hand. 

*  Bring  hither,  Oscar,  the  late  bounding  deer, 

*  And,  straight,  prepare  the  joyful  feast  of  shells : 

*  That  after  danger  we  may  gather  joy, 

*  And  by  our  presence  yield  our  friends  delight.'  405 

We  sat,  we  feasted,  and  we  sweetly  sung. 
Cuchullin's  soul  rose  in  the  festive   joy  : 
The  wonted  vigour  to  his  arm  return'd, 
And  gladness  brighten'd  on  his  gloomy  face. 
Melodious  Ullin  first  commenc'd  the  song,  410 

And  Carril  lifted  high  liis  tuneful  voice. 
In  concert  with  tli  •  bards  /  often  join'd, 

And  sung  of  battles  of  the  shining  spear:—  '      , 

Battles  !   where  oltcn  I  my  part  sustain'd  ;  \ 

But  now  in  battle  I  no  more  am  seen.  4-15  • 

Of  my  first  actions  silent  is  the  fame, 
And  at  my  fathers'  tombs  I  sit  forlorn. 
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Thus  pnssc  1  they  the  night  in  festive  song, 
And  brought  the  welcome  morning  back  with  joy, 
.Upon  the  shady  heath  Fingal  arose,  430 

And  bliook  with  force  his  beamy,  glitt'ring  spear. 
He  mov'd  first  tow'rd  Lena's  verdant  plains, 
And,  like  a  ridge  of  fire,  we  form'd  his  train. 
Said  Morven's  king:  *  Now  spread  the  bending  sail, 
*  And  catch  the  winds,  that  s'trong  from  Lena  pour.'        435 
With  songs  upon  the  rolling  wave  we  rose. 
And  rush'd  along  the  foaming  n%ain  with  joy. 


END  OF  BOOK  SIXTH. 


Comala : 

A    DRAMATIC    POEM. 


ARGl^MKXT. 
THIS  poem  is  valuable  on  account  of  the  light  it  throws  on  the  antiqiiitv  of 
Dssian's  coiTiposilioiis.  The  Caracul  mentioned  here,  is  the  same  with  Ca- 
racalla,  the  son  of  Severus,  who  in  tlie  year  2i  i  commanded  an  expedition 
against  theC'jledonians.  The  variety  of  the  measure  (in  the  original)  shews 
that  the  poem  was  originally  set  to  music,  and  perhaps  presented  before  the 
chiefs  upon  solemn  occasions.  Tradition  has  handed  down  tlie  story  more 
complete  than  it  is  ill  the  poem.  "  Comala,  the  daughter  of -Satno,  king  of 
Inistore,  (or  Orkney  Islands),  fell  in  love  with  I'ingal,  the  son  of  ComhRl, 
at  a  feast,  to  whicli  her  father  had  invited  liim,  (Kingal,  B.  HI.)  upon  his 
return  from  Lochlin,  after  the  death  of  Agandecca.  Her  passion  was  so 
violent,  that  she  disguised  herself  like  a  youth  and  followed  him,  in  pursuit 
of  employment  in  his  wars.  She  was  soon  discovered  by  Hidallan,  tiie  sou 
of  Lamor,  one  of  Fingal's  heroes,  whose  love  she  had  slighted  sometime  be- 
fore. Her  romantic  passion  and  beauty  recommended  her  so  much  to  the 
ling,  that  he  had  resolved  to  make  her  liis  wife  ;  when  news  was  brought 
him  of  Caracalla's  expedition.  He  marclied  to  slop  the  progress  of  the 
enemy,  arid  Conula  attended  him.  He  left  heron  a  hill,  witliin  sight  of 
Caracul's  army,  when  he  himself  went  to  battle;  ha  vi;.g  previously  promised, 
if  he  survived,  to  return  tliat  night."—, — The  sequel  of  the  story  may  be 
gathered  from  tlic  poem  itself. 
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.     \  Daugliters  of  Momi' 


DERSAGRENA. 

THE  chase  is  over: — and  on  Ardvcn's  shore 
No  noise  is  heard,  except  the  torrent's  roar. 
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Fioii)  Crona's  banks,  O  Morni's  fair,  retire: 

Lav  duwn  the  bow,  and  take  the  trembling  lyre. 

Let  night  come  on  with  songs  of  sweetest  strains,  i 

And  let  our  joy  be  great  on  Ardven's  plains. 

MELILCOMA. 

And  niiiht  indeed  comes  on,  thou  blue-ey'd  maid: — 

Grey  niglit  grows  dim  along  the  dusky  glade. 

At  Crona's  stream  a  deer  of  swii'tc^st  tiiiihi 

1  plainly  saw.     He,  thro'  the  gloom  of  night,  10 

A  mossy  bank  appear'd  ;  but  soon  he  fled, 

And  round  his  branchy  horns  a  meteor  play'd. 

From  Crona's  clouds  the  ghosts  of  other  days 

Look'd  down,  whilst  awe  sat  on  the  bloodless  face. 

DERSAGl^ENA. 

'  These  are  the  sure  forerunners  of  our  grief!  15! 

i  Fingal  is  dead — of  shields  the  potent  chief! 
I  My  yiel<!ing  mind  the  justest  tear  assails: 
!  The  king  is  dead:  and  Carucal  prevails  ! 
I  Comala  rise — and  change  thy  hopes  to  fears  :— 
j   O  Sarno's  daughter,  quit  thy  rocks  in  tears.  2Q 

I   Low  thy  lov'd  youth  lies,  sep'rate  from  his  host, 
And  on  our  hills  already  flies  his  ghost. 

MELILCOMA. 
There  sits  forlorn  Comila  wet  in  tears  ! 
Two  grey  dogs,  near  her,  shake  their  shaggy  ears, 
And  catch  the  volant  breeze. — The  weeping  fair  25 

Kests,  on  her  arm,  her  red  cheek  ;  and  her  hair. 
Once  neatly  tress'd  in  ringlets,  floats  behind 
In  wild  disorder  by  the  mountain-wind. 
She  tow'rds  the  field  turns  her  blue  rolling  eyes 
(Th'  appointed  place)   and  as  she  turns,  she  cries:  30 

*  Where  art  thou,  O  Fingal  ?  Art  thou  not  found  ? 
■♦  For,  fast  the  gloom  of  night  is  gath'ring  round.' 
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COMALA. 
O  Carim  of  the  streams,  thou  winding  flood, 
Why  do  I  sec  thy  waters  roll  in  blood  ? 

Sav,  has  the  echo  of  the  martial  roar  S5 

With  din  terrific  reach'd  thy  sovuidino;  shore  ? 
Does  something  sudden  back  my  lover  keep, 
Or,  dors  the  calm-ey'd  king  ot"  Morven  sleep? 
Rise,  moon,  tliou  daughter  of  the  lucid  sky  ! 
Bright  from  between  thy  clouda  shine  forth,  that  I  40 

Upon  the  field   (his  promise  to  fulfil) 
May  him  behold  array 'd  in  glitt'ring  steel. 
Or  rather,  let  the  meteor's  pow'rful  light. 
That  our  departed  fathers  guides  through  night, 
With  its  red  blaze  be  present  to  my  aid,  45 

And  shew  where  my  fall'n  hero  now  is  laid. — • 
From  sorrow,  who  will  my  protection  prove? 
Or,   who  (I'fcnd  me  from  Hidallan's  love  ? 
Long  shall  Comala  search  with  wand'ring  I'cet, 
Before  Fingal  amidst  his  host  she  meet : —  50 

Fingal,  in  brightness,  like  the  morning  beam, 
That  thro'  the  cloud  of  early  show'rs  doth  gleam.' 

HIDALLAX. 

[Coming  by  Fingal's  order,  to  give  warning  of  his  return,  and 
probably  having  heard  her  lamentations :  out  of  reveiij;e 
to  ConiaU,  gives  li';r  a  fjise  alarm;  which  ultimately 
proves  fatal  to  the  fdir  one.— At  a  distance  from  liet  he 
thus  begin^:] 

To  drive  my  friend  from  my  refl'xting  soul. 

Ye  thickest  mists  of  gloomv  C'roua  roll  : — 

Roll  on  the  hunter's  j)atli,   like  darkest  night,  55  i 

And  hide  his  footsteps  from  my  troubled  sight. 

The  bands  of  battle  scatter'd  on  the  ground, 

No  crowding  steps  his  sounding  steel  surround. 

O  Carun,  roll  thy  purple  streams  of  gore: 

The  people's  chief  is  fall'n  ! — Me  is  no  more.  CO 
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COM  ALA. 

Son  of  the  cloudy  night,  speak  out  and  tell, 

On  Crona's  banks  what  mighty  chieftain  fell  ? 

Was  he  in  whiteness  like  high  Ardven's  snow, 

In  radiance  blooming  as  the  show'ry  bow  ? 

Didst  thou  perceive,  like  mountain-mists,  his  hair,  65 

Which  soft  and  curling,  in  the  heat,  appear? 

Did  hv,  like  thunder,  rush  upon  the  foe  ? 

And  were  his  feet  swift  as  the  desert  roe? 

HID  ALLAN. 

O,  th:it  f.iir-leaning  from  her  craggy  clifif 

I  might  behold  his  love,  the  child  of  grief ;  70 

Her  red  eye  shaded  with  the  falling  tear  ; 

Her  blushing  cheek  half  hid  in  her  loose  hair  ! 

Blow,  gentle  breeze,  along  the  ridgy  rocks 

And  heave  the  charming  virgin's  heavy  locks  : 

That  I  the  whiteness  of  her  arm  may  see,  75 

And  cheek,  more  lovely  made  by  misery, 

COMALA. 
And  is  the  son  of  Comhal  fall'n  in  war  ? 
Chief  of  the  mournful  tale,  I  pray,  declare. 
The  thunder  rolls  along  the  lofty  ground. 
And  lightning  flies  on  wings  of  fire  around.  80 

Yet  these  Coniala  do  not  terrify  ; 
Fingal  is  fall'n  ! — and  she  would  gladly  die. 
Chief  of  the  mournful  tale,  I  pray  thee  tell. 
If  the  shield-breaker  in  the  battle  fell  ? 

HIDALLAN. 
The  nations  now  are  scatter'd  on  the  plain,  85 

.  And  never  shall  they  hear  tiie  chief  again. 
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COMALA. 
Kine;  of  the  woiUl,  confusion  be  thy  bane  ! 
And  let'tlestnictiun  seize  thee  on  the  plain  .' 
Few  'je  thy  steps  to  thy  lone,  silent  grave, 
And  thou  one  virgin  for  thy  mourner  have.  VO 

Let  her,  Comr'iludikc,   luvl  no  relief 
In  youth's  meridian,  bul  ihe  tear  of  gri  fl 
But,   O  Hidalhin,  wliy  didst  thou  me  tell 
That  my  lov'd  hero  in  the  brittle  fell  ? 

— Then,  shoaici  1  not  have  yet  begun  to  mourn,  95 

But  thought  I.  saw  him  o'er  the  rock  return. 
Whilst  evening-dusk  o'erspreads  the  open  glade, 
A  tree  might  have  deceiv'd  me  by  its  shade. 
And,  whilst  the  breeze  along  the  hill  was  borne, 
I  also  might  have  thought  I  heard  his  horn. —  100 

O,  that  transported  unto  Caron's  shore, 
Where  eddying  waters  roll  with  murra'ring  roar  ; 
1  might  be  present  with  my  royal  friend. 
And  on  his  clicek  my  warmest  tears  destend. 

HID  ALLAN. 
Think  not  that  Carun's  banks  are  his  last  home  :  105 

On  Ardven  high  the  heroes  raise  his  tomb. 
O  moon,   look  on  them  from  thy  cloudy  height  ; 
And  on  his  breast  beam  forth  thy  radiance  bright. 
That  fair  Comdla  may,  with  sorrows  sad, 
Beliold  her  king  in  glittering  armour  clad.  110 

COMALA. 

Your  hand?  now  stay,  sons  of  the  op'ning  grave, 

Till  of  my  love  another  view  1  have. 

He  left  me  at  the  busy  chase  alone, 

Kor  knew  I  that  he  to  the  war  was  gone. 

He  snd,  that  he  with  evening  would  be  here  ;  115 

But  Morvcn's  king  does  not  as  yet  appear. 
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Son  of  the  rock,  who  sh:ik'st  witli  tremor  great, 

^\'hy  di  1st  thou  not  Ibrete!  Jiis  sid  defeat? 

Thou  hast  helichl  him  in  his  youthful  gore, 

And  never  didit  Comahi  tell,  before!  120 

MELILCOMA. 

[Sees  Fingal  approaching,  but  lakes  him  to  be  Caracul.] 

What  sound  is  that  I  hear  on  ArdA'en's  height? 
Who,  in  tlie  Vcde,  appears  in  armour  bright  ? 
\\'ho,  hke  the  strength  of  rivers,   roaring  on, 
\\'hcn  their  full  waters  glitter  to  the  moon, 
Now  comes  with  haste  ? — 

COM  A  LA. 

j  ,  [Abrupt] 

I  — Who,  but  Comali's  foe  ?  liia 

j  The  emp'ror's  son,  that  keeps  the  world  in  awe  ? 

Ghost  of  Fingal,  from  thy  bright  cloud  do  thou 

With  surest  aim  direct  Comal  :'s  Low. 

As  falls  the  desert-hart  upon  tlie  plain, 

So  may  he  f.tU  : — and  by  my  arrow  slain  !  ISO 

[^he  perceives  it  to  be  [  ingal,   but  takes  it  lo  be  his  jhost.] 

Amidst  his  num'rous  hosts,  it  is  Fingal ! 
At  once  to  frighten  and  to  please  my  soul, 
Why  com'st  thou  thus,  my  love  ? 

FINGAI. 

— Bards  of  the  song, 
The  wars  of  streamy  Carun  raise. — Along 
His  proud  demesnes  now  Cara  ul  has  fled  135 

From  my  victorious  arms,  dismay'd  with  dread. 
He  sets  far  distant,  like  a  meteor  bright 
{Inclosing  in  it's  flames  a  ghost  of  night) 
When  forc'd  to  make  for  winds  a  speedy  room. 
From  the  dark  woods  it  beams  awav  the  gloom.  140 
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As  blows  along  my  hills  the  sudd'jn  breeze, 

And  murmurs  plainiive  in  the  bendinjj;  trees, 

A  voice  I  heard  borne  on  the  cveMing  uir : — 

Is  it  great  Sarno's  snowy-handed  fail-, 

Galmal's  fair  huntress? — From  thy  rocks  appear,  115 

And  thy  lov'd  voice,  Comdla,  let  me  hear. 

COMALA. 

[still  supposing  it  to  be  his  ghost.] 

That  I,  O  son  of  death,  repose  may  have; 
My  lo\'e,  now  take  me  to  thy  resting  cave! 

FINGAL. 

Come  to  the  cave  of  my  retir'd  retreat. — 

The  storm  is  ended and,  with  genial  heat,  150 

The  sun  shall  beam  upon  the  smiling  fields 
AVhilst  peace  around  her  wonted  bounty  yields. — 
Haste — echoing  Cona's  huntress,  come  away 
To  the  lone  cave  of  my  I'epose  : — nor  stay, 

COMALA. 

[ringal  seizes  her  iiand.] 

lie  with  his  fame  returns — I  can  believe  : —  155: 

The  right  hand  of  his  battles  I  perceive. 

But,  till  my  soul  can  settle  from  its  fear, 

I,  near  the  rock,  mubt  rest  a  little  here. 

O  Morni's  dauohter,  let  the  harp  be  strung, 

And  airs  melodious  be  most  sweetly  sung.  160  j 

DF.KSAGRENA.  , 

Three  deer  on  Ardven  has  Comala  slain. 
And  on  the  rock  the  fire  ascends  amain. 
King  of  the  woody  Morven,  bend  thy  feet 
To  taste  ti)y  lov'd  Comalu's  festive  treat. 
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FINGAL. 

Ye  sons  of  song,  your  tuneful  voices  raise,  165 

And  swell  with  streamy  Carun's  wars  your  lays  : 
1   That  my  white-handed  maid  may  them  approve, 
Whilst  I  behold  the  banquet  of  my  love, 

BARDS. 

Joyful  that  wc  can  feast  without  control, 

The  sons  of  buttle  fled,  O  Carun,  roll  170 

With  streams  loud  roaring.     For  on  our  demesnes 

The  steed  appears  not ;  but  on  other  plains 

The  ivings  of  titeir  ambition,  now  are  spread. 

And  peace  her  choicest  gifts  around  shall  shed. 

The  sun  will  now  with  mildest  radiance  rise,  175 

And  smiling  shades  descend  from  placid  skies. 

Aloud  the  echo  of  the  chase  shall  sound, 

And  pendant  shields  our  joyful  halls  surround. 

We  will  rejoice  that  Carun's  war  is  o'er, 

Whilst  still  our  hands  are  red  with  Lochlin's  gore.  ISO 

CHORUS. 

*  Joyful  that  we  can  feast  without  control,  ** 

'  The  sons  of  battle  fled,  O  Carun,  roll.' 

MELILCOMA. 

[fomala  dies  with  her  late  fright,  and  Melilcoma  praceeds.] 

From  airy  heights,  ye  lightest  mists,  descend  ; 
I  And,  ye  pale  moon-beams,  her  fled  soul  befriend  ! 
Raise  it  on  high — for  near  the  rocky  shade  J85 

Comala  is  no  more  !  Pale  lies  the  maid  ! 

FINGAL. 
jDoes  Starno's  daughter  now  indeed  lie  low, 
[My  much  lov'd  virgin  with  the  breast  of  snow  ? 
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When  on  my  hills,  where  waters  stream  beneath 
I  sit ;  Comala  meet  me  on  the  heath. 

HID  ALL  AN. 

Ceased  the  huntress'  voice  on  Galmar's  pUiin  ? 
Why  did  I  put  the  virgin's  soul  to  pain  ! 
WHien  shall   I  joyful  see  thee,  like  the  winds, 
W^ith  swiftest  course  pursue  the  dark-brown  hinds  ? 

FINGAL. 

Thou  gloomy  youth,  within  my  halls  again 

Thou  never  more  shalt  feast,  where  pleasures  reign. 

Henceforth   thou  never  shalt  my  chase  pursue, 

Nor  shall  my  falling  foes  thy  sword  bedew. — 

Me  lead  directly  to  her  resting-place, 

That  I  once  more  may  view  her  lovely  face  .' 

Pale  at  the  rock  lies  the  once  charming  fair, 

And  chilly  winds  disturb  her  tressy  hair  ! 

Still,  in  the  blast  her  bow-string  yields  a  sound  : 

Her  arrow  broke  as  she  fell  to  the  ground. 

The  praise  of  Starno's  daughter  raise  in  song, 

Whilst  mountain-breezes  bear  her  name  along. 

BARDS. 

Around  the  maid,  see  !  glitt'ring  meteors  roll, 
And  friendly  moon-beams  lift  her  rising  soul ! 
Around  her,  from  her  clouds,  glad  of  their  friend, 
The  awful  faces  of  her  fathers  bend  ! 
Amongst  them  Starno  of  the  gloomy  brow  : 
Fidallan's  eyes  red  roll  with  fiery  glow  ! 
When  shall  thy  hand  of  snowy  whiteness  rise. 
And  on  our  rocks  thy  voice  our  ears  surprise  ? 
The  maids  shall  seek  thee  on  the  heathy  plain. 
But  never  will  they  meet  with  thee  again. 
Yet  to  their  slumbers  thou  at  times  shalt  come 
And  settle  peace  within  their  souls  at  iiome  : 
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And  in  llicir  cars  thy  voice  shall  still  remain, 

Whilst  gladly  they  in  mind  their  dreams  retain.  220 

CHOHUS. 

Around  the  maid,  bright  glowing  meteors  roll, 
And  calmest  moon-beams  lift  her  rising  soul. 


END  OF  COMALA. 


ConlatI)  anlJ  Cutfjona : 

A  POEM. 


ARGUMFNT. 
CONLATTI  was  tlie  youngest  of  Morni's  sons,  and  brother  to  the  celebrated 
C;aiil,  wlio  is  so  olten  nieiitioned  in  Ossian's  poems.  He  was  in  love  with 
Cutliona,  the  riautihter  of  Rumar,  when  Toscar,  the  son  of  Kinfena,  accoiu- 
paniecj  by  Fercuth,  his  friend,  ariived  froiii  Ireland,  at  Mora,  wlieret'on- 
lath  dwelt.  He  was  hospitably  received  ;  and,  according  to  tin.-  custom  oi 
the  times,  feasted  thiee  days  with  Coniath.  On  the  lourlk  day  he  set  sail  ; 
and,  coasting  the  island  of  waves  (piobably  one  of  the  Hebrides)  he  saiv 
Cuthona  hunting,  fell  in  love  with  her,  and  carried  her  away  by  foice  in  his 
ship.  He  was  lorced,  bystvessof  weather,  into  I-thona,  adesertisle.  in 
the  mean  time,  Conlaih  heating  of  the  rape,  sailed  after  him;  and  found 
imn  on  the  point  of  sailing  (of  the  coast  of  Iieland.  Tliey  fought  ;  and  they, 
and  then  loiluwe-.s,  tell  by  mutual  wounds,  (.'nthona  did  not  long  survive; 
for  she  iiied  of  giiri  tlie  thiid  day  aftei.  t'lngal,  hearing  of  their  unfortunate 
dcdih,  tent  rtiurnidl,  the  son  of  Moran,  to  bury  them,  but  forgot  to  send  a 
bard  to  sing  the  luneial  song  over  their  tombs.  The  ghost  of  Corlath  came, 
long  after,  to  Ossian,  to  entreat  him  to  transrnit  to  posterity,  his  and  C'u- 
thond's  fame,  lor  it  was  the  opirjion  of  the  limes,  that  tlic  souls  ot  the 
deceased  were  not  happy,  till  their  elegies  were  composed  by  a  bard. 

DID  Ossian  hear  a  voice  borne  in  tlie  roar 

Of  vesper-blasts  ?     Or  did  the  days  before 

Long  past,  which  never  back  again  shall  roll. 

Descend,  like  evening  siin-beams,   on  his  soul  ? 

OlV  the  remembrance  of  those  former  days  6 

Shines  back  upon  my  mind,  like  setting  rays. 

The  noise  of  chase  oft'  I  suppose  renew'd  ; 

And  lift,  in  thought,  the  redd'ning  spear  of  blood. 

But  Ossian  heard  a  voice,  tho'  faint  and  light  ; — i 

Sp'-ak  out,  and  say  :  '  Who  art  thou,  son  of  night  ?'  !() 

In  sle  -p  the  sons  of  little  men  are  low. 

And  in  my  hall  the  midnight  breezes  blow. 
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It  is  the  sh'u  1(1  perhaps  of  fam'd  Fingal, 

That  echoes  to  the  blast  in  Ossian's  hall. 

And,  the'  I  cm't  tliscern  the  pendant  steel,  1» 

Yet  ,so;netimc:s  it  1  with  my  fingers  feel. 

Yes,  friend,   I  hear  thee  ; — and  I  much  rejoice  : 

Lons  absent  from  my  ear  has  been  thy  voice  I 

O  gen'rous  Morni's  son  to  Ossian  say 

What  bring-!  thee  on  thy  shady  cloud  th's  way  ?  20 

Abide  near  thee  the  friends  of  hoary  hair  '' 

Where  is  my  Oscar,  son  of  fame — say  where  ? 

To  thee,  O  Conlath,  often  he  stood  cbsc, 

When  the  loud  din  of  battle  rose. 

GHOST  OF  CONLATH. 

Within  the  rustling  hall  in  sleep  profound  25 

Rests  echoing  Cona's  voice  of  sweetest  sound. 

Can  Ossian,  in  his  hall   upon  the  plain, 
i  Sleep  ;  whilst  his  friends  without  their  fame  remain  ? 
I  The  roaring  sea  round  dark  I-thona  sounds, 
j  And  strangers  see  not  our  sepulchral  mounds.  30 

I  Son  of  the  sounding  Morven,  say  how  long 

Our  fau)e  shall  be  unnotic'd  in  the  song  ? 

0S5IAN. 

O  that  my  eyes  could  see  thee  plain  in  sight, 

As  thou  dim-sittest  on  thy  cloud  of  night ! 
j  Dost  thou  like  Lano's  hazy  mist  appear,  35 

\  Or,  as  an  half  extinguish'd  meteor,  clear? 

Speak  of  the  texture  of  thy  robe — and  how  ? — 

Of  what  composed  is  tiiy  airy  bow  ? — 

■ — But  he,  upon  his  blast  away  is  gone, 

Like  shades  of  mist  before  the  scorching  sun.  40 

Down  from  thy  wall  now  come,  my  sweetest  lyre, 
:  And  with  thy  sound  my  rising  soul  inspire. 
'  Let  memory's  brightness  on  I-thona  rise. 

That  I  my  friends  may  have  before  my  eyes. — 
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— And  on  the  dark  blue  isle,  in  beaming  light  45 

Now  Ossian's  friends  appear  indeed  in  sight. 

With  its  grey,  mossy  rocks,  and  bending  tree-, 

The  cave  of"  Thona  too  he  phiinly  sees. 

Before  its  mouth  a  roaring  stream  is  seen 

And  o'er  its  course  bends  Topcar,  grave  in  mien.  5('> 

Sad  by  his  side  is  I'crcuth,  full  of  fears  ; 

And  his  lov'd  maid  sits  distant,  and  in  tears. 

Blow  the  brisk  winds  deceptive  o'er  the  mam? 

Or,  do  1  hear  their  words  distinct  and  plain  ? 

TOSCAR. 
The  night  was  stormy.     From  their  airy  height  55 

The  groining  oak&  came  down  with  pond'rous  weight: 
The  darkly  tumbling  sea,  with  dreadful  roar 
Beneath  the  blast  clim'd  up  the  rocky  shore  : 
With  dread  approach  the  frequent  lightning  came 
And  shew  d  the  blasted  fern  by  its  bright  gleam. —  60 

And,  still  to  add  more  terror  to  my  plight, 
Fercuth,  I  saw  the  sable  ghost  of  night ! 
Upon  that  bank  he  stood  in  silent  mood : 
His  robe  ol  mist  flew  on  the  wind  abroad : 
His  tears  bespoke  the  grief,  that  in  him  wrought  :  65 

An  aged  man  he  seem'd,  and  full  of  thought. 

FERCUTH. 

It  was  thy  father,  Toscar,  who  foresees 

Among  his  noiile  race  some  near  decease : 

Such  he,  before  the  great  Ma-ronnan  died. 

In  visage  seem'd  on  Cromla's  shaggy  side.  70 

Ullin,  where  blows  the  wind  of  fragrant  gales, 

With  matted  grass  how  pleasant  arc  thy  vales  ! 

Near  thy  blue  rolling  streams  still  silence  reigns, 

And  genial  sunbeams  fall  upon  thy  plains. 

Soft  sounds  the  lyre  in  Selama's  mansion  high,  75 

And  sweet  on  Cromla  is  the  hunter's  cry : — 
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But,  in  the  dark  I-thon;i  we  abide 

Amidst  the  storms,  that  swell  the  briny  tide. 

The  foaming  waves  above  our  rocks  are  white, 

And  we  stand  trembling  in  the  gloom  of  night.  SO 

TOSCAR. 

FercLith  with  locks  of  age,  thou  hoary  head, 

Say  whither  is  the  soul  of  battle  fled  ? 

In  danger  thee  undaunted  have  I  seen. 

And  in  the  fight  thy  eyes  with  rapture  keen, 

,Say,  whither  is  the  soul  of  battle  fled  ?  85 

No  danger  could  our  fathers  strike  with  dread. 

Go : — view  the  sea  fast  setting  from  its  rage. 

And  the  late  stormy  winds,  that  now  assuage. 

Yet  still  the  billows  tremble  on  the  main, 

As  tho'  they  fear'd  the  blast  should  come  again.  90 

But  cast  thy  eyes  upon  the  settling  sea  ; 

For  morn  already  on  our  rocks  's  grey. 

Soon  from  his  east  the  sun  will  heave  in  sight. 

And  radiant  shine  in  all  his  pride  of  light. — • 

Before  the  gen'rous  Conlath's  halls  with  joy  9» 

My  largely  spreading  sails  I  lifted  high  : 

Then  by  the  isle  of  billows  did  I  steer, 

Where  his  lov'd  maid  pursu'd  the  bounding  deer, 

'Twas  then  I  saw  her  splendent  ns  the  beam, 

When  from  the  cloud  the  sun  is  seen  to  gleam,  1^ 

Down  on  her  heaving  breast  her  hair  hung  low. 

Whilst  forward  bending  she  drew  tight  the  bow. 

Behind  her  round  appear'd  her  arm,  and  white  : 

So  crystal  snow  appears  on  Cromla's  height. 

*  Thou  huntress  of  the  isle  of  waves,'  I  said,  iOA 

*  Come  to  my  soul,  thou  beauteous,  lovely  maid  !' 
[But  she  in  tears  consuqr^es  her  youthful  age. 

And  gen'rous  Conlath's.  loves  her  thoughts  engage.);  j .  -.    ;  ,  <  , 

*  Say,  charming  m^id,  where  can  I  find  thy  peyiCglaaHJi-l  vR 

*  That  I  from  grief  Ccthona  may  release?'  1\Q 
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CUTHOXA. 

A  distant  steep  bends  o'er  the  raging  seas 

O'erspread  with  mossy  rocks,  and  aged  trees  : 

At  its  broad  basis  rolling  billows  ride, 

And  bounding  roes  are  herding  on  its  side. 

The  people  call  it  Ardvcn,  and  there  rise  1  h» 

The  tow'rs  of  Mora  pointing  to  the  skies. 

There  Conlath,  standing  on  the  highest  cove. 

Looks  o'er  the  main,  to  spy  his  only  love. — 

^— Return'd  he  saw  the  daughters  of  the  chase, 

The  eye  cast  down,  and  sorrow  on  the  face.  129 

*  Ah  I  where  is  Kumar's  fair  ?'  aloud  he  rry'd  : — 

But  vain  the  question  ! — For  no  voice  reply'd. — 

Son  of  the  distant  land,  I  now  confess 

With  freedom,  that  on  Ardven  dwells  my  peace, 

TOSCAR. 
And  to  her  peace  Cuthona  shall  return  ;  12.'> 

To  gen'rous  Conlath's  halls  : — and  cease  to  mourn. 
Toscar  and  he  have  been  in  friendship  long. 
And  in  his  hall  I've  joirl'd  the  festive  throng. 
Rise,  UUin's  gentle  breezes  ;  mildly  roar: 
And  stretch  my  sails  tow'rds  Ardven's  sounding  shore.      130 
Cuthona  shall  on  Ardven  rest  obtain  : 
But  Toscar's  days  be  spent  in  grief  and  pain. 
Within  the  field,  where  sunny  rays  descend, 
I  in  my  cave  shall  sit  without  a  friend. 

The  blast  will  make  within  my  trees  a  noise,  13r» 

And  I  shall  think  it  is  Cuthona's  voice. 
But  then,  far  distant,  will  she  be  away. 
And  in  the  halls  of  mighty  Conlath  stay. 

CUTHONA. 
Oh  !  what  is  that  dim  cloud,  that  now  appears?  i  10 

My  father's  ghosts  along  (I  see)  it  bears  !  * 
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Tiie  skirts  of  their  long  floating  robes  I  see. 

Like  rolling  mists,  that  wat'ry  are  and  grey. — 

When,  Rumar,  shall  I  fall,  and  be  at  ease  ? 

lor  death  appronehing  sad  Cuthona  sees. 

Or.e  f  irewcll-look  will  not  my  Conlath  give,  145 

Before  the  narrow  house  shall  me  receive? 

OSSIAN. 

Yes,  surely,  he  a  look  uill  cast  on  thee: 

He  comes,  O  maid,  along  the  rolling  sea. 

Dark  is  the  death  of  Toscar  on  his  spear. 

And  on  his  side  a  wound  I  see  him  bear.  150 

At  Thona's  cave,  where  murm'ring  billows  sound. 

Pallid  he  lies,  and  shews  his  ghastly  wound. 

*  My  love,  where  art  thou  with  thy  tears  ?'  he  cries ; 

*  Cuthona  dear,  the  chief  of  Mora  dies!'— * 

Dim  on  my  mind  the  vision  grows  at  length,  155 

And  1  no  more  behold  the  chiefs  of  strength. 
But,  O  ye  bards  to  sing  in  future  years, 
Remember  Conlath's  fall  with  mournful  tears. 
Before  his  day  did  this  bold  warrior  fall, 
And  sadness  darken'd  in  his  stately  hall.  160 

His  shield  upon  the  wall  his  mother  view'd  ; 
And  wept,  when  she  beheld  it  wet  with  blood. 
Knowing  her  hero  would  no  more  return, 
She  was  on  Mora  heard  his  death  to  mourn. 
Doi^t  thou  Cuthona  on  thy  rock  remain  165 

In  paleness,  near  the  chiefs  in  combat  slain? 
Night  unto  day,  and  day  to  night  apace 
Succeeds ;  but  none  appears  their  tomb  to  raise. 
From  thee  the  screaming  fowls,  in  frights,  do  fly, 
And  tears  incessant  trickle  from  thy  eye.  170 

Pallid,  as  from  a  lake  in  marshy  ground, 
A  watry  cloud  proceeds,  still  art  thou  found. 

Q 
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The  desert  sons  soon  ckanc'd  to  come  that  way, 
And  lifeless  on  <he  ground  they  found 'her  clay.  I 

A  massy  tomb  they  o'er  the  heroes  raise,  175/^ 

And  she  at  Conlath's  side  oLtains  a  place. 
No  more,  O  Conlath,  to  my  dreams  come  down. 
For  thou  hast  now  recciv'd  thy  due  renown. 
From  my  still  hall  thy  A'oice  far  distant  keep, 
That  peaceful  in  the  night  may  be  my  sleep.  ISO 

O  that  my  friends  could  clean  forgotten  He, 
Till  my  lone  footsteps  cease  to  meet  the  eye  ! 
Till  I  at  last  with  joy  among  them  come. 
And  lay  my  limbs  of  age  within  the  silent  tomb. 


END  OF  CONLATH  AND  CUTHONA, 


A  POEM. 


AHGUMf-NTT. 

CAROS  is  probab),'  flie  noted  i;iui  per  Carausius,  by  birtli  a  Menipinn,  who 
assumed  ilie  purple  in  tlie  year2S4;  and,  seizing  on  Britain,  defeated  the 
En)peior  Maxiniinian  Ilerculius  in  several  naval  engagements,  which  gives 
propriety  to  liis  beinf  called  in  this  poem  the  king  of  ships.  He  repaired 
Agiicola's  wall,  in  order  to  obsinitt  the  inclusions  of  the  Caledonians  ;  and 
when  he  was  employed  in  that  wotk,  it  3p|)ears  he  was  attacked  by  a  party 
under  the  coraiiiiind  of  Oscar,  the  son  of  Ussian.  This  battle  is  the  foun- 
dation of  the  piesent  poem,  which  is  addressed  to  Malvina,  the  daughter  of 
Toscar. 


BRING,  Toscar's  daughter,  bring  the  trembling  lyre  : 
The  soul  of  Ossian  brightens  with  the  song. 
In  semblance,  such  appears  the  dusky  field, 
When  darkness  hides  the  circumambient  hills 
And  on  the  sunny  plain  slow  grows  the  shade.  5 

Near  Crona's  rock  with  shaggy  moss  o'erhung, 
My  lovely  son,  Malvina,  I  behold. 
But  'tis  mere  vapour — the  white  desert  mist 
Illum'd  with  tinges  by  the  western  beam: — 
Yet  lovely  is  the  mist,  that  Oscar's  form  10 

Assumes ! — Ye  winds,  when  ye  on  Ardven's  side 
Loud  roar,  from  it  your  wasting  force  avert. 


Comes  tow'rds  my  son?     His  staff  is  in  his  hand. 


124  THE   WAR    OF   CAROS. 

And  on  the  wind  loose  flows  his  grizly  hair,  15 

Joy  surely  lightens  on  his  anxious  face, 
And  backward  often  he  to  Caros  looks. 
Who  is  it,  but  sweet  Ryno  of  the  song, 
That  went  to  view  the  station  of  the  foe  ! 

*  Say,  how  does  Caros,  king  of  vessels,  act?'  20 
The  son  of  the  now  mournful  Ossi-m  said  : 

*  Bard  of  the  times  of  old,  to  m**  declare, 

'   Docs  he  the  wings  of  /its  ambition  spread  ?' 

*  He  spreads  them,  Oscar,'  said  the  answ'ring  bard, 

*  But  that  alone  behind  his  gather'd  heap.  2.') 

*  Over  his  rocks  with  fear  he  trembling  looks, 

*  And  sees  thee  dreadful,  as  the  ghost  of  night, 

*  That  to  his  vessel  rolls  the  turbiil  wave.' 

*  First  of  my  bards,'  says  Oscar,  haste  thy  way 

*  And  take  Fingal's  bright  spear.     To  its  dread  point         3(J 

*  Affix  a  flame,  and  to  the  winds  of  heaven 

*  With  menace  shake  it.     Bid  him,    in  the  song, 

*  With  quick  approach  to  quit  his  rolling  wave. 
'  Let  Caros  know  my  strong  desire  for  fight, 

*  And  that  my  bow  is  weary  of  the  chase  "o 

*  Of  echoing  Cona.     Tell  him  that  far  hence 

*  The  strong  abide — and  that  my  arm  is  young.' 

Amidst  the  warblings  of  the  martial  song 
Kc  went,  and  Oscar  rear'd  his  voice  on  high. 
As  sounds  a  cave,  when  rough  before  its  moith  40 

Togarma's  turbid  main,  with  thund'ring  roar, 
Its  massy  billows  rolls ;  and  raging  winds 
Impetuous  meet  its  trees  :  his  heroes'  ears 
On  Ardvcn's  airy  plain,  it  rousant  reach'd. 
Like  gathering  streams  upon  the  mountain  plain,  45 

When  after  rain,  their  course  they  proudly  roll  ; 
Around  my  son  in  thick'ning  clouds  they  throng. 


A  P0E^r.  125 

Tlien  Ryno  to  the  mighty  Caros  came 
And  struck  his  flaming  spear;  and  cry'd  aloud: 
'  Come  thou,  that  sittest  on  the  rolling  main,  50 

*  To  Oscar's  battle.     Far  remov'd  from  hence 

*  Abides  Fingal  amidst  the  dulcet  song 

^  Of  his  sweet  bards  on  Morven  ;  whilst  his  hair 

*  In  ringlets  floats  wild  in  his  aulic  gale. 

*  Down  l)V  his  side  is  laid  his  dreadful  spear,  55 
'   And  near  it  rests  his  bosyy,   orbed  shield, 

*  But  dim,   in  semblance  like  tlie  darken'd  moon. 

*  To  Oscar's  battle  fearless  speed  thy  way, 

*  For  cjuite  alone  th'  miaided  hero  stands.' 

He  came  not  o'er  broad  Carun's  rolling  flood  ;——         60 
Then  with  his  martial  song  the  bard  return'd. 
Grey  night  grows  dim  on  Crona  ;  and  around 
Is  spread  the  feast  of  shells.     A  hundred  oaks 
Burn  to  the  wind,  and  o'er  the  nightly  heath 
Faint  gk-ams  the  light;  v/hilst  through  thcglim'ring  beam  65 
The  ghosts  of  Ardvcn  pass,  and  faintly  shew 
Their  dim  and  distant  forms.     Half  viewless  too 
Upon  her  meteor  bright  Comala  sits. 
Like  the  dark  moon  behind  the  mist  of  night, 
Sullen  and  dim  is  dark  Hidallan  seen.  70 

'  Why  art  thou  sad  ?'  said  Ryno  [for  the  chief 
No  other  eye  perceiv'd] — '  Why  art  thou  sad, 

*  Hidallan?  Hast  thou  not  thy  fame  rcceiv'd  ? 

*  Before  the  songs  of  Ossian,  on  the  wind 

*  (^VM)en  from  thy  cloud,  to  hear  the  solemn  dirge  75 

*  Of  Morven's  bard,  thou  didst  attentive  bend  ;) 

*  Amidst  the  sound,  thy  bright'ning  ghost  arose, 

*  And  dost  thou  see  the  hero,'  Oscar  said 

*  Dim  as  the  meteor  in  the  gloom  of  night  ? 

*  Say,  Ryno,  how. — the  chief  of  such  renown  80 
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'  In  onx  ibrefatiit'i's'  flays ! — say  how  he  fell  ? 
'  On  Cona's  rocks  his  sounding  navae  remains  I 

*  The  streamlets  of  his  hills  ol't'  have  I  seea  !' 

*  Finical  had  driv'n  IIitli)!an  from  his  wars,' 
Rcply'd  the  bard. — ^  For  iorn  Comala's  fate  .So 

'  The  royal  soul  was  sad,  and  his  pain'd  eyes 
'  No  longer  could  upon  Hidallan  look. 
'  Lonely  and  sad,  along  the  heathy  plain, 

*  He*  slo\v  and  silent  niov'd.     Down  by  his  side 

*  Disorder'd  hang  liis  arms.     His  rUxTIcd  hair  T'' 

*  Loose  from  his  helmet  flics.     The  bursting  tear 
«  Resistless  trickles  from  his  down-cast  eyes, 

*  And  from  his  breast  half  silent  stole  the  sigh, 
'  Three  days  before  to  Lamor's  halls  he  came, 

'  The  mossy  halls  (his  anccstorial  seat)  Do 

*  At  Balva's  streams ;  unseen,  alone  he  stray 'd. 

*  T/iere  Lamor  sat  alone  beneath  a  tree  ; 

*  For,  he  his  people,  to  the  aid  of  war, 

'  Had  with  Hidallan  sent. — Close  at  his  feet 

*  The  streamlet  ran,  and  on  his  staff  repos'd  ICO 

*  His  head  of  age,  and  sightless  ate  his  eyes  ; 

*  Whilst  o'er  he  hums  the  song  of  other  times. 

*  His  ear  perceiv'd  Hidallan's  feet  approach  ; 

*  For,  well  his  steps  the  aged  father  knew. 

"  Is  Lamor's  son  rcturn'd  ?"  *  he  then  cxclaim'd,'     105 
"   Or  do  I  hear  the  footsteps  of  his  ghost  ? 
"   Amidst  the  wars,  on  sounding  Carun's  banks 
"  Son  of  the  aged  Lamor,  hast  thou  fall'n  ? 
*'  Or,  if  I  really  hear  Hidallan's  feet, 

"  Where  are  the  mighty  in  the  deeds  of  war?  110 

"  Where,  my  brave  warriors,  with  their  echoing  shields, 
"  With  thee,  Hidallan,  v/onted  to  return  ? 
*'  On  winding  Carun's  banks  (say)   have  they  faU'n  ?" 

»  Hidallan. 
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"  No  :"  *  said  the  youth,  h'v^  with  a  honving  sigli  ; 
**  Stiil,  Lamor's  people  Uve.     And  on  the  field  115 

♦*  Renown,  my  father,  crowns  their  valiant  deeds. 
«*  But  from  Hldallan  fame  hath  wing'd  her  flight ! 
**  Alone,  when  loud  the  roar  of  battle  grows, 
**  On  Balva's  banks  now  I  must  sit  alone." 

"  But  my  forefathers  never  sat  alone  ;"—  120 

*  The  rising  pride  of  Lamor  then  reply'd.' 
"  Never,  when  loud  the  roar  of  battle  rose, 
"  Sat  they  on  Balva's  silent  banks  alone. 
"  Behold'st  thou  not  that  tomb,  the'  my  dim  eyes 
*'  Discern  it  not  ?     There  brave  Oarmallon  rests  12j 

*'  Who  never  fled  from  war — but  nobly  stood. 
"  Come,  thou  renown'd  in  battle  ;"  '  then  he  cries,' 
**  Come  to  thy  father's  tomb  ! — Garmallon  ! — Ah  ! — 
**  Where  is  my  fame? — My  son  has  fled  from  war!" 

'  Again  Hidailan  answer'd,  with  a  sigh :'  ISO" 

"  King  of  the  stroamy  Balva  !  Why  torment 
**  Aly  troubled  soul  ?     Lamor,  I  never  fear'd. 
*♦  Through  sad  vexatian  for  Comahi's  fate, 
*'  Fingal  discharg'd  Hidailan  from  his  wars. 
"  Go  to  the  grisled  streamlets  of  thy  land,  13j 

"  And  moulder,"  *  said  lie,'  *'  like  a  leafless  oak, 
*♦  Down  over  Balva,  bent  by  forcive  v.'inds 
**  Torn  from  its  sapless  root,  no  more  to  grow  I" 

"  And  must  I  hear,"  '  said  Lamor  in  reply,' 
"  The  lonely  tread  of  weak  Hidallan's  feet  ?  1-iO 

■"  When  thousands  are  renown'd  in  strife  of  war, 
*'  Shall  he  above  my  grisled  streamlets  bend  ? 
"  Spirit  of  fam'd  Garmallon  !     To  his  place 
"  Of  final  rest,  sad  Lamor  hence  convey  I 
"  His  eyes  are  dark  :  his  heaving  soul  is  sad,  14.^' 

"  And  now  his  son  has  ever  lost  his  fame  I" 
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"  Where,"  *  said  the  youth  to  gladden  Lamor's  soui,' 
**  Shall  1,  in  search  of  honour,  take  my  way  ? 
*'  From  whence,  amidst  renown,  shall  I  return, 
*'  That  ghidly  he  may  hear  my  sounding  arms  ?  130 

"   If  to  the  chase  of  hinds  perchance  1  go, 
"  My  fame  will  not  be  heard  :  nor  with  his  hands, 
"  For  joy  at  my  arrival  from  the  hill 
"  Will  La  mo  r  feel  my  dogs :  nor,  of  his  heights, 
"  Nor,  of  the  dark-brown  deer,  that  starting  browse        155' 
**  Upon  his  desert  lands,  will  he  enc|uire." 

"  As  falls,"  *  said  Lamor,'  "  some  lorn  leafless  oak, 
**  So  must  I  fall  !     Upon  an  airy  rock 
"  Stately  it  grew,  but  by  the  nightly  storm 
"  Of  meadless  course,  uprooted  down  it  fell !  IGCV 

*'  Mournful,  upon  my  native  hills,  my  ghost, 
"  For  my  lov'd  youth  Hidallan,  will  be  seen, 
*'  Say,  will  not  ye,  ye  thickly-rolling  mists, 
"  Of  dusky  night,  him  from  my  eyes  enveil  ? 
*'  My  son  !  Delay  not — haste  to  Lamor's  hall :  16&*» 

**  There  pendant  are  our  ancestorial  arms. 
"  Garmallon's  sword  select  and  bring  away — 

foe  he  took." 

*  The  sword,  with  all  its  sparkling,  studded  thongt 

*  He  went  and  brought,  and  to  his  father  gave.  17Q 

*  The  grey-hair'd  hero,  dim  with  age  extreme, 

*  The  point  examin'd  vvilh  his  hand,  and  said  :' 

"   My  son!  conduct  me  to  Garm.Jion's  tomb: 
*'  Grey-rising  near  that  tree  of  rustling  sound. 
*'   The  once  long  grass  is  wither"d  on  the  ground,  175' 

*'  For  there  the  whistling  breeze  I  lately  heard, 
"  A  little,  murm'ring  stream  adjacent  flows, 
*♦  And  rolls  its  courac  to  Balva's  winding  flood. 
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'•  There  let  me  rest;   for  'tis  the  height  of  noon, 

*'  And  bcorching  on  our  fields  the  sun-beam  falU.'  180 

*  He  to  Garmallon's  tomb  his  father  led  ; 
'   And  his  son's  side  the  hoary  Lamor  pierc'd  I 

*  They  sleep  tOEjether ;  and  iheir  halls  antique 

*  On  Balva's  banks  are  mould'ring  fast  away. 

'  There  ghosts,  at  noon,  of  shady  forms  are  seen  ;  185 

'   Whilst  in  the  vale  incessant  silence  reigns, 

*  And  Lamor's  place  the  shaking  people  shun.' 

*  Son  of  the  times  of  old,'  then  Oscar  said, 

*  Sad  is  thy  mournful  tale!     My  pained  soul, 

'  Sighs  for  Hidallan.     In  his  days  of  youth  19() 

'  Was  his  untimely  fall !     Light  on  the  blast 

*  He  in  the  desert.flies  ;  and,  far  from  home, 
'  To  his  lone  wand'iing  in  a  foreign  land. 

*  Ye  sons  of  echoing  Morven  !  Near  the  foes 

*  Of  brave  Fingal,  assemblant  now  collect.  195 

*  Dismiss  the  night  amidst  the  dulcet  song, 

'  And  all  the  strength  of  Caros  cautious  watch  : 

*  For  to  the  chiefs  who  liv'd  in  other  times 
'  To  silent  Ardven's  light  and  airy  shades  ; 

*  Where  dimlv  sit  his  fathers  in  their  clouds,  2()0 

*  And  view  the  future  battles  ;  Oscar  goes. 

*  And,  like  a  half-extinguish'd  meteor,  there, 

*  Hidallan,  see  1  thee?     Amidst  thy  woe, 

*  O  roaring  Balva's  chief,  my  sight  approach  !' 

Onward  with  songs  the  heroes  move,  and  slow  205 

Advances  Oscar  up  the  rising  steep. 
Before  him,  on  the  silent,  shaded  heath. 
The  nightly  meteors  in  gradation  set. 
I'^iint,  at  a  distance,  rolls  a  rapid  stream, 
Whilst  through  the  aged  oaks,  with  sudden  gusts,  210 

Unfrecjucnt  rash  the  blasts.     Behind  her  hill, 
R 
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The  lialf-cnlightcn'tl  moon,  sinks  dim  and  red. 
A\"e:ik  voices  on  the  heath  are  faintly  heard, 
AnJ  his  bright  sabre  fearless  Oscar  drew. 

'  Gliosis  of  my  fathers  !  Come!'   The  hero  said.        215 
'   Ve,  th:it,  before,  with  th'  emp'rors  of  the  world 

*  In  combat  fought!   The  deeds  of  future  times 
'   And  your  discourses  in  your  secret  caves, 

*  When  ye  converse  together  and  your  sons 

*  See,   on  th' embattled  plain  ;  to  me  foretel.'  220 

Straight  at  the  summons  of  his  mighty  son, 
Came  Trenmor  from  his  hill.     His  airy  limbs 
A  cloud,  resemblant  of  the  stranger's  steed, 
Supportant  him  upheld.     His  shady  robe 
Of  Lano's  mist,  that  with  pestif'rous  course  225 

Bring  to  the  people  gcu'ral  death,   was  made. 
His  sword,  a  meteor  half  extinguish'd  form'd  :— 
And  his  void  face  is  without  form  and  dark. 
Thrice  o'er  the  fiero  heavily  he  sigh'd, 

And  thrice  the  winds  of  night  loud  roar'd  around.  230 

To  Oscar  many  were  his  frequent  words  ; 
But  to  our  ears  by  halves,  they  only  came. 
Mysterious  as  the  tales  of  otlier  times. 
Before  the  splendour  of  tiie  song  arose. 

Like  mist,  that  melts  upon  the  sunny  liill,  235 

Slowdy  he  vanished. — Then,  first  was  the  time, 
O  Toscar's  daughter,  when  my  son  grew  sad. 
Th'  approaching  fall  of  his  illustrious  race 
Beforehand  he  beheld. — Thoughtful  and  (Luk, 
At  intervals  in  silence  he  was  seen.  210 

So  fades,  at  times,  the  sun  ;  when,  on  his  face, 
A  cloud  he  carries,  but,  e'er  long,  again 
On  Cona's  hills  he  darts  his  beaming  rays. 
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Oscir  the  i!;l(>omy  .season  of  the  n!<>;ht 
Among  liis  lathers  pass'd. — On  Carun's  bimks  21*3 

Him  morning  met  grey-dawning  on  the  hills 
Around  a  tomb,  which  ii)  the  times  of  old 
Was  rais'd,  appear'd  a  circumambient  vale 
Of  aspect  vernal.     Little  hills  their  heads 
Lift  at  a  distance  ;  and  their  branchv  trees  250 

Of  antique  growth,  stretch  waving  in  the  gale. 
The  warlike  force  of  Caros  [for  by  niglit 
They  o'er  the  stream  li;i.d  cross'd]    were  seated  there 
To  the  pale  light  of  the  new  rising  morn, 
Like  trunks  of  aged  pines,  their  hosts  appear'd.  255 

Close  by  this  tomb  the  fearless  Oscar  stood, 
And  dreadful  thrice  then  rais'd  his  thund'ring  voice. 
The  rocking  hills  loud  echo'd  all  around  ; 
And  bounding  ran  the  starting  roes  awav. 
With  shriekings  also  on  their  sailing  clouds,  260 

The  trembling  ghosts  of  the  deceased  fled. 
Such  was  the  consternation,  at  the  sound 
Of  my  son's  voice;  wiicn  he  his  friends  convcn'd. 

A  thousand  spears,  at  once,  rose  glitt'ring  round — 
The  host  of  Caros  rose  : — — But  why  that  tear  ?  2G5 

Say,  Toscar's  daughter,  why  ?     My  noble  soa 
Is  brave,  though  still  alone.     As  in  the  sky 
Darts  forth  the  beam,  my  Oscar  brightly  shines. 
Around  he  turns — and  down  the  people  fall  ! 
His  hand  is  like  a  spirit's  deathly  arm,  270 

When  from  a  cloud  with  stretching  force  lie  bends. 
And  viewless  keeps  the  rest  of  his  thin  form  ; 
Yet  in  the  vale  the  falling  people  die ! 
Fearless  my  son  th'  approaching  foe  beheld ; 
And,  in  the  silent  darkness  of  his  strength,  275 

Manful  he  stood,  and  thus  aloud  exclaim'd : 
*  Am  I  alone,  amidst  a  thousand  foes ! 
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*  There,  many  a  spear  with  barbed  point  is  seen  ! 

*  And  many  a  darkly-roiling  eye  appears  ! 

*  Shall  1  to  Ardven  fly  I  Hold — let  ine  ask,  2=^0 
'  Did  e'er  my  lather's  fly?     Tlieir  fatal  arm 

*  Its  mark  did  in  a  thousand  battles  leave  ! 

*  And  Oscar  also  will  renown  acquire. 

'   Come  then,  my  father's  dimly  ghosts,  and  see 

*  My  deeds  in  war  I — 'Tis  true,   I  chance  may  fail :  2^3 

*  Yet  still,  like  echoing  Morven's  martial  race, 
'  Unfadint^  fame  my  ieits  in  war  shall  crown.* 
As  swells  a  Hood  pent  in  a  narrow  vale 

Wide  in  his  place  dilated  still  he  stood  ! 

The  battle  came — but  (heaps  on  heaps)  they  fell,  29ft- 

And  Oscar's  sword  reek'd  with  the  purple  blood. 

At  Crona's  flood,  the  noise  his  people  reach'd  ; 
And,  like  a  hundred  streams,  thry  sounding  came. 
Away  tlic  martiirl  chiefs  of  Caros  tied  ; 

And,  like  a  rock  left  by  the  ebbing  sea,  296 

Oscar  unmov'd  and  stately  still  rcmaiu'd. 

Kow  dark  and  deep,  wUh  all  his  foaming  steeds, 
Cmos  his  might  in  sadness  roU'd  along. 
The  little  streams,  amidst  his  course  are  lost, 
And,  with  the  strife,  the  earth  is  rocking  round.  300 

With  rage  from  wing  to  wing  the  f)attle  spreads! 
At  once,  ten  tliousand  swords  gleam  in  the  sky  ! — ■ 
But  why  should  Ossian  still  of  battles  sing? 
For  never  shall  my  steel  more  shine  in  war. 
Percepti\c  of  the  weakness  of  my  arm  305 

My  days  of  youth  to  mind  with  grief  recur. 
H;ippy  are  they,  that  fell  in  strength  of  youth, 
Bright  in  the  flower  of  their  meridian  fame  ! 
They  the  lone  tombs  of  their  once  dearest  friends 
Have  not  beheld,  nor  fail'd  to  bend  the  bow  310 
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Of  str('iui;th  matiiro.     Amidst  thy  rushing  blast, 

O  Oscar,   happy  is  thy  youthful  day! 

Oft'  to  thy  fields  of  fame,  where  Caros  fled 

From  thy  uplifted  sabre,  is  thy  way. 

Fair  daughter  of  Toscar  !    Darkness  with  its  gloom  315 

Steals  repant  on  my  soul,  nor  do  I  more 

The  figure  of  my  son  at  Carun's  streams, 

Nor  Oscar's  form  on  murm'ring  Crona  see. 

Far  hence  the  rustling  winds  have  him  convey'd, 

And  o'er  his  father's  bosom  sadness  low'rs  !  320 

But  me,  Malvina,  to  my  sounding  groves 
And  my  loud  roaring  mountain-streams  conduct. 
To  bring  tiie  days  of  other  years  to  mind, 
Let  the  loud  chace  on  Cona  meet  my  ear. 
But  bring,  O  maid,  the  lyre  of  dulcet  sound,  525 

That,  when  the  brightness  of  my  soul  shall  rise, 
xXmusant  I  may  touch  the  trembling  string. 
Be  thou  too  near,   to  learn  the  rising  song, 
And  Ossian's  name  in  future  times  shall  sound. 

The  sons  of  weakness,  in  the  times  to  come,  330 

Will  lift  the  voice  on  Cona  ;   and  with  eyes 
Rais'd  to  the  rocks,  will  say:  '  Here  Ossian  dwelt.' 
The  chiefs  of  old  the  race  that  are  no  more 
(While  on  our  clouds,  the  wings  of  roaring  winds, 
We,  O  Malvina,  ride)  ;  they  shall  admire.  335 

Borne  on  the  gales,   above  the  desert  rock 
Our  voices  shall,  at  times,  be  heard  in  song. 
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€I)t  War  of  f  nis=tt)ona : 

A  POEM. 


ARGUMENT. 
THIS  poem  is  ait  episode,  introduced  in  a  great  work  composed  by  Ossisn,  in 
which  the  actions  of  liis  friends,  and  his  beloved  son  Oscar,  were  interwoven. 
The  woik  Itself  is  lost,  but  some  episodes,  and  the  story  of  the  poein,  are 
handed  down  by  tradition.  Inis-thona  was  an  island  of  Scandinavia,  sub- 
ject 10  its  own  king,  but  depending  upon  the  iiingdoni  of  Lochlin. 


LIKE  the  sliort  vi-ion  of  the  tran.icnt  dream, 
Which  on  tlie  dark-brown  hill  of  shady  heath 
The  hunter  thinks  lie  sees,  our  time  oi  youth 
Soon  glides  away. — In  mildest  beams  of  sun 
He  sleeps  ;  but  shortly  wakes  amidst  a  storm.  5 

Red  round  him  flies  the  lightning  :  and  the  trees 
Their  troul)led  heads  shake  dusky  in  the  wind : 
Back,  witli  delight  upon  the  sunny  day, 
And  on  the  pleasing  visions  of   his  rest, 
With  eager  wishes  for  the  past,  he  looks  I  10' 


When  shall  the  youth  of  Ossian,  \\'ith  new  shoots, 
Verdant  return  ?     Or,  in  the  sound  of  arms 
His  ravish  d  ear  delight  ?     When,  in  my  steel, 
Shall  I,  like  Oscar,  make  my  path  to  shine  ? 
Come,  with  your  streams,  ye  hills  of  Cona,  come  ;  }5 

And  give  attentive  ear  to  Ossian's  voice  ! 
Briglft  as  the  sun,  clear-shining  from  the  cast, 
Is  rising,   in  my  soul,   the  tuneful  song  ;• 


T  H  E  W  A  R  OF  I  N  I  S-  T II  O  N  A.  135 

And,  quite  absori)'cl   in  prospects  of  the  past, 

The  joys  of  other  times  my  heart  perceives.  20 

Distinct,  O  Schna  I   I  behold  thy  tovv'rs, 

And  tlie  dusk  oaks  extending  o'er  thy  wall. 
\  Thy  murm'ring  streams  are  sounding  in  my  ear  ; 

And  crowding  heroes  stand  in  circles  round, 
f  Supported  by  great  Trenmor's  bossy  shield,  25 

1  (His  spear  against  the  moss-grown  wall  reclin'd) 
i  To  the  soft  accents  of  the  warbling  bards 
I  'Attent,  Fingal  is  seated  in  the  midst. 
'.  The  warlike  feats  of  liis  victorious  arm, 
;  And  the  king's  deeds  in  his  fam'd  youth  are  heard.  30 

Returned  from  the  labours  of  the  chase, 
The  hero's  praise  enraptur'd  Oscar  heard. 
The  shield  of  Branno  from  the  tov/'ring  wall, 
He  took,  and  tears  brim  started  in  his  eyes. 
Red  was  his  cheek  of  youth  ;  and  low  his  voice  35 

Of  accent  tremulous.     Bright  within  his  hand 
Its  head  my  jav'lin  shook  whilst  he  his  voice 
To  Morven's  king,  'mifist  warm  sensations,  spoke. 

'  Fingal!  of  lieroe?  thou  the  royal  chief! 

*  Ossian,  the  next  to  him  in  warlike  tame  !  4(1 

*  In  youth's  meridian  ye  the  battle  fought, 

f  And  bright  renown  hath  crown'd  your  names  in  song. 

*  Oscar  is  transient  as  high  Cona's  mist  ; 

*  I  just  appear — then  vanish  quick  away  ; 

Ij  *  Nor  will  the  bard  my  name  discern  in  song,  4* 

I  *  Nor  will  the  hunter  on  the  dark-brown  heath 
I  f  My  tomb  enquire.     Ye  heroes  of  renown, 

*  In  Inis-thon:''s  battles  let  me  figlit. 

*  Far  distant  is  the  nation  of  my  war  ! 

*  And  Oscar's  fall  your  ears  shall  never  reach,  $0 

*  In  future  time  some  bard  mav  find  me  there. 
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*  And  to  the  song,  perchance,  entrust  my  name. 

*  The  strani^er's  daughter  shall  my  tomb  behold, 

*  And  o'er  the  lonely  youth,  that  came  from  far, 
'  In  silence  weep.     The  bard,  too,  at  the  feast 

*  Shall  say  :  **  Now  give  attention  to  t'le  song — 
*'  The  song  of  Oscar  from  the  distant  land." 

*  Oscar,'  ivply'd  the  glad  Morvenlan  king, 

*  Son  of  my  fame,  most  surely  thou  shalt  fight. 

*  To  Inis-thona  my  undaunted  chief, 

*  To  carry,  my  dark-bosom'd  ship  prepare. 

*  Son  of  my  son,  our  ancient  fame  regard  ; 

*  For  thou  art  risen  from  a  honour'd  race  ! 

*  The  strangers'  children  suffer  not  to  say  : 

*'  Weak  are  the  son's  of  Morven  !"  But,  my  son, 

*  Be  thou,  in  battle,  like  the  roaring  storm  ; 

'  And  mild,  in  peace,  as  gleams  the  ev'ning  sun. 

*  My  Oscar,  say  to  Inis-thona's  king  : 

"  Fingal  his  youthful  arm  remembers  still : 
"  When  in  the  lovely  Agandecca's  days, 
"  In  fiercest  combat  we  together  strove." 

They  lifted  up,  in  haste,  the  sounding  sail. 
And  through  the  thongs  of  their  high-tow'ring  masts 
Loud  blew  the  whistling  -wind.     The  oozy  rocks 
Waves  lash'd,  and  all  the  strength  of  ocean  roar'd. 
The  land  of  groves  my  son  saw,  through  the  wave  : 
Soon  into  Runa's  echoing  bay  he  rush'd, 
And  sent  his  sword  to  Annir,  king  of  spears. 
Up  rose  the  grey-hair'd  hero  at  the  sight, 
When  he  the  sabre  of  Fingal  beheld. 
With  eyes  full  swimming  with  the  briny  tear 
The  battles  of  their  youth  he  call'd  to  mind. 
Before  the  lovely  Agandecca  t'.vice 
Had  they  in  combat  rais'd  the  glitt'ring  spear: 
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'    Far  at  a  dist.ince  heroes  treml)Iin<T  stood,  85 

i    As  if  two  ghosts  in  angry  strife  li;ul  met  ! 

*  But,  now,'  begun  the  king:  *  I'm  weak  with  age, 

*  And  useless  lies  the  sword  within  my  hall ! 

*  Tliou  art  of  Morven's  race  I  And  in  the  strife 

'  Of  glitt'ring  spears  has  Annir  also  been  :  90 

*  But  now,  like  Lano's  storm-struck,  faded  oak, 

*  I  have  no  son  to  welcome  thy  approach, 

*  Or,  thee  to  carry  to  his  father's  halls, 

*  Pale  in  the  dust  intombed  Argon  lies, 

*  And  Ruro  is  no  more  !     Within  the  hall  95 

*  Of  strangers  is  my  daughter  ; — and  my  tomb 

*  She  longs  to  see. — Ten  thousand  glitt'ring  spears 

*  Shakes  her  strange  spouse,  and,  like  a  cloud  of  death, 

*  From  La  no  comes.     O  echoing  Morven's  son, 

*  Thee  here  I  welcome  ; — Annir's  feast  partake  !'  ICO 

Three  days  successive  they  kept  up  the  feast. 
And  on  the  fourth  grey  Anuir's  ear  of  age 
The  name  of  Oscar  re.ich'd. — They  in  the  shell 
Festive  rejoic'd  ;  and  R  una's  boars  pursu'd.  105 

Near  to  the  boiling  fount  of  mossy  stones 
Their  weary  limbs  the  noble  heroes  rest. 
Down  stole  from  Annir's  eyes  the  gushing  tear; 
And  from  his  breast  forth  broke  the  rising  sigh  : 

*  Here  darkly  rest,'  the  weeping  hero  said,  110 

*  The  children  of  my  youth.     This  mossy  stone 

*  Is  Ruro's  tomb  :  that  tree  of  rustling  leaf, 

*  Sounds  o'er  the  tomb  of  Argon. — O  my  sons, 

*  Within  your  narrow  house,  hear  ye  my  voice  ? 

*  Or,  when  the  breezes  of  the  desert  rise,  115 

*  Speak  ye  amidst  these  rustling  leaves  to  me?' 
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'  Say — king  of  Inis-tliona',  Oscar  said, 

*  How  fell  the  sons  of  youtii  ?     Oft'  o'er  tiieir  tombs 
«  Tiie  wild  boar  rushes,  but  the  hunters'  re^t 

*  His  feet  disturb  not.     Lightly  they  pursue  120 

*  The  cloud-form'd  deer,  and  bend  their  airy  bow. 

*  The  fav'rite  pastime  of  their  once  stout  youth 

*  Even  yet  they  love,  and  Jiiount  the  wind  with  joy.' 

*  Cornialo,'  then  the  king  in  answer  said, 

<  Ten  thousand  spears  commands. — With  look  of  war,      12.i» 

*  He  at  dark-rolling  Lano's  waters  dwells  ; 

*  Whence  rising  spreads  the  gloomy  cloud  of  death, 

*  To  Runa's  echoing  halls  he  came,   and  sought 

*  The  honour  of  the  spear.     The  noble  youth 

*  Was  lovely,  as  beams  the  rising  san  of  morn  !  130 

*  And  (ew  were  they,   that  him  in  fight  could  meet! 

*  My  heroes  yielded  to  Cormalo's  arm  : 

'  And  Lano's  son  my  daughter's  favour  won. 

*  'Midst  falling  tears  of  pride,  back  from  the  chase 

*  Argon  and  Ruro  came.     Their  silent  eyes  135 

*  With  grief  on  Runa's  heroes  sad  they  roll'd, 

*  Because  they  to  a  stranger  gave  the  day, 

*  Three  days  they  with  Cormalo  festive  spent, 

*  And  on  the  fourth  my  valiant  Argon  fought. — ► 

*  But  who  in  combat  could  with  Argon  strive?  liO 

*  Beneath  his  arm  the  chicf.of  Lano  sunk. 

*  Dark  swell'd  his  Losom  with  the  grief  of  pride, 

*  And  to  behold  the  death  of  both  my  sons, 

*  In  secret  he  resolv'd.. — 'To  Runa's  hills 

*  They  went — and  there  the  dark-brown  hinds  pursu'd.    145 

*  The  secret  arrow  of  Cormalo  flew,  -J 

*  And  both  my  children  fell .'     To  his  lov'd  maid — 

*  To  Inis-thona's  dark-hair'd  maid,  he  came. 

*  With  utmost  speed  they  o'er  the  desert  fled, 

<  And  Annir  in  lone  solitude  remain'd.  15(^ 
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*  IMic  iiiglit  :ipproacli't1 — bii2;hl  morning  too  appcai'd — • 
*'  Yet  neither  Argon  s  voice,  nor  Ruro's,  came. 

*  At  length,  howe'er,  their  fav'rite  dog  is  seen, 

*  The  Iket  and  bounding  Runar. — To  the  hall 

*  He  howling  came,  and  tow'rds  their  fatal  place  1^5 
'  Still  seem'd  to  look,  and  we  his  course  pursa'd — 

*  Fall'ii  in  this  very  phice  my  sons  we  found, 

*  And  by  th.is  moss^y  stream  we  them  intcrr'd. 

*  This  is  the  haunt  of  Annir,  when  the  chase 

*  Of  the  fleet  hinds  is  over.— Like  the  trunk  160 

*  Of  some  bare  oak  of  years,  above  their  place 

*  I  bend  ,-  and  from  me  tears  incessant  flow.' 


165 


♦  Ronnan  !'  the  rising  wratli  of  Oscar  said, 

*  King  Ogar,  of  the  spears  I     My  heroes  call — 

*  (The  sons  of  streamy  Morven)  to  my  side. 

*  To-day  to  Lano's  water,  whence  arise 

*  The  noxious  clouds  of  death,  our  way  we  speed 

*  Short  is  the  season  of  Cormalo's  joy  ; 

*  Death  at  the  point  of  our  bright  swords  oft'  hangs.' 

Like  stormy  clouds  when  o'er  the  dark'ning  heath,    170 
Before  the  torrent  of  dusk-winds,  they  roll : 
(Their  edges  are  with  ibrked  lightning  ting'd. 
And  the  near  storm  the  echoing  groves  foresee) : 
With  dreadful  speed,  they  o'er  the  desert  came. 
The  horn  of  Oscar's  battle  soon  was  heard,  175 

And  'midst  its  trembling  waves  all  Lano  shook! 
Around  Cormalo's  bossed,  sounding  shield, 
Direct  the  children  of  the  lake  conven'd. 
Then  Oscar,  as  in  battle  he  was  wont, 

With  all  his  prowess  fought.     Beneath  his  sword  180 

Corrndlo  fell :  and  to  their  secret  vales 
Th'  atfrighted  sons  of  dismal  Lano  fled. 
Then  Inis-thona's  widowed  daughter  back 
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To  Annir's  soLiudina;  hulls  I'.ravc  Oscar  brought.  •! 

Again,  the  face  of  age  was  bright  with  joy,  1S5 

And,  in  his  soul,  he  blest  the  king  of  swords. 

How  great  was  Ossian's  p!eii.sure  when  the  sails 
Of  his  brave  son,  yet  distant,  he  beheld  ! 
'Twas  like  a  cloud  bright-rising  in  the  e;st, 
When,  lonely  wand'ring  in  a  land  unknown,  19t) 

The  trav'ller  sadly  lours  ;  and  dismal  night. 
With  all  her  ghosts,  around  him  thickly  pours. 
Him,  with  the  plaudit  o^"  symphonious  songs, 
To  Selmas  halls  we  broughl.     'J'he  feast  of  shells 
To  be  prepared,  lingai  gave  in  command.  1 

A  thousand  bards  the  name  of  Oscar  rais'd, 
And  Morvea's  groves  gave  echo  to  the  noise. 
In  charming  mien  there  Toscar's  daughter  stood, 
With  voice  reseniblant  of  the  dulcet  lyre, 
When,  in  calm  evening,  thro'  the  silent  vale,  2 

Borne  on  the  softness  of  the  rustluig  breeze 
With  zeph'rous  sweetness  comes  the  distant  sound  ! 

Ye,  that  enjoy  the  blessings  of  the  light," 
Upon  my  hills  beneaih  some  shady  rock 
O  lay  my  weary  limbs.     Around  the  place  i 

Let  th.e  thick  hazies  stand.     And  also,  let 
The  rustling  oak  of  spreading  boughs  be  near. 
Green  be  my  resting  place,  and  let  the  sound 
Of  distant  torrents  sweetly  lull  my  ear. 
Daughter  of  Toscar,  take  ihe  well-strung  lyre  I 

And  raise  thy  voice  in  Selma's  lovely  song: 
That  hast  ning  sleep,  amidst  the  growing  joy. 
My  soul  may  overtake: — thai  to  my  mind 
The  dreams  of  my  past  youth  may  sweet  return, 
Together  with  the  days  of  great  Fingal. —  ' 

Selma  !  thy  tow'rs,  thy  trees,  and  shaded  wall, 
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riill-risinc;  I  bdiold.     The  heroes  too 

Of  Morven  I  perceive  ;  and  ravish'd  hear 

The  Iriuls  of  choral  song.     Cormalo's  sword 

Whilst  the  brave  Oscar  lifts  amidst  the  crowd,  220 

Its  studded  thongs  a  thousand  youths  admire. 

Struck  with  amazement  at  his  potent  arm, 

With  wonder  on  mv  son  they  eager  look  ! 

The  joy  of  his  glad  father's  eyes  tht^y  mark  ;— 

They  long  to  equal  him  in  martial  fame.  225 

And  your  due  fame,  O  streamy  Morven's  soi^, 

Ye  shall  receive.     Oft'  bright'ned  with  the  song 

My  rising  spirit  beams  ;  and  of  my  youth 

Th'  associates  I  remember.     But  soft  sleep 

Down  with  the  lyral  dulcet-tremblings  comes,  230 

And  dreams  approach  with  sweet  inceptive  growth. 

Far  distant  stand,  sons  of  the  noisy  chase, 

Kor  my  calm  rest  disturb.     The  hoary  bard 

Of  other  times,  with  his,  forefather's  forms 

(Chiefs  of  the  days  of  old),  close  converse  holds.  235 

Sons  of  the  busy  chase,  far  distant  stand, 

Kor  interrupt  the  dreams  of  Ossian's  rest. 
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Clje  Battle  of  2.01-a: 

A  POEM. 


ARGUMENT. 
PiVOAL,  on  his  return  from  Ireland,  atter  lie  had  expelled  Swaran  from  ilnt 
kingdom,  insde  a  feast  to  all  his  heroes:  he  fnigot  to  invite  Ma-ronnau  ami 
Aldo,  two  chiefs,  who  had  not  been  along  wiih  him  on  his  expedition. — . 
Thev  resented  liis  neglert ;  and  went  over  to  r.iragon,  king  of  Sora,  a  coun- 
try of  Scandinavia,  the  declared  enemy  of  Fingal.  rhe  valour  of  Aldo  soon 
gained  him  a  great  repiit.tion  in  Sorj  ;  and  Lormi,  the  beantifnl  wilt-  of 
Krragon  fell  in  love  with  him.  He  iound  means  to  escape  with  her,  anu  to 
come  to  Finjal,  wlio  resided  then  in  S  >lma  on  the  western  coast.  Kru  on 
invadrd  'Scotland,  and  was  slain  in  battle  by  Uaul  the  son  of  Morni,  Ui-r 
he  had  rf  jt-tted  term  ■.  of  po-n'-e  offered  hi  in  I  y  fin^al.  In  this  war  A  uio  I  .-11 
in  a  single  coninat,  hv  the  innds  of  his  lival  l-lrragon  ;  and  the  unfouuni'.; 
Lornia  afterwards  died  ol  griet. 

SON  of  the  distant  land,  that  in  tlic  tell 
In  secret  dvvcllest !     Say — wluit  meets  my  e;ir  ? 
Hear  1  the  murin'rings  of  thy  sounding  groves  ? 
Or  brccze-liorne  come  the  accents  of  thy  songs? 
Tlio'  load  th(>  torrent  sounded  in  my  ear, 
A  tuneful  voice  I  he;;.rd.     Say — in  thy  song, 
The  chiefs  now  rcsiant  in  thy  nati-,  e  land, 
Or,  ghosts  ahid.int  in  the  fleeting  gale, 
Dost  thou  extol  ?     But,  o'er  th.it  heathy  plain 
('J'hou  lonely  dweller  of  the  silent  rocks  I)  10 

Cast  now  thy  eyes. — \A'ith  their  rank  whistling  grass, 
And  with  their  grizled  stones  of  mossy  heads, 
Green  tombs  tliou  se'st,  son  of  the  lonely  rock  I 
Them  thou  behold'st ;  but  Ossiun's  eyes  have  fail'd. 
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Down  roaring  comes  a  rapid  tnoantain-strcaiu  15 

^nd  sends  its  waters  round  a  verdant  hill  : 
Upon  the  airy  top  four  mossy  stones, 
'Midst  tufts  of  wither'd  grass,  up-rear  their  hc^ads. 
Two  trees,  down  bent  by  boist'rous,  wintry  storms, 
With  wide  and  whistling  branches  spread  around,  20 

This  is  thy  dwelling  Erragon! — this,  thy  house, 
Thy  narrow  house  !■ — Thy  noisy  festive  shells 
In  Sora's  mansions,  long  have  been  forgot ; 
And,  in  thy  hall,  dark  is  thy  shield  become. 
O  Erragon  great !  Thou  king  of  bounding  ships !  25 

Thou  chief  of  distant  Sora  I     On  our  hills 
flow  hast  thou  fall'n !     How  is  the  mighty  low  ! 
Son  of  the  secret  cell  !  Delightest  thou 
In  dirgeful  songs  ?     Then  Lora's  battle  hear. 
The  clangor  of  its  steel,  long  since  is  past.  30 

So  murm'ring  thunder  on  tlie  darken'd  hill 
^oars  for  a  time —  md  then  is  heard  jio  more. 
With  silent  beams  the  bursting  sun  returns: 
The  glitt'ring  rocks  reflect  the  welcome  rays. 
And  with  green  heads  the  grateful  mountauis  smile.  35, 

Our  bounding  ships,  from  Ullin's  rolling  waves 
The  winding  bay  of  Cona  safe  receiv'd  ; 
Whilst  our  white  sheets  hung  iooseiy  to  the  masts, 
And  boist'rous  roar'd  the  win.ds  through  Morveii's  groves. 
The  royal  horn  is  sounded,  and  the  deer  4jJ 

Start  fiom  the  coverts  of  the  shady  rocks. 
I^traight,  in  the  woods  our  winged  arrows  flew, 
And,  soon,  awide  the  mountain  feast  is  sprerid. 
For  dreadful  Swaran's  fail  (that  monster  dire) 
Upon  our  rocks  great  was  our  festive  joy.  43 

Two  heroes  were  ibrgotten  at  our  feast  ; 
And  hot  with  rage  their  angrv  bosoms  burn'd. 
Darkly  iheir  livid  eyes  in  secret  roli'd, 
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And  from  their  brrasts  forth  burst  tlic  sigli  of  grief.  | 

In  converse  they  together  are  observM,  5C 

Casting  their  spears,  in  anger,  on  the  gioiind. 

Amidst  our  joy  they  were  two  sliady  clouds, 

Like  misty  pillars  on  the  settled  sea. 

It  gleams  responsive  to  the  solar  beam, 

Yet  still  the  mariners  a  storm  foi'csce. 

*  Raise  my  white  sails,'  aloud  Ma-ronmn  rry'd  :— 

*  Them  to  the  western  gales  wide  spreading  raise. 

'  Through  the  white-foaming,  swelling  northern  wave 

*  O  Aldo,  let  us  rush.     For  at  the  feast 

'  We  are  forgot ;  yet,  red  with  reeking  blood 

*  Our  arms  h;ive  been.     The  mountains  of  Fingal 
'  Let  us  abandon,  and  hereafter  serve 

'  The  king  of  Sora.     For,  his  face  is  fierce, 

*  And  dusky  grows  around  his  spear  the  war, 

*  ¥or  fame,  O  Aldo,  in  the  heat  of  strife 

*  In  echoing  Sora's  battles  let  us  seek.' 

Arm'd  with  their  barbed  swords  and  shields  of  thongs, 
In  haste  to  Lumar's  winding  bay  they  rush'd. 
To  Sora's  haughty  king,  of  bounding  steeds 
The  chief,  they  came.     Back  from  the  sounding  chase       1 
Had  Erragon  come  : — his  spear  was  red  in  blood. 
Dark  to  the  ground  he  bent  his  swarthy  face. 
And  whistled,  as  he  went.     Without  delay 
He  to  his  feasts  the  welcome  strangers  took  ; 
Who  fought  and  conquer'd  in  his  roaring  wars.  "t 

Brlsht  whh  his  fame  to  Sora's  lofty  walls 
Back  Akio  came :  when  from  her  private  tow'r 
The  spouse  of  Erragon,  beauteous  Lorma  look'd 
With  humid,  rolling  eyes. — Her  dark-brown  hdr 
Wild  on  the  wind  of  ocean  flics,     |Icr  breast,  9 
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Like  flaky  snow  light  scattered  on  the  heath— 

(When,  with  soft  bieatli,   the  gentle  winds  arise 

And  slowly  move  it  in  the  falling  light), 

With  gentlest  heavings  rises  white  and  full. 

Bright  as  the  beam  of  Sora's  setting  sun  85 

Young  Aldo  she  beheld.     With  heaving  sighs 

Arose  her  feeling  heart:  the  starting  tears 

Stood  in  her  biimful  eyes,  and  in  her  grief 

On  her  white  arm  her  drooping  head  she  lean'd. 

The  grief  concealing  with  apparent  joy,  9^ 

Three  days  within  tlie  stately  hall  she  sat. 

Upon  the  fourth,  along  the  rolling  sea 

She  with  the  hero  took  a  speedy  flight. 

To  Cona's  tow'rs,  the  palace  of  Fingal, 

The  potent  king  of  glitt'ring  spears ;  they  came,  95 

*  O  thoughtless  Aldo  of  the  heart  of  pride  !' 
In  rising  wrath,   the  king  of  Morven  said  : 

*  Shall  I  protect  thee  from  the  justest  wrath 

*  Of  Sora's  injur'd  king  ?     Since  Sora's  fair 

*  Has  been  by  Aldo  of  the  little  soul,  109 

*  Away  convey'd  :  henceforth,  who  in  their  halls, 

*  Will  now  my  people  venture  to  receive, 

*  Or  give  the  feast  t-f  strangers?     Feeble  hand, 

*  Go  to  thy  hills — and  hide  thee  in  tliy  caves  : 

*  For  mournful  is  the  battle  we  must  fight  104 

*  W^ith  Sora's  gloomy  king  of  'vengeful  wrath  ! 

*  O  noble  Trenmor's  ghost !  when  shall  Fingal 

*  From  battle  cease  ?     Amidst  the  strife  of  war 

*  I  first  drew  breath,  and  in  dire  paths  of  blood 

*  Down  to  the  grave  must  be  my  dreary  way  !  IIQ 

*  Yet,  never  did  my  hand  the  feeble  liurt, 

*  Nor  did  my  steel  come  near  the  weak  in  arms. 

*  Thy  gath'ring  tempests,  that  e'er  long  my  halU 

*  Will  overturn,  O  Morven,  I  behold : 

T 
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'  When  fall'n  in  war  my  children  (lend  sh-ilt   lie  115 

*  And  none  remain  in  Selma's  halls  to  dwrll  : 

*  Then,  will  the' feeble  sons  of  weakness  come, 

*  My  silent  tomb  unable  to  discern. 

*  But  my  renown  shall  flourish  in  the  sonj^, 

'   And  like  the  shadowy  visions  of  a  dream,  120 

*  My  deeds  in  war  to  future  times  shall  be.' 

'Round  Erragon  straight  (as  round  a  gliost  of  night, 
The  storms  collect,  when  he  from  Morven's  top 
Them  summons,  and  upon  the  stranger's  land 
Prepares  to  pour  them),  all  his  forces  crowd. —  12S 

To  Cona's  shore  he  came ;  and  to  the  king 
Dismiss'd  his  bard,  in  challenge  to  demand 
The  fight  of  thousands,  or,  the  land  of  hills. 
Encircled  by  th'  associates  of  his  youth 

ringal  sat  in  his  hall  ;  whilst  distant  far  13) 

The  younger  heroes  in  the  desert  wastes 
The  chase  pursu'd.     The  grey-hair'd  chiefs  discours'd 
Of  other  times,  and  actions  of  their  youth  ; 
When  aged  Narthmor,  streamy  Lora's  king, 
Th''  approach  of  Erragon,  loud,  announcing  came.  135-. 

*  The  songs  of  other  years,'  begun  the  chief, 

*  This  is  no  time  to  hear  :— upon  the  coast 

'  Dark  Erragon  frowns  and  lifts  ten  thousand  swords. 

*  Among  his  chiefs  a  gloom  pervades  the  king, 

*  His  countenance  is  like  the  darken'd  moon,  Mfll 

*  Amidst  the  meteor's  blaze  in  time  of  night !' 

*  Come  from  thy  Irdl,'  said  the  Morvenian  chief, 

*  Thx)U  d:iughter  of  my  love:  Bosmina,  come, 

*  Thou  maid  of  streamy  Morven,  from  thy  hall  J 

<  The  stranger's  steeds  in  haste,  O  Narthmor,  tike,         1-1> 

*  And  on  the  daughter  of  Fingal  attend. 
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*  Here,  to  our  least — to  Selmu's  shaded  wall, 
'  Let  her  the  king  of  distant  Sora  l/id. 

*  Propose  to  him,  Bosmina,  open  peace — 

*  The  peace  of  heroes,  and  th"  extensive  wealth  150 

*  or  gen'rous  Aldo  :  for,  far  distant  stand 

*  Oar  youths,  and  age  is  on  our  trembhng  hands. 

Bright  as  a  beam  of  iigiit  comes  to  a  cloud 
To  Erragon's  host  she  came  !      In  lier  right  hand 

*  An  arrow  of  gohl  she  hehl,  and  in  her  left  155 
A  sparkHng  shell,  the  sign  of  Morven's  peacct 

As  gleams  a  rock  before  the  sunny  beams 

Forth  sudden  issuing  from  a  broken  cloud 

Divided  by  the  bluster  of  the  gale  ; 

So  bright'ning  Erragon  in  her  presence  slione.  IGQ 

*  Son  of  the  distant  Sora,'  then  begun         s 
The  mildly  blushing  maid:  *  Come  to  the  feast 

*  Of  Morven's  king — to  Selma's  shaded  walls. 

*  The  peace  of  heroes  also,  warrior,  take  ; 

*  And  let  the  sword  rest  darkly  by  thy  side.  165 

*  And,  if  the  wealth  of  kings  should  be  thy  choice, 

*  To  gen'rous  Aide's  words  attention  pay. 

*  As  terms  of  peace,  to  Erragon  he  gives 

*  An  hundred  steeds,  the  children  of  the  rein  ; 

'  An  hundred  virgins  too,  from  distant  lands ;  170 

*  Likewise,  an  hundred  hawks  with  flutt'ring  wing, 

*  That  fly  across  the  sky.     An  hundred  zones, 

*  Friends  of  the  births  of  heroes,  and  the  cure 

*  Of  every  son  of  toil  ; — these  sacred  zones, 

*  To  bind  high-breasted  women,  shall  be  thine.  176 
'  Ten  shells  bestudded  with  bright-glitt'ring  gems 

*  In  Sera's  tow'rs  shall  shine  ;  upon  their  stars 

*  Blue  trembling  waters  seem  like  sparkling  wine, 

*  Amidst  the  echo  of  their  sounding  halls 
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*  They  gladden'd  once  the  emp'rors  of  the  world.  1S{ 

*  Ready,  O  warlike  hero,  at  thy  choice, 

*  These  thine  shall  be,  or  thy  white  bosoni'd  spouse. 

*  Tho'  gen'rous  Aldo  by  Fingal   be  lov'd. — 

*  (Fingal!  Who,  though  endow'd  with  strength  of  arm, 

*  A  hero  never  wrong'd)  :  within  thy  halls,  ISi 

*  Her  pearly  eyes,  again,  shall  Lorma  roll,' 

'  Soft  voice  of  Cona  !'  then  reply'd  the  king, 

*  Acquaint  him,  that  he  spreads  the  feast  in  vain. 

*  Around  me  let  Fingal  submissive  place 

*  His  num'rous  spoils,  and  bend  beneath  my  pow'r,         19( 

*  The  swords  of  his  forefathers,  and  the  shields 

*  Of  other  times  let  him  yield  up  to  me  : 

*  That  them  my  children  in  my  halls  may  view 

*  And  say  "  These  are  the  arms  of  fam'd  Fingal." 

*  Never  shall  they,'  the  virgin's  rising  pride  19i 

Rejoin'd,  *  them  in  thy  stately  halls  behold. 

*  They  in  the  mighty  hands  of  heroes  lie, 

*  In  war  ne'er  wont  to  yield.     Upon  our  hills 

*  O  echoing  Sora's  king  !   the  tempest  grows. 

*  Son  of  the  distant  land,  thy  people's  fall  20G 

*  E'en  now  already  dost  thou  not  Ibresce  ? 

Then  back  to  Selma's  silent  halls  she  came. 
And,  when  her  eyes  down-cast,  the  king  beheld  ; 
He  from  his  place,  in  his  great  strength,  arose 
And  shook  his  aged  locks,  and  straightway  took  205 

The  sounding  mail  of  Trenmor,  and  the  shield, 
The  dark-brown  shield,  which  his  forefather's  wore. 
When  to  his  spear  he  stretch'd  his  royal  hand, 
All  Selma's  hall  with  low'ring  darkness  teem'd. 
Perceptive  of  the  people's  speedy  death  210 

The  ghosts  of  tliousands  made  their  near  approach. 
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With  thoui!;hts  fuU-bcnt  on  fleetly  of  other  years, 

And  on  the  t'lmc  survivant  of  the  tomb, 

In  every  hero's  aged  face  delight 

Rose  dreadful,  and  to  meet  the  foe  they  rush'd,  215 

At  Trathal's  tomb  the  bounding  dogs  of  chase 
Were  now  discern'd,  and  that  not  far  behind 
His  younger  heroes  came,  I'ingal  ])ercciv'd 
And  stopt  amidst  his  course.     Brave  Oscar  first — 
Then  Morni's  son,  and  Verni's  race  appear'd.  220 

The  dark'n'ng  Fercuth  shew'd  his  gloomy  form: 
And,  on  the  wind,  spread  Dermid  his  dark  hair, 
And  Ossian  came  the  last.     1  humm'd  the  song 
Of  other  times. — Across  the  little  streams 
My  steps,  my  spear  supported;  and  my  thoughts 
On  deeds  of  mighty  men  were  fully  bent. 
His  bossy  shield  Fingal,  the  hoary  chief, 
Then  struck,  and  gave  the  dismal  sign  of  war  : 
And  brightly-glitt'ring  on  the  wa\'ing  heath 
A  thousand  swords,  at  once  unsheathed,  gleam. 
Three  grey-haird  sons  of  song  the  mournful  voice 
With  tuneful  accent,  raise. — Witii  sounding  steps 
Darkly  and  deep,  a  gloomy  ridge,  along 
We  rush  in  semblance  like  a  stormy  show'r, 
That  pours  in  torrents  on  the  narrow  vale. 

High  on  his  hill  the  king  of  Morvcn  sat : 
With  alant  motion  on  the  zephyr  ilew 
The  solar-beam  of  war :  and,  near  at  hand. 
With  ail  their  waving  locks  of  hoary  age, 
Th'  associates  of  his  youthful  days  appear.  240 

When  in  the  war  his  sons  the  hero  saw — 
When  them  amidst  the  lightning  of  the  swords 
He  saw  ;  and  mindful  of  their  father's  deeds, 
Through  his  glad  eyes  bright  beam'd  the  rising  joy. 
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As  roMrs  a  winter-stream  ;   in  all  its  strenjith  2i,: 

Erragon  ibrth  advanc'tl.     Where'er  he  goes, 
The  buttle  t'AU,  anti  de.ith  is  at  his  side. 

*  \A'ho,'  said  Fing.il,  '    hke  the  swift-boiuiding  roe, 

*  Like  echoing;  Cona's  hart,  in  swiftness  comes  ? 

'  His  sounding  shield  is  ghtt'ring  by  his  side,  •  2^)i 

*  And  of  h's  armour  mournfu!  is  the  clang  ! 

*  In  flaming  strife  with  Erragon  dark  he  meets  .' 

*  Behold  the  roaring  battle  of  the  chiefs  ! 

*  So  two  fierce  ghosts  amidst  a  gloomy  storm, 

*  With  lightning  arm'd,  in  dire  contention  meet.  23.' 

*  But  fullest  thou,  son  of  the  airy  hill, 

*  And  is  thy  snow-white    osom  stain'd  with  blood? 

*  Weep,  hapless  Lorma  I — Aldo  is  no  more  I 

The  spear  of  his  great  strength,  then  took  the  king. 
(For  Aldo's  fall  had  touch'd  the  royal  heart.)  2iK 

And  on  the  foe  he  bent  his  deathful  eyes: 
But  Gaul,  just  then,  the  king  of  Sora  met. 
^^'ho  can  relate  the  battle  of  the  chiefs  ? 
Let  this  sufHce.  The  w/'-'.'/v  stranger  fell ! 

'  Yc  sons  of  Cona  !'  cry'd  Fins^al  aloud  :  2''>i 

*  Now  stop  the  hand  of  dreadful-stalking  death. 
'  Mighty  was  he,  that  now  so  low  is  laid, 

*  And  much  in  Sora  is  his  death  bewail'd  ! 

'  The  stranger  tovv'rds  his  stately  hall  will  come, 

*  And  won<lcr  at  the  voiceless  silence  there  !  27C 

*  Strau'^cr!   the  king  is  fall'n,  and  from  his  house 

*  The  joy  has  ceas'd. — Yet,   to  his  woodland-sound 

*  Attention  give — pcrhans  his  ghost  is  there; 

*  But  he  far  distant  lies  on  Morven's  hills, 

*  Beneath  the  sabre  of  aioreitrn  foe.'  27.' 
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Such  were  tho  words  of  the  Morvenian  chief. 

When  in  c;ilm  strains  high  rais'd  the  tuneful  bard 

Tlie  S'jng  of  peace  ;  and  our  uplifted  swords. 

Direct,  we  stopp'd,  and  spir'd  the  leehle  foe. 

Then,  in  that  tomb  fall'n  Erragon's  corpse  we  laid,  280 

And,  in  sad  dirge,  the  vo'ce  of  grief  I  rais'd  ; 
j  Whilst  the  dusk  clouds  of  night  came  rolling  down, 
I  And  Erragon's  shady  ghost  by  some  wis  seen, 
{  Cloudy  and  dark  his  bloodless  face  appear'd, 

And,  in  his  breast,  half-formed  rose  the  sigh.  285 

O  king  of  Sora,  bles  ed  be  thy  soul  ! 
.Strong  was  thy  arm  and  terrible  in  war! 

In  Aldo's  hall,  where  beam'd  a  flaming  oak, 

Fair  I  orma  sat  amidst  the  shining  gleam. 

With  sadd'ning  gloom  down  came  the  shades  of  night        290 

But  he  did  not  return  !     Then,  Lorm  I's  soul, 
i Struck  with  shagreen,  with  growing  sadness  lonr'd. 

*  Hunter  of  Cona,  what  can  thee  detain  ? 
1*  For  thou,'  she  said,  '  didst  promise  to  return, 
j'  Has  the  swift  deer  her  flight  fir  distant  made  ?  29.i 

I*  Or,  do  the  winds,  around  thee  on  tlie  heath, 
['  With  dusky  currents  sigh  ?     \^'here  is  my  friend  ? 
I*  For  in  the  land  of  strangers  I  abide  ! 
'*  But,  dearest  Aldo,  from  thy  echoing  hilk, 

'  My  best  beloved,  hasten  thy  return  !'  500 

Attentive  list'ning  to  the  rustling  blast, 
•Still  tow' ids  the  gate  her  watchful  eyes  are  turu'd. 
Still  thinking  it  to  be  her  Aldo's  head, 
lieturning  joy  beams  orient  on  her  face : 

Yet  with  faint  sliade,  returning  sorrow  comes  505 

Like  a  thin  cloud  faint-glooming  on  the  moon. 
And  wilt  thy  not  return,  my  love?'  she  said. 
'  Let  me  the  surface  of  tlie  hill  behold  .' 
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*  With  lucid  gleam  the  moon  beams  in  the  east, 

*  And  bright  the  unruffled  surface  of  the  lake 

'  Is  glimm'ring  seen  !     Ah  I  when  shall  I  discern 

*  His  bounding  dogs  returning  IVoni  the  chase  ? 

*  l-Vhen,  loud  and  distant  on  the  Ho  iting  g  ile, 

*  His  breeze-born  voice  shall  I  with  rapture  hear? 

*  Without  delay  from  thy  loud  echoing  hills, 


Thin  on  a  rock  as  beams  the  wat'ry  moon, 
Forth  issuing  from  between  two  parting  clouds, 
Whilst  on  the  field  in  rapid  torrents  fall 
The  midnight  show'r  :  his  shady  ghost  appear'd. 
Persuaded  that  her  hero  was  no  more, 
She,  o'er  the  heath,  the  empty  form  pursu'd. 
Mournful  as  sounds  the  r.mrmur  of  the  breeze, 
When  on  the  herbage  of  the  cave  it  sighs, 
I  heard  her  cries  approaching  on  the  wind. 

She  came — she  found  her  hero  :  but  her  voice 
No  more  was  heard !     tlev  melancholy  eyes 
She  roU'd  in  silence.     Like  a  wat'ry  cloud 
Forth,  to  the  moon-beam,  rising  from  the  lake, 
To  paleness  was  her  blooming  visage  turn'd. 
Few  were  her  days  on  Cona,  and  t'er  long 
Into  the  tomb  she  sunk  :  Fingal   his  bards 
Commanded  ;  and  o'er  Lorma's  death  they  sung. 
For  one  whole  day,  in  each  revolving  year, 
When  autumn  bleak  returns  with  dusky  gales. 
Her  death  the  maids  of  Morven  sadly  mourn. 

Son  of  the  distant  land  !  thou  thy  abode 
Mak'st  in  the  field  of  fame.     O  let  thy  song, 
In  praise  of  those  that  fell,  at  times,  arise: 
That  their  thin  ghosts  around  thee  may  rejoice, 


A    POEM,  153 

And  (wlicn  thou  liest  down  in  calm  repose,  ^ 

And  into  thy  lone  cave  bright  looks  the  moon) 

The  sold  of  Lorma,  on  a  moon-beam  come. 

Then  shalt  thou  on  her  lovely  features  look, 

3ut,  on  her  cljcek,  still  stands  the  pearly  tear,  3i5 
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Cait!)on : 

A  POEM. 

ARGUMENT. 

THIS  poem  is  complete  ;  and  tlie  subject  of  it,  as  of  most  of  Ossian's  compo-> 
sitions,  tragical.  In  tlie  time  of  Comiidl,  llie  son  of  Trattial,  and  father  of- 
tlie  celebrated  Fingal,  Clessammor  the  son  of  Thaddu  and  brother  ol  Moina, 
Fingal's  mother,  was  driven  by  a  storm  into  the  river  Clyde,  on  the  banks 
of  whicli  stood  Balclutha,  a  town  belonging  to  the  Britons  between  the  walls. 
He  was  hospitably  received  by  Reiuliamir,  llie  principal  man  in  the  place, 
•who  gave  him  Moina,  his  only  daughter  in  marriage.  Reiida,  the  son  of 
Cormo,  a  Briton,  who  was  in  love  with  Moina,  came  to  Reiitiiamir's  house, 
and  behaved  haughtily  towards  Clessamor.  A  quarrel  ensued,  in  which 
Reufla  was  killed; — ithe  Britons,  wlio  attended  liim,  pressed  so  hard  on 
Clessamor,  that  he  was  obliged  to  throw  himself  into  the  Clyde,  and  swim 
to  Ills  ship.  He  hoisted  sail,  and  the  wind  being  favourable,  bore  him  out 
to  sea.  He  often  endeavoured  to  return,  and  carry  off  his  beloved  Moina 
by  night ;  but  the  wind  continuing  contrary,  he  was  forced  to  desist. 

Moina,  who  had  been  left  with  child  by  her  husband,  brought  forth  a  son,  and 
died  son  after.  Reuthamir  named  the  child  Canlion,  i.  e.  '  the  murmur  o£ 
■waves,'  from  the  storm  which  carried  off  Clessammor,  liis  father,  whowas 
supposert  to  have  been  cast  away.  When  Carthou  was  three  years  old.  Com' 
hal,  father  of  Fingal,  in  one  of  his  expeditions  against  the  Britons,  took  and 
burnt  Balclutha.  Reuthamir  w.  s  kille<l  in  the  attack;  and  Carthon  was 
carried  safe  away  by  his  nuise,  who  fled  farther  into  the  country  of  the  Bri 
ions.  Carthon,  coming  to  man's  estate,  was  resolved  to  revenge  the  fall  oi 
Balclutha,  on  Comhal's  posterity.  He  set  sail  from  the  Clyde,  and,  sailing 
to  tlie  coast  of  Morven,  defeated  two  of  Kingal's  heroes,  who  came  to  op] 
liis  progress.  He  was  at  last,  unwittingly  killed  by  his  father  Clessammor, 
in  a  single  combat. 

This  story  is  the  foundation  of  the  present  poem,  which  opens  on  the  night 
preceding  the  death  of  Carthon  ;  so  that  what  passed  befoie,  is  introduced! 
by  w  ly  of  episode.  The  poem  is  addressed  to  Malvina,  the  daughter  oi 
Toscar. 

A  STORY  of  the  time?  of  old  .'     The  deeds 
Of  days  of  other  years  be  now  my  song. 

Back  to  my  tliouglits  the  mcm'ry  of  the  past 
The  inurraur  of  thy  streams,  O  Lora,  brings. 
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I  And  lovfly,  O  Ganuallar,  in  my  car  5 

j  Resounds  the  roaring  of  thy  airy  groves, 
i  A  rock  with  its  grey  head  of  shady  heath, 

Malvina,  lovely  maid,  dost  thou  not  see  ? 

Three  aged  firs  bend  from  its  mossy  face, 

And  at  its  feet  green  is  the  narrow  plain.  10 

There-,  grows  spontaneous  the  white  mountain-fiow'r, 
j  And  shakes  its  heiid  contending  with  the  l)reeze. 
i  There  too,  the  thistle  lonely  hangs,  and  sheds 

Its  aged  heard.     Half  sunk  within  the  ground 

Two  stones  their  heads  of  moss  shew,  and  the  place  15 

;  The  mountain-deer  avoids ;  for  he  beholds 

Its  guardian  ghost  of  visage  wan  and  grey  : 

For  in  the  narrow  plain  beside  the  rock 

The  mighty,  O  Malvina,  silent  lie. 

A  story  of  the  times  of  old  .'     The  deeds  20 

Of  days  of  other  years  be  now  my  song. 

*  Who  from  the  land  of  strangers  in  his  strength, 

*  Encircled  by  his  valiant  thousands,  comes? 

ii  *  The  radiant  sun-beam  pours  its  streaming  light 

I*  Before  him,  and  his  hair  the  mountain-wind  2» 

\  *  Approaching  greets.     His  face  is  from  the  war. 

*  Calm  as  the  beam,  that  from  the  western  cloud 

*  At  ev'ning  looks  on  Cona's  silent  vale, 

*  He  now  approaches. — Who,  but  Comhal's  son, 

*  The  king  of  mighty  defeds  !     His  hills  with  joy  SO 
I  *  He  sees,  and  bids  a  thousand  voices  rise. 

'  *  Sons  of  the  distant  land  along  your  fields 

*  You  from  our  arm? -with  rapid  speed  have  fled. 

*  The  emp'ror  of  the  -world  sits  in  his  hull 

*'  And  of  his  people's  flight  the  news  receives.  35. 

*  Red  hot  with  rage  he  rises  up,  and  lifts 

*  His  eye  of  pride,  and  takes  his  father's  sword. 
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*  Sons  of  the  distant  land,  alone;  your  fields 

*  You  from  our  arms  with  rapid  speed  have  fled/ 

So  suns;  the  bafds,  Xvheri  they  to  Selma's  halls 
Victorious  came.     Amidst  the  crowd  arose 
A  thousand  lights  brought  from  the  strangers'  land* 
Around  the  least  is  furnish'd,  and  the  night 
Was  spent  in  joy.     Then  said  fair-hair'd  Fingal, 

*  Where  now  is  Ciessammor  of  the  no'ole  deeds  ? 

*  Where  is  th'  associate  of  my  father,  when 

*  My  days  of  joy  roH'd  sweetly  o'er  my  head  ? — 

*  Sullen  and  dark  in  echoing  Lora's  vale 

*  His  days  he  spends — but,  lo  I  he  now  comes  down  ! 

*  So  in  his  strength  the  steed  descends  the  hill  ; 

*  His  proud  companions  snuffing  in  the  breeze, 

*  And  his  bright  mane  wide-tossing  in  the  wind. 

*  Slest  be  the  sdid  of  Ciessammor  of  great  deeds! 

*  Why  stay  so  long  from  Selma's  festive  halls  ?' 

*  Returned  is  the  chief  amidst  his  fame  ?' 
Great  Ciessammor  said: — '  Such  was  the  high  renown 
'  Of  Comhal  in  the  battles  of  his  youth. 

*  O'er  Carun  often  to  the  strangers'  land 

*  We  pass'd  together,  and  our  glitt'ring  swords 

*  Returned  not  unstain'd  with  purple  blood  : 

*  Nor  did  t/ie  emp'rors  of  the  tcorld  rejoicCi 

*  Why  do  I  still  the  battles  of  my  youth 

*  Remember,  since  my  hair  is  mix'd  with  grey  ? 
'  My  hand  forgets  to  bend  the  bow  of  strength, 

*  And  now  my  age  fequires  a  lighter  spear. 
'  O  that   (as  when  I  first  beheld  the  maid, 

*  White-handed  daughter  of  the  strangers'  land, 

'  The  mildest  Moina,  with  the  dark-blue  eyes:) 

*  My  past,  but  j)leasing  joys  would  now  return  ." 
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'  Tcl!,'  said  Fingal  the  king  of  matchless  might,         70 

*  The  mournful  story  of  tliy  youthful  clays. 

*  As  some  dark  cloud  o'erspreads  the  beaming  sun, 

*  So  sorrow  shades  great  Clessammor's  mighty  soul. 
'  On  roaring  Lora's  banks  thy  lonely  thoughts 

*  Abound  with  grief.     The  sorrow  of  thy  youth  75 

*  And  darkness  of  thy  days  give  to  our  ears.' 

Then  in  reply  great  Clessammor  thus  began  : 

*  'Twas  in  the  days  of  peace,  that  in  my  ship 

*  I  at  Balclutha's  walls  of  tow'rs  arriv'd. 

'  The  wind  had  roar'd  behind  my  bending  sails,  SO 

*  And  my  dark-bosom'd  vessel  Clutha's  streams 

*  With  their  wide-swelling,  winding  bay  receiv'd. 

*  Three  days  I  in  Reuthamir's  halls  reraain'd, 

*  And  saw  that  beam  of  light,  his  daughter  fair. 

*  Then  went  the  festive  shell  of  joy  around,  85 

*  And  the  old  hero  gave  the  charming  fair. 

'  Her  breasts  were  like  the  foam  upon  the  wave, 

*  Her  eyes  were  sparkling  as  the  stars  of  light, 
'  Her  hair  was  jetty  as  the  raven's  wing, 

*  And  her  gi-eat  soul  was  gen'rous  and  serene.  90 

*  Great  was  my  love  for  Moina  (charming  fair  !) 
'  And  my  enraptur'd  heart  pour'd  forth  in  joy. 

*  A  stranger's  sOn  arriv'd : — -3,  mighty  chief, 

*  Who  also  the  white-bosom'd  Moina  lov'd. 

'  His  words  were  mighty  in  the  stately  hall,  55 

'  And  oft'  he  half  unsheath'd  his  glitt'ring  sword, 

"  Wliere  is  the  mighty  Comhal,"  *  loud  he  cry'd,* 

"  The  restless  wand'rer  of  the  dusky  heath  ? 

"  Comes  he  to  fam'd  Balclutha  with  his  host, 

"  Since  Clessammor's  great  prowess  swells  so  high  !"         100 

"  Warrior  I  my  soul,"  *  1  in  reply  begun,' 

"  Burns  in  a  light  entirely  of  its  own. 
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"  TIiou2;h  dis;tant  be  tlie  warriors  of  great  fame, 

"  I  in  the  midst  of  thousands  dauntless  stand, 

"  Thy  words  are  niii:;hty,  stranger,  and  thy  mein  105 

**  Might  terror  give  ;  for  Clessammor  is  alone  ! 

"  Yet,  know,  my  sword  is  trembling  by  my  side, 

"  And  longs  to  glitter  in  my  fearless  hand. — 

"  Of  Corahal,  son  of  Clutha,  speak  no  more!" 

*  The  strength  of  his  great  pride  arose.  We  fought :   1 10 

*  And  prostrate  soon  beneath  my  sword  he  fell. 

*  His  fall  the  banks  of  winding  Clutha  heard, 

*  When  soon  a  thousand  spears  were  flaming  round! 

*  I  fought ; — but,  by  the  strangers'  num'rous  bands 

*  Borne  down,  I  plunged  into  Clutha's  stream.  IL 

*  Above  the  waves  my  sails  large-bending  rose, 

*  And  soon  I  bounded  on  the  dark-blue  sea. 

*  With  red  eyes  rolling  in  a  flood  of  tears, 

*  i\nd  raven-tresses  floating  on  the  wind, 

*  Directly  to  the  shore  fair  Moina  came;  I2< 

*  And  plain  I  heard  her  cries  of  grief  and  woe. 

*  To  turn  my  bounding  ship  I  often  strove — 

*  But  strove  in  vain.     The  eastern  winds  prcvail'd. 

*  Nor  have  I  Clutha  of  the  winding  streams 

*  Or  dark-brown  haired  Moina  since  Iieheld,  12; 

*  She  on  Balclutha  fell  :  for  her  pale  ghost 

*  I  saw. — Her,  as  she  through  the  dusky  night 

*  Along  the  murm'ring  Lora  came,  I  knew. 

*  She  was,  in  semblance,  like  the  crescent  moon 

*  When  dimly  seen  through  shades  of  gather'd  mist,         13( 

*  Whilst  the  dim  sky  pours  down  its  flaky  snow, 

*  And  dark  and  silent  is  the  world  beneath.' 

*  The  praise  of  hapless  Moina,'  said  Fingal 
The  chief  of  might,  '  ye  bards  exalt  in  song. 

*  Call  to  our  hills  her  ghost,  with  sweetest  strains;  13; 
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That  she  may  pcnceful  rest  with  Morven's  fair, 
Tliose  radiant  sun-beams  of  the  days  now  past, 
The  fav'rites  once  of  heroes  now  no  more. 
Balclutha's  massy  walls  I  have  beheld — - 
But  they  were  desolate.     For,   the  raging  fire  liQ 

Had  loud  resounded  in  the  lofty  halls, 
And  there  the  people's  voice  is  heard  no  more. 
By  the  vast  ruins  of  the  broken  walls 
The  stream  of  Clutha  from  its  place  was  driv'n. 
There  its  lone  head  the  bearded  thistle  shook,  145 

And  clumps  of  moss  loud  whistled  to  the  wind. 
Out  from  the  windows  look'd  the  wary  fox, 
And  round  his  head  rank  wav'd  the  mural  grass. 
Fair  Moina's  dwelling  is  a  ruin  made, 

And  in  her  father's  mansion  silence  reigns,  JSiO 

Over  the  land  of  strangers,  tuneful  bards, 
In  solemn  strains  lift  up  the  mournful  song, 
'Tis  only  just  before  us  they  have  fall'n, 
For  we  hi  turn,  one  day,  ?nust  also  fall. 
Son  of  the  winged  day,  why  dost  thou  build  154 

The  hail,  and  look  from  thy  proud  tow'rs  to-day  ? 
Yet  a  few  years,  and  lo  !   the  desert  blast 
Shall  howling  sound  within  thy  empty  court, 
And  loudly  whistle  round  thy  half-worn  shiekU — • 
— And  let  the  blast  of  the  wild  desert  come —  160 

Still,  in  our  day  we  shall  obtain  renown  : 
'  Still  shall  the  mark  of  my  strong  arm  in  war 
•  And  my  remember'd  name  be  heard  in  song. 

Raise  then  the  martial  song,   send  round  the  shell  ; 
'  And  in  my  hall  let  festive  joy  be  heard.  \Qt) 

When  thou,  O  glorious  sun  of  heav'n,  shalt  fail — 
If  fail  thou  shalt,  thou  mighty  fount  of  light  ; 
'  If,  like  Fingal,  thou  for  a  season  shine  ; 
Our  fame  thy  splendent  brightness  shall  survive.' 
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So  suns;  renown'd  Fingal  amidst  liis  joy. 
And  from  their  seats,  to  hear  the  royal  voice, 
Forward  his  thousand  bards  attentive'  lean'd. 
He  sung  as  sounds  the  music  of  the  lyre, 
That  trembUng  moves  upon  the  vernal  gale. 
Thy  thoughts  subUme  were  lovely,  O  Fingal ! 
Why  had  not  Ossian  thy  great  strength  of  soul  ? 
But  thou,  my  father,  standest  quite  alone, 
And  who  can  equal  Morveu's  matchless  king  ? 

So  pass'd  away  the  night  in  dulcet  song 
And  growing  morning  now  return'd  in  joy. 
Their  heads  of  dusky  grey  the  mountains  shew'd, 
And  the  blue-shining  face  of  ocean  smil'd. 
The  white  wave  tumbles  round  the  distant  rock 
And  a  grey  mist  slow  rises  from  the  lake. 
In  semblance  like  an  aged  man,  it  came 
Along  the  silent  plain.     Nor  did  it  move 
In  steps  its  limbs  gigantic,  for  a  ghost 
Supported  it  slow-moving  in  mid  a'r. 
Tow'rds  Selma'shall  it  came  with  dark  approach. 
And  then  dissolved  in  a  show'r  of  blood. 

The  king  alone  beheld  the  awful  sight. 
And  he  foresaw  the  people's  speedy  death. 
In  deepest  silence  to  his  hall  he  came, 
And  thoughtful  took  his  father's  massy  spear. 
The  pond'rous  mail  loud  rattled  on  his  breast, 
And,  straight,  his  faithful  heroes  rose  around. 
Observant  of  the  eyes  of  Morven's  chief, 
They  silent  one  upon  another  look'd. 
They  saw  the  battle  in  his  redd'ning  face— 
The  death  of  armies  on  his  spear. — At  once 
A  thousand  shields  upon  their  arms  are  plac'd  ; 
A  thousand  polisU'd  swords  at  once  they  drew  : 
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And  Selmu's  hull  around  with  brightness  shone. 

The  clang  of  arms  ascends,  and  in  their  place 

The  grey  dogs  howl. — Among  the  mighty  chiefs  ^05 

.No  word  is  heard.     Each  mark'd  the  royal  eyes 

Attent,  and  half-assum'd  his  he-^vy  spear. 

*  Ye  sons  of  Morvcn,'  then  began  the  king, 

*  This  is  no  time  to  feast  and  fill  the  shell. 

'  Near  us  the  battle  darkens,  and  sure  death  210 

'  Now  hovers  o'er  the  land  :  and  sorne  kind  ghost, 
<  Friend  of  Fingal,  has  warn'd  us  of  the  foe. 

*  From  the  dark-rolling  sea  the  foes  approach, 

*  — The  stranger's  sons.     For,  from  the  wat'ry  plain 

*  The  sign  of  Morven's  gloomy  danger  came.  2|5 

*  Let  each  assume  his  spear  of  pond'rous  weight, 
'  And  gird  the  sabre  of  his  father  on. 

'  On  ev'ry  head  let  the  dark  helmet  rise, 

*  And  let  the  mail  with  all  his  lightning  pour 

'  Its  flaming  brightness  from  each  warrior's  side^  220 

'  The  battle,  like  a  tempest,  gathers  round  ; 
'  And  shortly  shall  we  hear  the  roar  of  death.* 


Dark ,  as  before  a  ridge  of  heav'n's  bright  fiye 

A  cloud  appears,  when  on  the  sky  of  night 

It  pours,  and  mariners  foresee  a  storm:  2^$ 

Before  his  host  the  matchless  hero  raov'd.— ^ 

On  Cona's  rising  heath,  at  length,  they  stood. — =■ 
*  The  maids  with  snow-white  bosoms  in  tlie  y^le 

Beheld  them  standing  like  a  mountain-grove.. — • 

Clear  they  the  fall  of  their  lov'd  youths  foresaw,  |3<? 

And  tow'rds  the  ocean  look'd  with  anxious  fear, 
I  The  albid  wave  they  took  for  distant  sails, 
'  And  on  their  cheeks  appear'd  the  pearly  tear, 
:  The  orbed  sun  rose  glimm'ring  on  the  sea, 
1  And  we  a  distant,  num'rous  fleet  beheld^  f55 

W 
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As  rolls  a  mist  along  the  main,  they  came 
And  pour'd  their  youth  upon  the  sounding  coast. 
Among  them  stately  stood  the  warlike  chief, 
As  stands  the  stag  encircled  by  the  herd. 
With  studs  of  gold  his  shield  is  mounted  bright 
And  stately  strode  the  valiant  king  of  spears. 
Tow'rds  Selma  he  directly  bent  his  course, 
Conducting  thousands  in  his  teeming  train. 

*  Go  with  thv  song  of  peace,'  then  said  Fingal; 

*  Go,  Ullin,  to  the  warlike  king  of  swords, 

*  Tell  him  that  we  are  mighty  in  the  field, 

*  And  many  are  the  ghosts  of  our  slain  foes. — 

*  But  great  renown  have  they,  who  in  my  halls 

*  Have  feasted  !     They  within  a  foreign  land 

*  With  pride  do  shew  my  great  forefathers'  arms. 

*  Amaz'd,  the  sons  of  strangers  at  the  sight 

*  Rise  up  and  bless  the  friends  of  Morven's  race : 

*  For  oar  great  names  have  sounded  forth  afar : — • 

*  The  emp'rors  of  the  world  shook  in  their  crovjds.* 

Then  with  his  song  went  Ullin. — On  his  spear 
Fingal  reclining  saw  the  mighty  foe 
In  armour  clad,  and  bless'd  the  stranger's  son. 
'  Son  of  the  sea,  how  stately  is  thy  mien !' 
The  thoughtful  king  of  woody  Morven  said. 

*  Thy  sword,  a  beam  of  might,  is  by  thy  side  ! 

*  Thy  spear  a  fir  defiant  of  the  storm  ! 

*  The  varied  face  of  the  resplendent  moon 

*  Appears  not  broader  than  thy  bossy  shield  ! 

*  And  ruddy  also  is  thy  face  of  youth, 

*  And  soft  the  ringlets  of  thy  flowing  hair  ! 

*  Yet  peradventure  this  stout  tree  may  fall, 

*  And  soon  his  mem'ry  quite  forgotten  lie  ! 

*  The  daughter  of  the  stranger  will  be  sad. 
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'   Air.l  look  with  sorrow  to  the  rollin:;  sen. 

'  The  lisping  cliildren  will  observant  say  :  270 

"   IVe  see  a  ship — perhaps  Balchitha's  Jiings"—^ 

*  The  piteous  tear  starts  from  their  mother's  eye — 

*  Of  him  that  sleeps  in  Morven  arc  her  thought^.' 

In  these,  or  such-like  words,  spoke  Morvcn's  king, 
When  Ulhn  to  the  mighty  Carthon  came.  275 

Down  he  before  him  threw  the  heavy  spear, 
And  rais'd,  in  mildest  strains,  the  song  of  peace  : 

*  Haste,  Carthon,  from  the  roiling  sea,  and  come — • 

*  Fingal  thee  welcomes  to  the  royal  feast ! — 

*  Partake  the  same,  or  lift  the  spear  of  war.  280 

*  The  ghosts  of  our  slain  foes  are  num'rous,  but 

*  Renowned  are  the  friends  of  Morvcn's  hiils  ! 
'  Behold  that  field,  O  Carthon— many  a  hill 

*  With  mossy  stones  and  grass  green  rises  there: 

'  Of  those,  who  came  (sons  of  the  rolling  sea)  235 

*  Foes  stubborn  to  Fingdi,  these  are  the  tombs.' 

*   Are  these  thy  speeches  to  the  weak  in  amis, 

*  Bard  of  the  woody  Morven  ?'  Carthon  said. 
'  Does  fear  with  pideness  overspread  my  face, 

*  Son  of  the  peaceful  song  ?     Why  with  the  talcs  29Q 

*  Of  those,  who  fell,  didst  thou  suppose  to  shade 
'  My  soul  ?     In  battle  often  has  my  arm 

*  Engag'd,  and  my  renown  is  known  afar. 

*  Go — h\<\  the  weak  in  arms  yield  to  Finga!  : 

*  The  fall'n  Balckitha  have  not  I  beheld  ?  295 

*  And  shall  I  hold  the  feast  with  Comhal's  son? 
*■  Comhal  !  who  in  my  father's  hall  his  fire 

*  Projectile  cast !      Then  I  was  young, 

*  Nor  why  the  virgins  wept  knew  I  the  cause. 

'  My  eyes,  the  columns  of  large-curling  smoke  300 

*  Rising  above  my  walls,  with  pleasure  view'd. 
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■*  When  on  the  hill  my  friends  in  numbers  fled, 

*  Back  often  1  with  rapt'rous  gladness  look'd. — 

*  — But  when  my  years  of  riper  youth  came  on, 

*  My  moss-grown  walls  in  ruins  I  beheld. 

*  Then  rose  my  sigh  e'er  dawn'd  the  light  of  day, 

*  And  my  sad  tears  with  night  in  torrents  fell. 
**  Against  the  children  of  my  baneful  foes 

**  Shall  I  not  fight?"  *  exclaim'd  I  to  my  soul. 

*  — And  fight  I  will,  O  bard  ;  I  feel  the  strength 

*  Of  battle  growing  in  my  risitig  soul,' 

Around  the  hero  pour'd  his  gath'ring  crowd 
Arid,    then  unsheath'd,  at  once,  their  shining  swords. 
He,  like  a  fiery  column,  in  the  midst 
Stands  with  the  tear  half-starting  from  his  eye ; 
For  of  the  falTn  Balclutha  still  he  thought, 
And  of  his  soul  the  crowded  pride?  arose* 
Up  to  the  hill  he  sidelong  cast  his  eye. 
Where  in  thcif-  arms  our  valiant  heroes  shone* 
The  glitt'ring  jav'lin  trembled  in  his  hand, 
And,  in  a  bending  posture,  forth  he  lean'd, 
And  secm'd  to  threaten  Morvcn's  royal  chief. 

*  Shall  i  at  once'   (Fingal  said  to  his  soul) 

*  Meet  and  prevent  the  progress  of  the  king  ? 

*  Shall  I  him  stop,  before  his  fame  arise? — 

*  But,  in  the  lime  to  come,  the  tuneful  bard, 

*  When  he  the  tomb  of  Carthon  sees,  may  say  : 
**  Along  with  him  Fingal   his  thousands  took 

*'  To  fight,   before  the  noble  Carthon  fell." 

*  By  no  means  so, — bal-d  of  the  times  to  come, 

*  Fingal's  due  fame  thou  never  shalt  abridge. 

*  My  heroes  will  the  ruddy  youth  engage, 

*  And  looking  on  the  fight  Fingal  shall  stand. 

*  If  he  o'crcomc-^-then,  boldly  will  I  rush 
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•  Forth  in  mv  strength,   like  Conn's  roaring  stream.  33i) 
'  \\'lio  then  the  son  of  rolling  waves  will  meet— 

'  Which  of  my  heroes  ?-'-^on  the  sounding  coast 

•  His  warriors  crowd :— strong  is  his  ashen  spear!' 

In  his  great  strength  the  miglity  Lormar's  son, 
Cathul  arose  :  three  hundred  youths  tiie  chief  3\0 

(Descendants  of  his  native  streams)   attend. 
But  he  before  strong  Carthon  could  not  stand. 
Weak  was  his  arm — he  fell— ^his  heroes  fled. 
The  famous  Connal  next  resum'd  the  fight, 
But  soon  in  pieces  lay  his  broken  spear :  345 

In  fetters,  vanquish 'd,  on  the  field  he  lay, 
And  Carthon  close  his  people's  flight  pursu'd. 

*  Clessammor  !'     Then  'loud  cry'd  Morven's  king, 

•  Where  is  thy  spear  of  strength  ?     Wilt  thou  behold, 

•  At  Lora's  stream,  thy  friend,  great  Connal  bound  ?       350 
'  Rise  in  the  light  of  thy  bright-beaming  steel. 

•  Thou  friend  of  Comhal.     Let  Balclutho's  youth 

•  Perceive  the  strength  of  Morven's  stormy  race.' 

He  in  the  strength  of  his  resounding  steel 
Directly  rose,  and  shook  his  grizly  locks.  555 

The  orbed  shield  he  fitted  to  his  side. 
And  onward  in  the  pride  of  valour  rush'd. 

Upon  that  heathy  rock  then  Carthon  stood 
And  saw  the  vet'ran  hero's  bold  approach. 
*I\w  joy  that  issu'd  dreadful  from  his  face,  360 

And  in  his  locks  of  age  his  strength,  he  lov'd. 
'  That  spear,  that  never  strikes  a  foe,  but  once, 
'  Shall  I  lift  up  ?'  he  said :  *  or  shall  I  go 

•  VVith  words  of  peace,  and  save  the  warrior's  life? 

'  Stately  indeed  appears  his  steps  of  age,  365 
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'  And  !ov(  1/  arc  llu'  remnant  of  his  years  ! 

*  It  pc» adventure  may  be  Moina's  love, 

*  The  father  of  Balclutha's  car-borne  chief 

*  For  often  heretofore  hath  Carthon  lieard 

*  That  he  at  Lora's  echoing  stream  abode.  370 

Such  were  his  words  when  Clessammor  near  approacli'd, 
And  lifted  high,  with  all  his  strength,  the  spear. 
The  youth  receiv'd  it  on  his  orbed  shield. 
And  thus  address'd  him  in  the  words  of  peace : 

*  O  v/arrior  graceful  with  the  aged  locks,  .^75 

*  Is  there  no  youth  to  lift  the  spear  of  strite  ? 

*  Hast  thou  no  son,  that  for  his  father  may 

*  Raise  up  the  shield,  and  meet  the  arm  of  youth  ? 

*  Is  the  fair  spouse  of  thy  warm  love  no  more  ? 

*  Or,  weeps  she  o'er  the  tombs  of  thy  fall'n  sons  ?  380 

*  Art  thou  of  regal  race  ?     Say,  if  thou  fall, 

*  What  fame  shall  crown  the  \irt'iy  of  my  sword  ?' 

*  The  greatest  fame,  thou  haughty  von  of  pride  ;' 
Clessammor  straight  i-eply'd :  '  for  I  in  war 

*  Have  often  been,  and  fought  with  honour  there  :  .-iSc' 

*  But  to  a  foe  I  never  told  my  name. 

*  Son  of  the  wave,  submissive  to  my  arms 

'  Now  yield  thyself,  and  shortly  thou  shalt  know 
'   In  many  a  field  its  mark  my  sword  hath  left.' 

'  Ne'er  was  I  known,  O  king  of  spears,  to  yield  :'    3i'C 
The  noble  pride  of  Carthon  then  rejoin'd, 

*  In  battles  also  /  tni/ self  h.3.\c  fought !  ^ 

*  And  there  with  pleasure  saw  my  future  fame  ! 

*  Despise  me  not,  thou  chief  of  valiant  men — 

'  My  arm,  my  spear  is  strong. — Among  thy  friends  39i 

*  Retire,  and  let  the  younger  heroes  fight.'  ; 
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'  Wliy  with  tbv  words  wounrl'st  tliou  my  trouljled  soul  ?' 
Then  Clessammor  ansvver'd  with  a  t'allino-  tcdv. 

*  Age  trembles  not  upon  my  steady  hand, 

«  And  I  can  yet  with  firmness  lift  the  sword.  400 

«  Fingal  beholds  me — can  I  think  to  fly 

*  In  sight  of  him,  whose  friendship  I  revere'? 

*  Son  of  tlie  sea,  that  boundest  o'er  the  waves, 

*  1  ^ze-uerfied: — exalt  thy  pointc-d  spear.' 

Like  two  contending  winds,  in  course  oppos'd,  40^ 

That  strive  for  mast'ry  o'er  the  wave,  they  fought : 
Yet  Carthon   (still  suspecting  that  the  foe 
Was  Moina's  spouse)   bade  his  bright  spear  to  err. 
The  spear  of  Clessammor  in  twain  he  broke. 
And  from  l/im  wrested  his  resplendent  bword.  410 

But  as  brave  Carthon  bound  the  hoary  chief, 
The  chief  the  dagger  of  his  father  drew. 
For  he  the  foe's  uncover'd  side  beheld, 
And  with  the  dagger  open'd  there  a  wound. 

Brave  Clessammor  low,  tlie  chief  of  Morven  saw       41 S 

Onward  he  mov'd  in  all  his  sounding  stce!. 

In  silence  deep  the  host  before  him  stood, 

And  tow'rds  the  hero  turn'd  their  earnest  eyes. 

Dreadful  as  roars  a  sullen  pealing  storm, 

"Which  in  the  vale  the  wary  hunter  hears,  420 

And  to  the  ca\e  within  the  rock  retires 

Before  the  blust'ring  winds  arise:  he  came. 

The  noble  Carthon  still  maintain'd  his  ground — 

The  blood  is  rushing  from  his  purple  side. 

The  royal  hero  coming  down  he  saw,  425 

,    And,  on  a  sudden,  'rose  his  hopes  of  fame. 
\    Yet  ghastly  paleness  overspread  his  cheek — 
!    Loose  flew  his  hair^ — his  helmet  shook  on  higii. 
1    The  force  corporeal  of  brave  Carthon  fail'd  ? 

But  still  its  wonted  strength  his  soul  retain'd.  4TO 
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The  hero's  flowing  blood  Fingal  beheld,  .1 

And  stop'd  th'  uplifted  spear. — '   "^'ield,  king  of  swords,' 
Said  Comhal's  son,  '   for  1  perceive  thy  blood. 

*  In  battle  thou  thy  mighty  strength  hast  shewn, 

*  And  thy  renown  shall  never  know  decay.'  4.1,'i 

*  Art  thou  the  king,  whose  fume  hath  spread  so  far  ?' 
Reply'd  the  car-borne  Carthon  :  *  art  thou  then 

*  That  warrior  of  renown,  that  light  of  death, 

*  That  strikes  the  emp'rors  of  the  world  with  dread  ? 
«  But  why  should  Carthon  ask  ?     For  he,  in  force,  4* 

*  Is  hke  the  desert  stream  ;  and,  in  his  course, 

*  Strong  as  a  river  ;  and  moreover  swift 

*  As  is  th'  aerial  eagle — Had  it  been 

*  My  fate  with  Morven's  king  to  fight,  my  fame 

*  Hereafter  might  have  sounded  in  the  song  I  4i 

*  Then  might  the  hunter  my  green  tomb  behold, 

*  And  say,  "  he  with  Fingal  the  mighty  fought," 

*  But  Carthon  dies  unnotic'd  and  unknown  ! 

*  He  hath  upon  the  feeble  spent  his  force.' 

*  But  thou,  O  warrior,  shalt  not  die  unknown,'         4 
The  king  of  woody  Morven  then  reply'd. 

*  My  bards  are  many,  and  their  tuneful  songs 

*  To  future  times,  O  Carthon,  shall  descend. 

*  The  sons  of  years  to  come  brave  Carthon's  fame 

*  Shall  hear,  whilst  round  the  burning  oak  they  sit,  4, 

*  And  in  the  songs  of  old  the  night  is  spent, 

*  The  hunter,  sitting  on  the  dusky  heath, 

*  The  rustling  blast  shall  hear  and  upwards  look 

*  And  see  the  rock,  where  valiant  Carthon  fell. 

*  He  to  his  son  shall  turn,  and  shew  the  place  4( 

*  Where  fought  the  mighty  : — "    There  Balclutha's  king 
*'  Strong  as  a  thousand  streams  in  battle  f ought.'' 
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Joy  rose  in  Carthon's  face  :  his  heavy  eyes 
He  lifted  up,  and  give  Fingal  his  sword 
Amongst  the  archieves  in  his  hall  to  lie :  4<65 

That  the  remembrance  of  Balclutha's  king 
In  time  to  come  on  IVIorven  might  remain. 
Along  the  field  the  battle  was  no  more, 
And  the  ag'd  hard  the  song  of  peace  had  sung. 
Around  the  falling  Carthon  crowded  stood  470 

The  chiefs,  and  heard  his  words  with  deepest  sighs. 
They  on  their  beamy  spears  in  silence  lean'd, 
While  fam'd  Balclutha's  hero  spoke. — His  hair 
Sigii'd  in  the  gale,  and  feeble  were  his  words. 

*  O  valiant  king  of  Morven,'  Carthon  said,  475 

••  Amidst  the  vigour  of  my  course  I  fall. 

*  The  last  of  fam'd  Reuthamir's  noble  race 

■*  In  bloom  of  youth  a  foreign  tomb  receives. 
'  Within  Balclutha  gloomy  darkness  dwells, 

*  And  Crathmo  veils  itself  in  shades  of  grief !  480 

*  But,  sons  of  vict'ry,  my  remembrance  raise 

*  On  Lora's  banks,  where  my  forefather's  dwelt. 

*  The  husband  of  fair  Moina,  touch'd  with  grief, 

*  O'er  his  fall'n  Carthon  too  perhaps  will  mourn.' 

Clessammor's  heart  his  words  with  piercings  reach'd,  485 
He  fell,  in  silence,  on  his  breathless  son. 
Darkcn'd  around  the  host  in  numbers  stood, 
Nor  was  there  heard  on  Lora's  plains  a  voice. 
Night  came—and  on  the  mournful  field  the  moon 
Look'd  from  the  east :  but  they  unmov'd  remain'd.— .       490 
So,  when  the  winds  of  boist'rous  roar  are  laid, 
And  sable  autumn  overspreads  the  plain; 
On  Gormal  lifts  its  head  the  silent  grove. 

Three  days  entire  they  over  Carthon  mourn'd, 
X 
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And  on  the  fourth  his  mighty  father  died.  49- 

Within  the  narrow  level  of  the  rock 

They  lie,  and  a  dim  ghost  their  tomb  defends. 

There  often  is  the  lovely  Moina  seen,  -.1 

When  on  the  rock  the  sun-beam  scarcely  darts,  | 

And  all  around  is  hid  in  shades  of  night*  50' 

There,  but  not  like  the  daughters  of  the  hill, 

Is  she,  Malvina,  seen.     Her  robes  are  from 

The  strangers'  land,  and  she  is  still  alone. 

Fingal  was  sad  for  Carthon,  and  the  day, 
When  shadowy  autumn  with  its  gloomy  clouds  SOij 

Return'd,  to  notice  gave  his  bards  command. 
And  oft'  observant  did  they  mark  the  day 
And  sing  in  dulcet  strains  the  hero's  praise. 

*  Who  comes,'  they  said,  *  like  autumn's  shadowy  cloud 

*  From  ocean's  roar  ?     Death  trembles  in  his  hand  !  i>l 

*  His  livid  eyes  resemble  flames  of  fire  ! — • 

*  Along  dark  Lora's  dusky  heath  who  roars  ? 

*  Who — but  the  noble  Carthon,  king  of  swords  ! 

*  In  crowds  before  him  down  the  people  fall  ! 

*  See  !  how  he  strides,  like  Morven's  sullen  ghost! —      51 

*  But  prostrate  like  a  goodly,  stately  oak 

*  By  whirlwind  blasts  uprooted,   there  he  lies  ! 
'  When  shalt  thou  rise  again,  Balclutha's  joy — 

*  When,  Icve'iy  car-borne  Carthon,  shalt  thou  rise? 

*  Who  comes,  like  autumn's  shadowy  cloud,  so  dark        S^' 

*  From  ocean's  roar — but  Carthon,  king  of  swords  ?' 

So,  in  the  day  of  mourning,  sung  the  bards  : 
And  I  myself  their  voice  in  concert  join'd, 
And  added  to  their  song  of  dirgeful  note. 
My  soul  hath  mourn'd  for  noble  Carthon's  fate—  52 

He  in  the  days  of  his  great  valour  fell  ! 
And  thou,  brave  Clessammor  !     Where  aloft  in  air 
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Is  thy  abotle  ? — And  lias  the  youth  his  wound 

Por""ot — -and  flics  lie  with  thee  on  the  clouds  ? — 

I  feci  the  sun,  Malvina  ;  to  my  rest  530 

Me  leave.     Perhaps  they  to  my  dreams  miy  come. 

A  feeble  voice,  methinks,  bree/e-bornc  I  hear. 

On  Carthon's  grave  the  genial  beam  of  heav'n 

Delisihts  to  shine — I  feel  it  warm  around. 

O  thou,  that  round  as  my  forefathers'  shield  535 

Rollest  above  !     Whence  are  thy  beams,  O  Sun  ! 
Whence  is  thy  everlasting  light  ? — declare. 
Thou  in  thy  awful  beauty  comest  forth, 
And  in  the  sky  the  stars  themselves  en  veil  ; 
Whilst  cold  and  pale  within  the  western  wave  510 

Down  sinks  the  moon,  and  hides  her  weaker  light. — 
— But  THOU,  THYSELF,  inajcstic  and  alone 
In  motion  art  I     Who  can  tliy  course  attend  ? 
The  mountain-oaks  do  bend  with  age,  and  fall : — 
Mountains  themselves  with  years  likewise  decay.  b4i^ 

The  varying  ocean  sinks  and  grows  again : — ■ 
The  fading  moon  herself  is  lost  in  heav'n : 
Yet,  chearful  in  the  brightness  of  thy  course, 
Thyself  for  ever  still  remains  the  same  ! — 

!  When  direful  tempests  shade  the  world  beneath,  550, 

!  When  thunder  rolls,  and  forked  lightning  flies  : 

j  In  beauty  thou,  contemptive  of  the  strife, 

\  Look'st  from  the  clouds  with  smiles  upon  the  storm.— 

1  Yet  thy  blight  beams  to  Ossian  are  in  vain 
[Whether  the  tinges  of  thy  yellow  hair  555 

'  The  eastern  clouds  emblazon,  as  they  roll ; 
Or,  thy  bright-setting  rays  superbly  shine 

,  With  trembling  motion  at  the  western  gates]  ; 

r  For,  he  beholds  thy  cheering  beams  no  more !— « 
Yet,  thou  perhaps  (like  me)  but  for  a  time  560' 

,  Abidst,  and  then  thy  years  will  have  an  end. 
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Regardless  of  the  morning's  early  voice, 

Within  thy  clouds  enshrouded  thou  shalt  sleep. 

Exult,  O  Sun,  then  in  thy  strength  of  youth  I 

For  age  is  dark  and  destitute  of  charms.  65ii 

Such  is  the  moon's  opacous,  glimm'ring  light 

Through  broken  clouds  scarce  shining,  when  the  mist 

Hangs  on  the  hills,  and  the  keen  boreal  blasts 

Upon  the  plain  befreeze  the  trav'ller's  blood. 

Who  shrinks  amidst  his  wintry,  lonely  way,  57( 


END  OF  CARTHON. 


Clje  Seatlj  of  CucfjulUn 

.'/  POEM. 


ARGl>MF,NT. 

ARTH,  the  son  of  Cairbre,  supreme  king  of  Ireland,  dying,  was  succeeded  by 
his  son  Corniac,  a  minor.  Cuchullin,  the  son  of  Semo,  who  by  liis  great 
actions  had  rendeied  himself  famous,  and  who  resided,  ai  tlie  time,  witli 
Connal,  the  son  of  Caithbat,  in  Ulster,  was  elected  Regent.  In  the  twenty- 
seventh  year  of  Cuchullin's  age,  and  the  third  of  his  administration,  Tor- 
lath,  the  son  of  Cantela,  one  of  the  chiefs  o(  that  colony  of  Kelg<e,  who  were 
in  possession  of  tiie  south  of  Ireland,  rebelled  in  Coniiaught,  and  advanced 
towards 'femora,  in  order  to  dethrone  Cormac  ;  who,  expecting  Feradath, 
afterwards  king  of  Ireland,  was  the  only  one  of  the  Scottisli  race  of  kings 
existing  in  lliat  country.  Cuchullin  marched  against  him,  came  up  with 
him  at  tlie  lake  of  l.ego,  and  totally  defeattd  his  fortes,  ioilalti  fell  in  the 
battle  by  Cuchullin's  hand  ;  but  as  lie  himself  pressed  too  eagerly  on  the 
flying  enemy,  he  was  mortally  wounded  by  an  arrow,  and  died  on  the  second 
day  after.  The  go.'d  fortune  of  Cormac  lell  with  Cuchullin,  many  setting 
up  for  themselves,  znA  anarchy  and  confusion  reigned.  At  last  Coimac  was 
taken  off;  and  ("airbar,  lord  of  Atha,  one  of  the  conipetitois  tor  the  throne, 
having  defeated  all  his  rivals,  became  sole  monarch  of  Ireland.  The  family 
of  Fingal,  who  were  in  the  interest  of  Cormac's  family,  were  resolved  to 
deprive  Cairbar  of  the  thione  he  had  usurped.  Fingal  arrived  from  Scot- 
land with  an  army,  defeated  the  friends  of  Cairbar;  and  re-establisiies  the 
family  of  Cormac  in  the  possession  of  the  kingdom. 

The  present  poem  concerns  the  death  of  Cuchullin.  It  is,  in  the  original,  call- 
ed '  Duan  loch  leigo,'  i.  e.  The  poem  of  Lego's  lake, — and  is  an  episode  in- 
troduced into  a  great  poem,  which  celebrated  the  last  expedition  of  Fingal 
into  Ireland.  The  greatest  pait  of  the  poem  is  lost,  and  nothing  remains  but 
some  episodes,  which  a  few  old  people  in  the  north  of  Scotland  retain  ia 
memory. 


SAY — docs  the  wind  with  zeph'rous  breezes  sound 
Fini;;ars  broad  shield?     Or,  does  the  mournful  voice 
Of  seasons  past  soft  echo  in  my  hall? 
Sing  on,  sweet  voice  !  for  pleasant  are  thy  strains 
Deceptive  of  my  night,  with  joyful  sound, 
Bragela,  daughter  of  car-borne  Sorglan,  sing. 
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*   It  is  tlic  wave  white-rolling  on  {he  rock, 

*  And  not  Cuchullin's  sails  !     Oft'  do  the  mists, 

*  When  'round  some  ghost  they  with  their  foldings  rise, 
'   And  spread  their  griziy  skirt  along  the  vale  ; 

*  Me  for  the  vessel  of  my  love  deceive. 

*  Thy  long-v/ish'd  coming,  gen'rous  Semo's  son, 

*  Ah  !  why  dost  thou  delay  ?     Back  with  its  winds 

*  Four  times  has  autumn  come  with  wintry  roar, 

*  And  rais'd  Togorma's  seas ;  whilst  thou  hast  been 

*  Ami  1st  the  roar  of  battles,  and  afar 

*  Bragcla  waiting  for  thy  wishVl  return. 

*  Hills  of  the  isle  of  mist !  when  to  his  hounds 

*  Responsive  will  ye  ring? — But  in  your  clouds 

*  Ye  hide,  and  sad  Bragela  calls  in  vain. 

*  With  all  its  clouds  dusk  night  comes  rolling  down, 
c  And  lost  in  mist  the  face  of  ocean  fails. 

*  The  hc:>th-cock's  head  beneath  his  fost'ring  wing 

*  In  slumber  roosts ;  and  with  the  desert-hart 

*  The  hind  reposins;  in  sweet  union  sleeps. 

'  They  with  the  early  beam  of  bright'ning  morn 

*  Shall  rise,  and  on  the  mossy  streamlet  feed. 

*  But  with  the  sun  my  sliow'ring  tears  return, 

*  And  with  the  night  my  heaving  sighs  renew. 

'  When  back,  in  all  thy  gleaming  armour  clad, 

*  Say — chief  of  mossy  Tural — wilt  thou  come  ?' 

With  airs  transportant  of  glad  Ossian's  ear. 
Daughter  of  car-borne  Sorglan,  comes  thy  voice  ! 
But,  to  the  hall  of  shells,  to  the  bright  beam 
Red-curling  from  the  burning  oak  retire. 
There,  list'ning  to  the  murmur  of  the  sea 
At  Dunscaich's  walls  wide-rolling  all  its  waves  ; 
On  thy  blue  eyes  let  shadowy  sleep  descend, 
And  to  thy  dreams  thy  vvish'd-for  hero  come. 
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Amidst  Ills  host  at  Lego's  reedy  lake,  40 

Where  waters  darkly  roll,  Cuchullin  sits. 
Night  is  aroimd  the  hero,  and  awide 
His  thousands  on  the  shaded  heath  are  spread. 
Encircled  'round  a  hundred  oaks  on  fire, 
Where  the  rich  feast  of  shells  is  smoking  'wide,  4-5 

With  locks  grey-glitt'ring  to  the  lambent  beam. 
Beneath  a  tree  old  Carril  strikes  the  lyre: — 
The  rustling  blast  of  night  is  whistling  near, 
And  lifts  his  aged  hair.     He  sweetly  sings 
Of  blue  Togorma  and  its  mighty  chief,  .gO 

Cucliullin's  friend:     *  Why  Connal — why  not  here 

*  Amidst  the  season  of  the  gath'ring  storm  ? 

*  Against  the  car-borne  Cormac,  all  in  arms 

'  The  southern  chiefs  in  strife  of  war  have  met. 

*  The  adverse  winds  thy  spreading  sails  detain,  55 
'  And,  thee  encircling,  thy  blue  waters  roll. 

'  Yet  not  alone  is  royal  Cormac  seen  ; 

*  For  Semo's  valiant  son  his  battles  fights : — > 
I  His  wars  are  fought  by  Semo's  valiant  son, 

*  The  dread  of  strangers  !     He,  that  death ful  moves,  GQ 

*  As  with  slow,  gloomy  pace,  on  sultry  winds 

*  Death's  baneful  vapour  sails  ;  when  in  its  course 

*  The  sun  grows  red — the  people  fall  around.' 

Such  was  the  song  of  Carril,  when  appear'd 
A  herald-son  of  the  near-coming  foe.  65 

Down  on  the  ground  his  pointless  spear  he  threw. 
And  thus  the  threat'ning  words  of  Torlath  spoke  : 

*  Torlath  I   of  heroes  brave  the  dauntless  chief 

*  From  Lego's  sable  surge  ;  he  that  to  fight 

*  'Gainst  car-borne  Cormac  forth  his  thousands  led :  70 

*  Connie  I  who  in  Temora's  echoing  halls 

'  Far  distant  was.     His  fathers'  bow  to  bend, 
"*  And  the  bright  barbed  spear  to  lift,  he  learn'd. 
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*  Nor  long  (tliou  mildly  shining  beam  of  youth  !) 

*  Didst  thou  the  juv'lin  lift.     Behind  thee  death 

*  Dim,  like  the  darken'd  portion  of  the  moon 

*  Behind  the  crcscence  of  its  lustre,  stands." 

CuchuUin  then  arose  before  the  bard, 
That  from  the  brave  and  generous  Torla^h  came. 
Him  to  the  shell  of  joy  he  welcome  made. 
And  gave  due  honour  to  the  son  of  songs. 

*  Sweet  voice  of  Lego!'  said  the  gen'rous  chief; 

*  What  are  the  words  of  Torlath  liither  sent  ? 

*  Cantela's  car-borne  son  of  noble  race, 

*  Say — to  oviv  feast  or  battle  docs  he  come  ?' 

*  He  to  thy  battle  comes :'  reply'd  the  bard, 

*  And  to  the  clangor  of  the  strife  of  spears. 

*  When  grey  on  Lego  shines  the  orient  morn, 

*  Then  on  the  plain  will  dauntless  Torlath  fight. 

*  And  wilt  thou  in  the  splendour  of  thy  arms, 

*  King  of  the  isle  of  mist,  enmail'd  him  meet  ? 

*  From  Torlath's  matchless  spear  dread  terror  flames 

*  Tremendous  as  a  meteor  of  the  night. 

*  He  lifts  it  U[3 — the  people  fall,  and  death 

*  Sits  frightful  in  the  lightning  of  his  sword.' 

*  Am  I  afraid,'  Cuchullin  then  reply'd, 

*  Of  car-borne  Torlath's  spear  ? — His  brav'ry  can 

*  At  once  a  thousand  heroes  in  the  fight 

*  Meet  fearless  ;  but  my  soul  delights  in  war, 

*  The  sabre  rests  not  b^  Cuchullin's  side, 

*  Bard  of  the  times  of  old!     Me,  on  the  plain, 

*  Morning  shall  meet,  and,  in  its  splendor,  gleara 

*  On  the  blue  armour  of  great  Semo's  son. 

*  But  on  the  nightly  heath  sit  thou,  O  bard  \ 
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*  And  let  us  hear  thy  voice:  freely  partake  105 

*  The  joyful  shell,  and  hear  Temora's  songs.* 

'  This  is  no  time,'  reply'd  the  hoary  bard, 

*  To  hear  the  song  of  joy ;  when  strong  in  fight, 

*  As  Lego's  waves,  the  mighty  are  to  meet. 

*Slimora!     Why  with  all  thy  silent  woods  IIQ 

*  Art  thou  so  dark  ?     Upon  thy  hazy  top 

*  No  green  star  trembles,  nor  upon  thy  side 

'  With  silver  brightness  is  a  moon-beam  seen  : 

*  But  death's  dim  meteors  direfully  there  glide, 

*  And  the  grey  wat'ry  forms  of  ghosts.     Why  dark  115 
'  Art  thou  (Slimora  !)  with  thy  silent  woods  ?' 

Back  in  the  music  of  his  song  he  went. 
And  Carril  sung  symphonious  with  his  voice. 
With  airs  sublime  the  trembling  music  roU'd, 
Sweet  as  the  naemory  of  the  seasons  past,  120> 

That  strikes  the  soul  with  sorrow  and  delight, 
j  The  shady  ghosts  of  tuneful  bards  no  more, 
I  With  rapture,  heard  it  from  Slimora's  side. 
Along  the  woods  soft,  trembling  sounds  are  spread. 
And  the  still  vales  of  silent  night  rejoice.  125 

So  comes  with  pleasing  sound  to  Ossian's  ear. 
When  in  the  valley  of  his  breeze  he  sits, 
That  fans  refreshment  in  the  silent  noon  ; 
The  trcm'lous  humming  of  the  mountain-bee: 
Th'  inconstant  gale  oft  drowns  it  in  its  course,  130 

But  pleasant,  soon,  again  returns  the  sound, 

j        *  Raise,*  said  CuchuUin  to  his  hundred  bards, 
j<  The  srong  of  fam'd  Fingal  of  noble  might — 

*  That  song,  which,  when  amidst  his  rest  descend 

*  The  visions  of  his  dreams,  at  night  he  hears  ;  135 

*  When  the  skill'd  Jiardi  foft  strike  the  di§tant  lyre, 

Y 
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*  And  faintly  glcnnis  the  light  on  Sdrau's  walls. 

*  Or,  let  the  dark'ning  grief  of  Lara  rise, 

*  And  Calmar's  mother's  sighs  of  heaving  strength  ; 
'  When  on  his  hills  he,  but  in  vain,  was  sought, 

*  And  on  his  bow  within  the  hall  she  look'd. 

*  Carril,  the  shield  of  Caithbat  on  that  braneh 
'  Suspend,  and  let  Cuchullin's  spear  be  near. 

*  That,  with  the  morn  grey-beaming  from  the  east, 

*  The  signal  of  my  battle  may  arise.' 

Upon  his  father's  shield  the  hero  lean'd, 
And  in  sweet  strains  the  song  of  Lara  rose. 
Far  at  a  distance  stood  the  hundred  bards  ;— 
Carril  alone  is  near  the  mighty  chief. 
His  were  the  words  melodious  of  the  song. 
And  mournful  was  the  warbling  of  his  lyre, 

*  Alcletha  with  the  hoary  locks  of  age  ! 

*  Mother  of  car-borne  Calmar  !     Why,  to  see 

*  Thy  son  returnino:,  tow'rds  the  desert  look  ? 
'   These  that  appear  dark  on  the  shadv  heath 

*  Are  not  his  heroes,  nor  is  that  the  voice 

*  Of  Calmar  ;  it  is  but  the  distant  grove — 

'  The  roar,  Alcletha,  of  the  mountain-wind.' 

"  Sister  of  noble  Calmar,  say  who  bounds" 

*  (Amidst  her  rising  hopes,  Alcletha  said)' 

"  O'er  Lara's  stream  ?     Does  not  Alcletha  see 

"  His  spear  ?     But  with  old  age  her  eyes  are  dim  ! 

"  O  daughter  of  my  love,  attentive  look, 

"  And  say — if  he  indeed  be  Matha's  son  ?" 

"   It  is,  Alcletha,  but  an  aged  oak  !" 

*  Alona  said,  the  lovely,  weeping  fair.' 

"  'Tis  but  an  oak,  Akietha,  o'er  the  stream 
"  Of  Lara  bent.     But  who  along  the  plain 
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"   Here  conif's  in  Ivisto,  villi  sorrow  in  his  speed  ? — 

"  High  lie  llic  massy  spear  of  Culmiir  lifts.  170 

"  Alcletha  !   'lis  with  purple  blood  besniear'd  !" 

"  But — with  ihe  siau2;hler  of  the  vanqnish'd  I'oes" 
'  (Kelpy'd  Alcletha  h.opeful  for  the  best)' 
"  Sister  of  car-borne  Calmar,  it  is  red  ! 

*'  Nc\er  unstained  with  the  blood  of  foes  175 

"  His  spear  return 'd,  nor  from  the  strife  of  might 
"  His  dauntless  brow  (the  embleni  of  his  heart). 
"  The  battle  in  his  presence  is  consiini'd, 
"  And  he,  Aiona,  is  a  flan-.c  of  death  ! 

"  Youth  of  the  mourn  ful  speed!   speak  out,  and  sny         18v) 
"  Where  is  Alclelha's  son  ?     Amidst  liis  fame — • 
"  Amidst  his  echoing  shields  does  he  return  ? 
f*  But  dark  and  silent  thou,  alas  !   remaiu'st ! 
'*  And,  therefore,  Cainiar  is  alas  I  no  7nore, 
"  Tell  me  not  warrior,  Iiozv  the  hero  fell ;  185 

**  For  of  his  wound  I  cannot  bear  the  tale." 

'  Mother  of  car-borne  Calmar,  in  tliy  grief 
*  Why  tow'rds  the  desert  dost  thou  turn  thy  eyes  ?* 

So  Carril  sung,  when  on  his  bossy  shield 
iCuchullin  lay  :   the  bards  upoa  their  harps  190 

Were  resting,  and  around  sleep  softly  fell, 
j  Alone  tlie  son  of  Semo  was  awake, 

And  on  the  war  his  soul  was  fix'd  attent. 

The  burning  oaks  with  fading  flame  decay'd. 

And  a  red  light  is  faintly  spread  around. —  195 

AVith  trembling  sound  a  feeble  voice  is  heard  ! — 
■  Then  through  the  dusk  the  ghost  of  Calmar  came, 
'And  stalked  stately  in  the  gloomy  beam. 

Dark  in  his  shady  side  the  wound  appears. 

And  his  lank  hair  disorder 'd  is,  and  loose.  200 
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Dark  on  liis  face  joy  sits,  and  to  his  cave 
Invitant  of  Cuchullin  he  appears. 

The  rising  chief  of  Erin  thus  reply'd  : 
'  Son  of  the  cloudy  night !  why  darkly  bend, 

*  O  car-borne  Cahnar's  ghost,  thy  eyes  on  me? 

*  Would'st  thou  from  Cormac's  battles  me  deter, 

*  O  Matha's  son  !     Not  feeble  in  the  war 

*  Was  thy  strong  hand,  nor  was  thy  voice  for  peace. 

*  How  varied,  chief  of  Lara,  is  thy  mind, 

*  If  now  immediate  flight  thou  dost  advise! 

*  Never,  O  Calmar,  was  I  known  to  fly ; 

*  Nor  of  the  desert-ghost  was  I  afraid. 

*  They  know  but  little,  and  their  hands  are  weak, 

*  And  their  abode  is  in  the  vapoury  void. 

*  But  my  firm  soul  in  gath'ring  danger  grows 

*  And  in  the  sound  of  rattling  steel  delights. 
*.  Retire  thou  to  thy  solitary  cave  ; — 

*  Thou  art  not  Calmar's  ghost,  for  he  in  fight 

*  Rejoic'd  ;  and  like  heav'n's  thunder  was  his  arm.' 

Then  in  his  blast  with  joy,  for  he  had  heard 
The  plaudit  of  his  praises,  he  retir'd. 
The  orient  beam  of  morning  faintly  shone. 
And  wide  the  sound  of  Caithbat's  buckler  spread. 
Green  Ullin's  warriors,  like  th'  united  roar 
Of  many  streams,  prepar'd  for  fight  conven'd. 
O'er  Lego  too  the  horn  of  war  is  heard. 
And  in  his  arms  the  mighty  Torlath  came. 

*  Why  with  thy  thousands,'  said  dark  Lego's  chief, 

*  Dost  thou,  Cuchullin,  come  ?     The  mighty  strength 

*  Of  thy  strong  arm  I  know,  and  thy  great  soul 

*  With  ardour  unextinguish'd  burns  like  fire. 

*  Why  fight  we  not  upon  the  swarthy  plain, 
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*  And  let  our  hosts  stnnd  lookirii;  on  our  deeds  ? 

*  Let  thcni  behold  as  loud  as  roaring  waves 

*  Large  tumbling  round  a  rock  ;  when  from  the  place       235 

*  Away  th'  aftiighted  mariners  turn  their  course 

*  And  look  with  I'ear  upon  the  noisy  strife.' 

*  Thou  riscst,  like  the  sun,  upon  my  soul,' 
Ecply'd  the  sou  of  Semo.     *  Thy  dread  arm, 

*  Torlatli,  is  strong  ;  and  worthy  of  my  wrath.  240 

*  Ye  men  of  UUin's  verdant,  fertile  plains, 

*  To  dark  Slimora's  shady  side  retire, 

*  And  in  the  day  of  his  illustrious  fame 

*  Upon  the  noble  chief  of  Erin  look. 

*  Carril  !  O  bard,  to  mighty  Connal  tell—  245 

*  If  now  CuchuUin  should  in  combat  fail, 

*  Tell  him  that  I  those  breezes  held  in  blame 

*  Which  on  Togorma's  rolling  billows  roar. 

*  Ne'er  was  he  absent  from  the  roaring  plain, 

*  Whene'er  the  strife  of  my  renown  arose.  250 

*  Before  great  Cormac  let  his  sabre  be 

*  Bright  as  the  beam  coruscant  in  the  heav'n's  : 

*  And  in  the  day,  when  frowning  danger  lours 

*  In  green  Tcmora,  let  his  counsel  sound,' 

Then,  in  the  clangor  of  his  arms  he  rush'd,  255 

Like  Loda's  spirit,  dreadful  in  approach. 
When  in  a  thousand  storms  he  pealing  comes 
And  scatters  battles  from  his  angry  eyes. 
Whilst  on  his  sword  his  mighty  hand  is  plac'd. 
And  the  strong  tempest  lifts  his  flaming  locks  ;  260 

O'er  Lochlin's  seas  he  sits  upon  a  cloud. 
Such  in  his  day  of  fame  Cuchullin  was! 
By  his  strong  hand  the  mighty  Torlath  fell, 
And  Lego's  sadd'ning  heroes  greatly  mourn'd. 
Thick  as  the  clouds  from  the  wild  desert  pour,  265 
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They  gather  'round  tlic  chief. — At  once,  arose 

A  thousand  swords  ;   a  thousand  arrows  flew. 

Yet,  like  a  rock  amidst  a  roaring  sea, 

Firm  he  his  ground  maintain'd.     They  fell  around. 

In  blood  he  strode,  and  echoes  far  and  wide 

The  dark  Slimora  gave.     Green  Uliin's  sons 

Came,  and  the  battle  over  Lego  spread. 

Victorious  on,  the  chief  of  Erin  strode. 

And  o'er  the  field  with  his  renown  return'd — 

But  paleness  on  his  fading  visage  sat. 

Dark  was  the  once- bright  lustre  of  his  face, 

And  sadly  he  in  silence  roU'd  his  eyes. 

Unsheathed  in  his  hand  the  sabre  hung, 

And  at  each  step  his  beamy  jav'lin  bent. 

*  Cuchullin's  strength,"  the  king  in  secret  said, 

*  O  Carril,  fails.     And,  witii  the  years  now  gone, 
'   My  days  are  fled.     And  to  my  mcm'ry  past 

'  No  grief  shall  rise.     At  green  Temora  they 

*  Shall  for  me  seek,  but  I  shall  not  be  found, 

*  Cormac  within  his  hall  will  weep,  and  say  : 

"  Where  is  the  chief  of  Tura  ?"— *  But  renown'd 
'   My  name  shall  stand  by  tuneful  bards  in  song. 

*  The  youth  will  say  in  secret :  "  Let  me  die 

"  As  great  Cuchullin  dy'd. — Fame,  like  a  robe, 

"  Him  clotlrd,  and  brightly  shines  his  great  renown." 

*  Draw  from  my  side  the  arrow,  and  beneath 

*  That  oak  Cuchullin  lay.     And,  near  at  hand, 

*  The  shield  of  Caithbat  place  ;  that  me  laid  low 
'  Amidst  my  fathers'  arms  they  may  behold.' 

*  And  is  the  noble  son  of  Semo  fall'n  ?' 
Said  Carril  with  a  sigh. — '  In  lorn  despair 

*  The  walls  of  Tura  mourn,  and  black'ning  grief 

*  At  Dunscaich  dwells.     Alcnc,  in  bloom  of  vouth. 
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*  Thy  spouse  is  left,  an  J  thy  lov'd  son,  alone. 

*  He  to  Bragela  shall,  in  gieat  amaze,  300 

*  Come  and  enquire  the  reason  why  she  weeps — 

*  Then,  to  the  wall  shall  lift  his  wond'ring  eyes, 

*  And,  seeing  his  father's  sword,  enquiring  say : 

«'  Whose  sword  is  that  ?" — '  his  mother's  soul  is  sad ! — 

*  — Who,  like  the  desert-hart  in  swiftness,  comes  305 

*  Amidst  the  murmur  of  his  sounding  course  ? 

*  In  eager  search  of  his  beloved  friend, 

*  His  eyes  look  wildly  round.— Where,  Colgar's  son — ■ 

*  Where,  Connal,  wast  thou,  when  the  mighty  fell  ? 

*  Say — did  Togorma's  seas  around  thee  roll  ?  310 

*  Or,  blew  the  southern  tempests  in  thy  sails  ? 

*  The  mighty  have  amidst  the  battle  fall'n, 

*  Nor  wast  thou  there.     Let  none  the  news  promulge 

*  In  Selma,  nor  in  Morven's  woody  land. 

*  Sorrow  will  seize  the  bosom  of  Fingal,  315 

*  And  the  low  sons  of  the  wild  desert  mourn ! 

,  By  misty  Lego's  darkly-rolling  waves 
The  hero's  tomb  they  rais'd. — Not  far  off  lies 
Luath,  his  constant  hunter  at  the  chase. 


'  Ever  blest  be  thy  soul,  gen'rous  Semo's  great  soa  ; —      320 
'  Thou  wast  valiant  and  mighty  in  fight. 

*  Thy  strength  was,  in  pow'r,  like  the  strength  of  a  stream  i 

'  Thy  speed,  like  the  eagle's  in  flight. 
'  In  battle,  dread  terror  emblazon'd  thy  path — 

'  Death  st  ilked  behind  thee  in  war  !  325 

'  Ever  blest  be  thy  soul,  gen'rous  Semo's  great  son, 

*  Dunscaich's  noble  chief  of  the  car ! 

*  Not  by  tile  skill'd  sword  of  the  mighty  at  last 

*  Wiist  thou,  O  brave  warrior!  slain  ; 
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*  Neither    did    tliy   warm    blood    gushing;    from    the    tVesl- 

wound  3  3(, 

*  The  spear  of  the  valiant  stain. 

*  In  a  blast  flew  the  arrow,  like  death's  fatal  sting ; 

'  Nor  did  the  weak  bow-man  perceive. 

*  May  peace  in  thy  cave,  ever  be  to  thy  soul ; 

*  Of  the  island  of  mist,  O  thou  chief !  335 

*  None  remains  at  Temora  in  Cormac's  high  hall— . 

«  The  mighty  are  scatter'd  abroad. 

*  The  young  royal  chieftain  sees  not  thy  return, 

*  But  despairs — and  sinks  under  the  load, 

*  Now  ceas'd  evermore  is  the  sound  of  thy  shield,  340 

*  And  his  foes  are  thick-gathering  round  ! 

*  Within  thy  lone  cave,  chief  of  green  Erin's  wars, 

*  Soft  be  thy  repose,  and  profound  ! 

"*  Bragela  no  longer  shall  hope  thy  return, 

*  Nor  gaze  for  thy  sails  on  ocean's  foam.  345 

*  Her  steps  are  no  longer  abroad  on  the  shore, 

*  But  pensive  she  sits  at  her  home. 

*  To  the  voice  of  thy  rowers  replowing  the  main  !] 

*  Attention  no  longer  she  yields.  ] 

*  May  peace  in  thy  cave  ever  sooth  thy  great  soul,  350, 

*  Dunscaich's  noble  breaker  of  shields ! 

*  She  sits  in  the  mansion  of  once-sounding  shells, 

'  Nor  ceases  her  soul  to  deplore. 

*  The  warrior,  whose  armour  attent  she  beholds-— 

*  The  warrior,  that  nozu  is  no  more!  355 

*  Car-borne  Sorglan's  daughter's  once-beautiful  eyei 

*  From  fast-flowing  tears  never  rest. 

*  Of  dark,  shady  Cromla  thou  valiant  chief, 

'   In  death  be  thy  soul  ever  blest ! 

END  OF  THE  DEATH  OF  CUCHULZm, 
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ARGUMENT. 

IT  may  not  be  improper  here,  to  give  the  story,  which  is  the  foundation  of 

this  poem,  as  it  is  handed  down  by  tradition.     Usnoth,  lord  of  Etha,  wliicli 

is  probably  that  part  of  Argyleshire  whicli  is  near  Loch  Eta,  an  arm  of  the 

sea  in  Lorn;  had  three  sons,  Nathos,  Althos,  and  Ardan,  by  Slissama,  the 

danjihtcr  of  Semo,  and  sister  to  the  celebrated  Cuchuilin.     The   three  bro- 

I        thers,  when  very  young,  were  sent  over  to  Ireland,  by  their  father,  to  learn 

j        the  use  of  arms  under  liieir  uncle  CuchuUin,  wlio  made  a  great  figure  in  that 

[     ^kingdom.     They  were  just  l>.njed  in  Ulster,  when  the  news  of  Cuchuliin's 

death  arrived.     Nathos,  though  very  young,  too!:  the  command  of  Cuchul- 

lin's  army,  made  head   agaiiist  Cairbar  the  usurper,    and  defeated  him  in 

I   *;  several  battles.    Cairbar  at  last  having  found  means  to  murder  Cormac,  the 

1       lawful  ki.ig;  the  army  of  Nathos  shifted  sides,  and  he  himself  was  obliged 

to  return  into  V  Ister,  in  order  to  pass  over  into  Scotland. 

Dar-thula,  the  daughter  of  CoUa,  with  whom  Cairbar  was  in  love,  resided  at 

that  time  in  Seiama,  a  castle  in  Ulster;  she  saw,  fell  in  love,  and  fled  with 

i        >;athos.     But  a  storm  arising  at  sea,  they  were  unfortunately  driven  back  on 

that  part  of  the  coast  of  Ulster,  where  Cairbar  was  encamped  with  his  army, 

[       ■wailing  for  Fingal,  who  meditated  an  expedition  into  Ireland,  to  re-establish 

'        the  Scottish  race  cjf  kings  on  the  throne  of  that  kingdom.    The  tiiree  brothers, 

\    t  after  having  defended  themselves,  for  some  time,  with  great  bravery,  were 

;       overpowered  anri  ilain,   and  the  unfortunate  Dar-ihula  killed  herself  upon 

1        the  body  of  her  beloved  Nathos. 

i  Ossian  opens  the  poem,  on  the  night  preceding  the  death  of  the  sons  of  Usnoth  ; 
;  and  brings  in,  by  way  of 'pisode,  what  passed  before.  He  relates  tlie  death 
{  of  Dar-i!ui!a  difterci;tly  fiom  the  common  tradition.  V/hich  account  is  the 
I  more  probable,  as  suicide  seems  to  have  been  unknown  in  those  early  times: 
I       lor,  no  traces  of  it  are  found  in  the  old  poetry. 


HEA V'N's  fair  daughter  of  bright  grace ! 
Sweetly  silent  is  thy  face. 
Robed  in  thy  lovely  vest, 
Forth  thou  comest  from  the  east  ; 
Whilst,  attending  on  thy  way. 
Thy  blue  steps  the  stars  obf  y, 
Z 
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In  tliy  presence,  rising  moon, 
TJiickest  clouds  forget  tlicir  gloom. 
In  compliance  with  tliy  glare, 
Straight,  their  dark-brown  sides  appear. 
Daughter  of  the  silent  night, 
Who  in  heav'n  emits  such  hght  ? 
In  thy  presence,  strucic  with  shame, 
All  the  stars  withdraw  their  beam  ; 
And  their  green  and  sparkling  eyes 
Turn  aside,  nor  dare  to  rise. 
Whither  from  thy  lucent  race 
Dost  thou  fly,  when  of  thy  face 
Crescent  darkness  veils  the  whole? 
Hast  thou,  Ossian-like,  thy  hall  ? 
Say,  in  search  of  some  relief, 
Dwell'st  thou  in  the  shade  of  grief? 
And,  to  like  resources  driv'n, 
Have  thy  sisters  fall'n  from  heav'n  ? 
They,  who  joy'd  with  thee,  before — 
Shine  they  bright,  at  night,  no  more  ? 
Yes!  fair  light  I  fall'n  is  their  fire: 
And  tliou,  to  mourn,  dost  oft'  retire. 
But  tliou  thyself,  one  night,  shalt  set  in  gloom, 
And  thy  blue  path  in  heav'n  no  more  illume. 

Then,  their  green  and  sparkling  heads 
The  stars  will  lift,  nor  fear  dismay — 
In  thy  presence  they'll  rejoice, 
Now  in  blushes  sink  away. 
Look,   with  thy  bright  majesty. 
From  thy  portals  in  the  sky. 

That  forth  with  all  her  bright  and  circling  rays, 
The  daughter  of  night  may  in  her  brightness  blaze 
That  to  the  clear  and  gloom -dispersing  beam 
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The  sliaa;gv  mountains  may  responsive  !:^1eam,  40 

And  ocean  roll  its  biilows  blue  in  ligiit  ; 

Now  burst  the  cloud,  O  wind,  with  roaring  might. 

Upon  the  deep  young  Nallios  makes  liis  way, 

With  blooming  Althos,  that  fair  beam  of  youth  ! 

And  Ardan  near  his  brothers  too  abides.  45 

They  move  amidst  the  glimm'ring  of  their  course— 

From  car-borne  Cairbars  burning,  deadly  wrath 

The  sons  of  Usnoth  in  the  darkness  move. 

Say,  who  is  that  dim-moving  by  their  side 

With  beauteous  form,  cnrob'd  in  mist  of  night?  50 

On  ocean's  wind  loud  sighs  her  jetty  hair — 

In  dusky  wreaths  wide  streams  her  flowing  robe. 

As  when  tlie  lucid  spirit  of  heav'n  in  mist 

With  lustre  scarce-ab;iteable  is  mov'd  : 

Such  is  the  splendour  of  her  shaded  mien  !  55 

—Who,  but  Dar-thula,  first  of  Erin's  maids  ? 

She  with  the  car-borne  Nathos,  in  his  flight, 

From  Cairbar's  love  has  made  her  utmost  way. 

But,  O  Dar-thula,  thee  the  winds  deceive; 

And  Etha's  woods  to  thy  spread  sails  deny,  60 

'— O  Nathos,  these  are  not  thy  airy  hills, 
Nor  that  the  roaring  of  thy  climbing  waves. 
Adjacent,  Cairbar's  halls  high-raised  stand, 
And  hostile  mansions  lift  their  tow'ring  heads. 
Its  head  green  Ullin  juts  into  the  sea,  65 

And  Tura's  bay  the  stressed  ship  receives. 
Ye  southern  breezes,  whither  have  ye  stray'd 
'  Deceptive  of  the  sons  of  my  esteem? —  . 
But  ye,  pursuant  of  the  thistle's  beard. 

Have  sportive  made  the  rural  plains  your  place,  70 

O  that  within  the  sails  of  Nathos  ye 
Had  rustled  till  the  hills  of  Etha  rose- 
Till  in  their  clouds  of  darkness  they  had  ris'n  ; 
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And  seen  their  coming  chief!     But  absent  lonj^, 
O  Nathos,  hast  thou  been  ;  and  now  no  more 
Presents  itself,  the  day  of  thy  return. 

But  thee  the  Land  of  strangers /^//r  belicld, 
And  thou  wast  lovely  in  Dar-thula's  eyes. 
Tliy  face  was  like  the  brightness  of  the  morn. 
And  like  the  raven-wing  thy  jetty  hair. 
Calm  as  the  season  of  the  setting  sun. 
With  gen'rou3  mildness  shone  thy  placid  soul. 
Thy  words  were  like  the  zephyrs  of  the  reeds, 
Or  smooth  as  glides  green  Lora's  winding  stream. 
Yet,  when  the  rage  of  angry  battle  rose. 
Thou  wast  in  semblance  like  a  stormy  sea. 
Dreadfully  clang'd  thy  arms,  and,  at  the  sound, 
Thy  course  the  evanescent  host  forsook. 
'Twas  then  Dar-thula,  from  her  mossy  tow'r — 
From  Sclama's  tow'r,  where  her  forefather's  dwelt. 
With  eyes  of  love  down  on  thy  person  look'd. 

*  Lovely,  O  stranger,  is  thy  form  !'  she  said, 
(For  at  the  sight  her  trembling  soul  arose) 
'  Friend  of  fall'n  Cormac,  in  thy  feats  of  war 
*.  Fair  art  thou  seen  ! — With  all  thy  brav'ry  fir'd, 

*  Youth  of  the  ruddy  look,  why  dost  thou  rush  ? 

*  Against  the  car-borne  Cairbar,  strong  in  might, 

*  Few  are  thy  hands  in  fight !     O  from  my  love 

*  That  disengag'd  I  stood — that  I  with  joy 

*  In  Natho's  presence  ever  might  abide ! 

*  Blest  are  the  rocks  of  Etha  !     At  the  chase 

*  Flis  steps  they  will  l)ehold  I     With  gladness  they, 

*  When  the  soft  zephyrs  lift  his  raven-hair, 

*  Upon  his  bosom,   white  as  snow,  will  look.' 
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Sncli,  O  Dar-lluila,  were  thy  words  of  love  105 

In  belama's  mossy  tow"rs. — But  now  the  night 
Is  round  thee  ;  and  the  whids  have  fail'd  thy  sails — ■ 
The  M'inds,  Dar-thula,  have  dcceiv'd  thy  saiis, 
Thoiirjh  high  they  bkiit'rin.'i;  sound. — Ye  boreal  gales, 
A  little  while  be  still,  and  let  me  hear  110 

The  lovely  fair-one's  voice  oC  accents  sweet. 
For  lovely  sounds,  between  the  rustlina;  blasts. 
Thy  voice,  Dar-thula,  of  the  accent  svv^et. 

*  Arc  these  the  rocks  of  Nathos  ?'  said  the  maid  : 

*  Is  this  the  roaring  of  his  mountain-streams  ?  115 

*  Beams  forth  from  Usnoth's  nightly  hall  that  light? 

*  The  mist  around  is  roliina:,  and  the  beam 

*  Emits  the  splendour  of  a  feeble  bhi/'c. 

*  Yet  the  bright  splendour  of  Dar-  hula's  soul 

*  Is  Etha's  car-borne  chief  I — But  now  declare  120 
'  Why,  gcn'rous  Usnolh's  son,  that  broken  sigh? 

*  O  chief  of  echoing  Etha,  me  resolve — 

*  Are  we  not  to  the  land  of  strangers  brought  ?' 

*  These  are  not  Nathos'  rocks,'  reply 'd  the  chief: 

*  Nor  that  the  roaring  of  his  mountain-streams:  125 
I*  Nor  does  that  light  from  Etha's  iialls  proceed. 

*  For  they  arc  distant  far. — Our  dark  abode 
'  Is  in  the  land  of  strangers — in  the  land 

*  Of  car-borne  Cairbar.     On  our  bending  sails 

!*  The  winds,  Dar-thula,  liave  deceptive  blown.  130 

*  Here  her  green  hills  the  land  of  Ullin  lifts. 

'  Go,  Althos,  tow'rds  the  north. — Along  the  coast, 
'  O  Arden,   move,  lest  us  the  foe  surprise 

*  In  darkness,  and  our  hopes  of  Etha  fail. 

*  I  tow'rds  that  mossy  tow'r  will  go,  and  sec  155 
'  Who  dwells  about  the  beam.     Upon  the  shore 

■    Dar-thula,  here  abide — abide  in  peace. 
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*  Thou  beam  of  liti^ht ! — Around  tliee  brir;l!lly  sliincs 

*  The  sword  of  NuLhos,  like  heav'u's  ligiiUiing  clear.' 

He  went. — Alone  upon  the  shore  she  sat 
And  heard  the  rolling  of  the  restless  wave. 
Big  is  the  tear  bright-st  irting  from  her  eye, 
And  for  the  car-borne  Nuthos  'round  she  looks. 
Her  trembling  ^oul  shakes  at  the  coming  blast, 
And  for  his  tread  her  list'ning  o;ir  she  turns : 
But  yet  no  trampling  of  his  feet  is  heard. 

*  Son  of  my  love,  where  art  thou  ?'  she  exclaimVl: 

*  The  roaring  of  the  blast  around  me  pours, 

*  And  dark  and  gloomy  is  the  cloudy  night. 

*  But  Nathos  does  not  yet  to  me  return — 

*  Say — chief  of  Etha,  what  can  thee  detain  ? 
'  Have  the  dark  foes  advantag'd  by  the  dusk, 

*  The  hero  met  amidst  the  strife  of  night  ?' 

He  came  ag;'.in,  but  dark  his  fioc  appear'd  ; 
For  he  his  friend  departed  had  beheld. — 
iVas  Tura's  wall,  and  there  in  silence  stalk'd 
Cuchuliin's  ghost.     And  frequently  arose 
The  sighing  of  his  breast,  and  of  his  eyes 
Th'  expirant  flame  with  dreadful  aspect  gleam'd. 
A  misty  column  was  his  airy  spear, 
And  stars  dim-twinkled  through  his  shady  form. 
With  hollow  voice,   as  sounds  the  repant  wind 
In  Hie  lone  cave,  he  told  the  tale  of  grief. — 
As,  when  the  sun  wades  in  the  day  of  mist, 
His  i-icken'd  face  is  wat'ry  seen,  and  dim  : 
The  shaded  soul  of  Nathos  sadly  droop'd. 

*  Ah  I  why,'  then  Colla's  lovely  daughter  said, 

*  Art  thou,  O  Nathos,  sad  ?— A  beam  of  light 

*  Thou  to  Dartiiula  art :— On  Etha's  chief, 
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*  IIcT  eyes  Avitli  rapture  look.     WIio  is  my  friend  170 

*  But  Xatlios? — In  the  tomij  my  father  rests. 

*  On  Selama  silence  chveiis,  and  sadness  spreads 

*  Upon  the  streams  hliie-roliing  in  my  land. 

*  Tiie  mis^hty  have  with  low-hiid  Cormac  fall'n  .' 

*  The  mighty  were  in  Ullin's  buttles  slain  !  175 

*  Dusk  ev'ning  darken'd  on  the  gloomy  plain, 

*  And  the  blue  streams  soon  fail'd  my  watchful  eyes 
*,  In  the  high  tops  of  Selama's  spacious  groves 

*  With  murm'rant  rustling  came  th'  unfrequent  b'a&t. 

*  Beneath  a  tree  upon  my  fathers'  walls  ISO 

*  I  lonely  sat :  when  lo  I  before  my  soul 

i  *  Pale  Truthil  pass'd — the  brother  of  my  love— 

*  He,  that  was  absent  from  the  field  of  fight 

'  Against  the  car-borne  Cairbar. — On  his  spear, 

*  Bending  with  age,  the  grey-hair'd  Colla  came.  185 

*  Bark  is  his  down-east  face,  and  in  his  soul 

*  Sad  sorrow  dwells.     Down  from  tiie  hero's  side 
^,His  sabre  hangs,  and  on  his  louring  head 

'  Th'  encrested  helmet  of  his  fathers  shines. 

*  Hot  in  his  breast  the  rage  of  battle  grows,  190 

*  And  the  full-burstins:  tear  he  strives  to  hide. 


c^    **  Dearest  Dar-tliula,"  '  then  he  sighing  said,' 
If*  Thou  art  the  hist  of  Colla's  ancient  race. 
"  Truthil   is  fall'n  in  battle— and  no  n-.o/a 
"  Lives  Selama's  king.     And  C'=;irbar,  big  with  Joy,         195 
'  Tow'rds  Selama's  walls  with  all  his  thousands  comes. 
i'  But,  of  his  son  avengcant,  his  great  pride 
Iff  Will  Colla  n-ieet.~r.But  ah  !  Dar-thula  where 
'  (My  last  survivor  with  the  dark-brown  hair  I) 

•  Shall  I  thy  safely  find  ?     Thou  to  the  sight'  200 

*  Art  splendent  as  the  glorious  sun  of  heav'n 

'  Knforcing  day — but  all  thy  friends  are  low  !"' 
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"   And  is  the  sun  of  b:ittle  fall'n  •-"  '  1  said, 

*  Amidst  a  bursting  sio,'.!  of  heaving  grief  :' 

*'  Ceased  the  mighty  Truthil's  gen'rous  soul  20 

"  To  lighten  through  the  field  ?     Pbc'd  in  that  bow 
"  My  safety,  Col  la,  stands  : — to  jDierce  the  deer 
"   I  learned  heretofore.     Fall'n  Truthil's  sire, 
"  Say— is  not  Cairb.ir  like  the  desert-hart  t" 

*  Then  bright  with  joy  became  the  face  of  age,  21 

*  And  from  his  eyes  down  pour'd  the  crowded  tears. 
'  The  lips  of  CoUa  trembled,  and  his  beard 

*  Grey-whistled  in  the  blast. — "  Thou  art,"  he  said, 
"  The  sister  of  Truthil ,-  for  within  thy  veins 

"  The  fire  of  his  great  soul  enkindled  runs.  21 

**  Dar-thula  take"' — he  added,  "  take  that  spear, 

"  That  brazen  shield,  and  that  bright-burnish'd  helm,  •, 

"  They  arc  a  warrior's  once-exuviate  spoils —  '  I 

♦'  A  son  of  early  youth. — When  beams  of  morn 

"  On  Selama  rise  bright-beaming  from  the  east,  2- 

"  The  car-borne  Cairbar  then  we  go  to  meet. 

"   But  still  beneath  the  shadow  of  my  shield 

♦'  Near  Colla's  arm  thy  cautious  station  keep. 

"    There  was  a  time,  when  steel'd  with  youthful  strcngtli 

'«  Thy  father  thee,  Dar-thula,  could  defend:  "    2: 

"  But  feeble  age  now  trembles  on  his  hand. 

**   The  pristine  force  ol' his  strong  arm  has  fail'd, 

♦'  And  growing  sorrow  shades  his  fading  soul." 

*  We  pass'd  the  ni2;ht  in  grief. — With  radiant  beams  ' 

*  The  light  of  morn  arose.     Amidst  its  rays  21 

*  I  in  the  glitt'ring  arms  of  battle  shone:  * 

*  Whilst  on,  the  grey-hair'd  hero  mov'd  before.  ' 
'  The  sons  of  Selama  then  conven'd  around 

*  The  sounding  shield  of  Coll  1.     "^'et,  they  stood 

*  Tew  in  the  plain,  and  their  ag'd  locks  were  grey,  2} 
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*  With  car-borne  Cormac  in  conflicting  strife, 
'  The  youths  with  Truthil  had  already  fairn." 

"  Companions  of  my  youth  .'"  *  ag'd  CoUa  said,' 
"  It  was  not  thus  you  me  in  arms  have  seen — • 
"  It  was  not  thus,  when  great  Confadan  fell,  210 

"  That  I  to  buttle  strode.     But  loads  of  grief 
"  Depress  your  minds,  and,  like  the  desert-mist, 
"  Age  comes  with  aspect  dark.     My  shield  with  years 
'*  Is  worn,  and  in  its  place  is  fix'd  my  sword, 
"  Calm  shall  thy  ev'ning  be,  I  to  my  soul  243 

"  Once  said,  and  like  a  fiiding  light  thy  end: — 
"  But  back  the  storm  upon  my  peace  has  come 
**  And  like  an  aged  oak  I  drooping  bend. 
**  My  boughs  on  Selama  now,  alas,  are  fall'n, 
**  And  I  survivant  tremble  in  my  place.  250 

**  Where  with  thy  fallen  heroes  art  thou  gone, 
*'  O  Truthil  of  my  love  ? — From  thy  swift  blast 
"  Thou  giv'st  thy  aged  father  no  reply  ; 
"  And  with  his  fate  his  grief-worn  soul  is  sad ! 
♦*  But  sadness  sliall  no  more  surprise  my  soul:—  355 

"  Cairbar  or  CoUa  now  must  shortly  fall. 
**  I  feel  the  strength  returning  to  my  arm, 
"  And  my  glad  heart  leaps  at  the  sound  of  war," 

*  The  hero  ilvQw  his  sword,  and,  at  the  sign, 

'  The  gleaming  blades  of  all  his  people  rose.  260 

'  vVlong  the  plain  they  mov'd,  and  in  the  wind 

*  Grey  stream'd  their  hair.— In  Lona's  silent  plain, 

*  y\ midst  his  festive  triumph,  Cairbar  sat. 

*  The  quick  advance  of  heroes  he  perceiv'd, 

*  i\nd  all  his  num'rous  chiefs  to  battle  call'd,  265 

*  How  the  loud  strife  of  angry  battle  grew, 

*  To  Nathos  of  the  shield  why  should  I  teil? 

A. a 
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*  Thee  in  t!ic  midst  of  thousands  have  I  seen, 

*  Like  the  drei'd  beam  of  heav'ri's  coruscant  fire. 

*  'Tis  beautilul,  but  terrible  to  view,  270 

*  And  in  its  redd'ning  course  the  people  fall.— 

*  The  spear  of  Colla  flew: — for  to  his  mind 

*  The  mem'ry  of  his  youthful  battles  came, 

'  Then  camea  b  irbed  arrow  with  its  sound, 

*  And  picrc'd  the  hero's  side  ;  when  down  he  fell  275 

*  Upon  his  echoing  shield.     My  soul  with  fear 

*  Was  seiz'd,  and  o'er  him  I  my  buckler  stretch'd : 

*  But  plain  my  heaving  breast  appear'd  to  view.  Z 

*  Then  with  his  spear  came  Cairbar,  and  beheld  * 

*  Lorn  Selama's  maid  : — and  on  his  dark-brown  face         280 

*  Joy  rose,  and  lo ! — he  stay'd  the  lifted  steel. 

*  He  rais'd  the  tomb  of  Colla,  and  me  brought 

*  To  Selaraa  bath'd  in  tears.     To  me  he  spoke 

*  The  words  of  love,  but  sadness  seiz'd  my  soul. 

*  The  shields  of  my  forefathers,  and  the  sword  233 

*  Of  car-borne  Truthil  struck  my  pained  eyes, 

*  My  dead  forefathers'  armour  I  perceiv'd, 

*  And  on  my  cheek  tlie  tear  of  grief  abode. 

*  Then  thou  didst  come,  O  Nathos,  and  in  haste 

■*  Fled  gloomy  Cairbar. — Like  the  desert-ghost  2?Q 

'  Before  the  beam  of  morn,  away  he  fled. 

*  For,  absent  were  his  hosts,  and  for  thy  steel 

*  Unequal   (Nathos!)  was  his  feeble  arm. 

*  Why  art  thou  sad  ?'  said  Co!  la's  lovely  maid, 

*  I  in  my  youth,'   the  answ'ring  hero  said,  295 

*  The  battle  met. — When  first  the  danger  rose, 

*  My  arm  was  not  an  equal  for  tjie  spear : — 

*  Yet  'fore  the  war  my  bright'ning  soul  arose, 

*  So,  when  the  sun  his  streamy  beamings  pours, 

*  Before  his  head  he  liides  within  a  storm,  300 
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*  Emblazon'd  stan-Js  tlie  verdant  narrow  \alc. 

*  Before  I  Selama's  fair  beheld — before 

*  Thee,  like  a  star,  that  shines  upon  the  liill 

'  By  night,  1  saw ;   my  soul  in  danger  beam'd. 

*  But,  niinitant  of  the  lovely  light,  a  cloud,  305 

*  Its  rays  to  shade,  with  slow  advancement  comes. 

*  Within  the  hostile  land  we  still  remain, 

*  And  us,  Dar-thula,  have  the  winds  deceiv'd! 

*  Far  distant  is  the  bulwark,  of  our  friends, 

*  Nor  near  at  hand  are  Etha's  mountains  seen.  310 
'  Daughter  of  mighty  CoUa,  where  thy  peace 

*  Shall  I  explore? With  martial  brav'ry  fir'd 

*  The  brothers  of  Nathos  stand,  and  his  own  sword 

*  Has  shone  in  war. — But  what  are  Usnoth's  sons 

*  W^hen  'fore  the  host  of  car-borne  Cairbar  drawn!  315 

*  O  that  the  winds,   brave  Oscar,  king  of  men, 

*  Thy  sails  had  brought! — .To  fallen  Cormac's  wars 

*  Thou  gdv'st  thy  full  assurance  soon  to  come. 

*  Then  would  my  hand  for  fight  in  strength  have  been 

*  As  ilames  the  arm  of  death,  and  Cairbar  would  320 
'  With  consternation  tremble  m  his  halls, 

'  And  peace  around  the  fair  Dar-thula  dwell. 

*  But  why,  my  soul  dost  thou  with  droopings  fall  ? 

*  Evn  yet  the  sons  of  Usnoth  may  prevail.' 

*  And,  Nathos,'  said  the  virgin's  rising  soul,  32% 

*  Prevail  they  w///:  nor  gloomy  Cairbar's  halls 
'  Shall  e'er  Dar-thula  in  her  grief  behold. 

*  Give  me  those  arms  of  brass — those  glitt'ring  arms, 

*  Which  to  that  passing  meteor  brightly  gleam— 

*  In  the  dark-bosom'd  ship  I  them  perceive.  330, 
'  The  strife  of  steel  Dar-thula  gladly  joins. 

'  Ghost  of  the  noble  CoUa!     On  that  cloud 

*  Perceive  I  thee  ?     Who  sits  behind  thee  dim  ? 

*  'Tis  car-borne  Truthil'     Shall  these  eyes  behold 
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*  The  halls  of  him,  that  Selam  I's  chief  Inid  low  ?  335 
«  ]\^o — spirits  of  my  love,  them  I'll  not  see  V 

Joy  in  the  face  of  Nathos  brightly  rose  j 

When  he  the  snow-white-bosom'd  virgin  heard.  '| 

*  Daughter  of  Selama  !     Thou  bright  fair  !'     He  said, 

*  Thy  lovely  beams  illume  my  bright'ning  soul.  310 

*  Come,  Cairbar,  with  thy  thousands — I'm  prepar'd — 

*  For  back  the  wonted  strength  of  Nathos  comes. 

*  Nor  that  thy  son  did  from  the  battle  fly 

*  Shalt  thou  hereafter,  aged  Usnoth,  hear. 

*  Thy  words  on  Etha,  when  with  broad  expanse  3i5 

*  My  sails  arose — when  I  tow'rds  Ullin's  land — 

'  Tow'rds  Tura's  mossy  walls  them  spread  ;  recur.  ^ 

"  Thou,  Nathos,  to  the  king  of  shields,"  '  he  said,' 

"  • — Him,  who  from  dark'ning  danger  never  shrunk, 

"  CuchuHin,  chief  of  men:  art  on  thy  wav.  350 

"  Let  not  thy  arm  be  weak,  nor  on  base  flight 

"  Thy  thoughts  employ  :  lest  noble  Semo's  son 

**  Pronounce  the  warlike  race  of  Etha  weak. 

'*  So  may  his  words  to  Usnoth  chance  to  come, 

**  And  in  the  hall  his  spirit  sadly  lour." —  35i 

*  —With  tearful  cheek  he  gave  this  shining  sword. 

*  To  Tura's  bay  I  came — l>ut  Tura's  halls 
'   In  lonely  solitude  and  silence  stood: 

*  V\'hen  iol  around, 'to  know  the  cause,  I  look'd — •  *! 

*  But  none  remain'd  of  Dunscaich's  chief  to  tell.  560 
'    T(j  the  high  hall  of  his  once^fcstive  shells, 


'  Rut  lo  !  those  arms,  with  all  their  bulk,  were  gone, 

'    Aiul  drown'd  in  tears  the  aged  Eamhor  sat. 

"  \"\  h(  lice" — '  said  the  rising  Lamhor,'  "  whence  arrive  36. 

"  The  ;irnis  oi"  sleel  ? — From  Tura's  dusky  walls 

**   Long  absent  has  the  spear  of  brightness  been 


^ 
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•'  Approach  ye  from  the  rolling  of  the  main, 
*•  Or,  come  ye  fVom  Tcmora's  mournfal  halls  ?" 

"  We  from  the  sea,  from  Usnoth's  rising  tow'rs        370 
"  Are  come,"  *   I  said.'     "  From  Slissama  we  are  sprung, 
"  The  (laugh. ter  of  car-Iiorne  Seme.     Tell  us  where 
"  Son  of  the  silent  hall,  is  Tura's  chief? — 
"  But  why  should  Nathos  ask?     I  see  thy  tears. 
«  How,  sou  of  Tura,  did  the  mighty  fall  ?"  375 

"  He  fell  not,"  *  said  lone  Lamhor  in  reply/ 
"  As  falls  the  silent  star  obscure  in  night 
"  When  once  through  darkness  shot.,  no  more  'tis  seen  :— • 
**  But  as  with  aspect  fierce  in  distant  lands 
**  A  meteor  falls. — Death  its  red  course  attends,  380 

*'  And  of  dread  wars  it  is  itself  the  sign. 
"  Mournful  and  dark  are  Lego's  reedy  banks, 
"  And  streamy  Lara's  roar  !     In  angry  strife 
•*  There,  noble  Usnoth's  son,  the  hero  fell." 

"  The  hero  in  the  rage  of  slaughter  fell,"  .585 

i'  1  with  a  bursting  sigh  exclaim'd.'     "   In  war 
1**  His  hand  was  strong — -death  stalk'd  behind  his  sword  !" 

*  To  Lego's  mournfal  banks  we  came,  and  found 

*  His  rising  tomb  ;  and  his  colleagues  in  war — 

*  His  bards  of  many  songs  were  waiting  there.  596 
'  Three  days  entire  we  o'er  the  hero  mourn 'd, 

*  And  on  the  fourth  I  sounded  Caithbat's  shield. 
■'  Joyful  around  th'  assemblant  heroes  came, 

'  And  shook  their  beamy  spears.- — Near  with  his  host 
Coilath,  the  friend  of  car-borne  Cairbar,  stood.  395 

We,  like  a  stream  in  strength,  by  night  advanc'd. 
And  his  brave  heroes  fell.  When  from  their  rest 
The  people  of  the  valley  rose,  their  blood 
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*  With  morning's  liglit  refl-stre:iming  thoy  beheld, 

*  But  unto  Cormnc's  echoing  hall  away, 

*  Like  wreaths  of  jnist,  we  roll'd.     For,  to  defend 

*  The  king,  our  swords  with  flaming  hrii^htness  'rose: 

*  But  empty  were  Temora's  silent  halls  I 

*  For,  in  his  youth  had  noble  Corniac  falln  ! 

*  The  royal  chief  of  Erin  was  no  more  I 

•'  Despairing  grief  the  sons  of  Ullin  sciz'd, 

*  And  gloomily  and  slowly  they  retir'd. 

*  So  louring  clouds,  that  long  have  threatcn'd  rain, 

*  With  dcirkning  shade  retire  behind  the  hills. 

*  On,  in  their  grief,  tow'rds  Tura's  sounding  l>ay, 

*  The  sons  of  Usnoth  mov'd.     Fir'd  with  revenge 

*  By  Selaraa's  tow'rs  we  puss'd. — Like  Lano's  mist, 
'  When  by  the  tempests  of  the  deseit  driv'n, 

*  Cairbar  away  reluctantly  retir'd. 

*  'Twas  then,  O  maid,  I  saw  thee,   like  the  light 

*  Of  Etha's  sun!'     "    Fair  is  t/iat  beam  /"  '   I  said, 

*  And  in  my  bosom  rose  the  crowded  sigh. 

'  Fair  as  the  morn,  to  Etha's  mournful  chief 

*  Didot  thou,  Dar-thula,  in  thy  beauty  come. 
'  But  on  lis  have  the  winds  dc-ccpti\e  blown , 

*  Daughter  ot  CoUa — and  the  foe  is  near.' 

*  Yes !'  then  the  rustling  strength  of  Athos  said, 

*  Near  is  the  foe.     Hoarse-clanging  on  the  coast 

*  Their  arms  1  heard,  and  saw  the  dusky  wreaths 

*  Of  Erin's  standaid.     Plain  is  Cairbar's  voice, 

*  And  sounds  in  strength  as  Cromla's  failing  stream. 
V  Bei'ore  dusk  night  had  shaded  all  the  plain, 

*  He  the  dark  ship  had  on  the  sea  descry 'd. 

*  On  Lena's  plain  with  circumspective  heed 

*  His  people  watch,  and  lift  ten  thousand  swords — ' 
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«  — And  let  them  lift,'  said  Nathos  with  a  smile, 

•  Ten  thousand  swords.— ^When  o'er  them  danger  hangs, 
''  Ne'er  will  the  sons  of  car-borne  Usnoth  fear. 

•  Why  dost  thovi  large  and  rough  with  all  thy  foam, 

=  Thou  rolling  sea  of  mournful  Ullin,  rage?  435 

■  Why  do  ye  rustle  on  your  nightly  wings, 

•  Ye  whistling,  headstrong  tempests  of  the  sky? 
Think,  ye,  ye  storms,  that  Nathos  on  the  coast 

■  Ye  do  detain  ?     No  :— children  of  the  night, 

1=  His  soul  detains  him  !     Bring  my  father's  arms —  440 

'  Althos !   thou  seest  them  beaming  to  the  stars. 

•  Bring  Semo's  spear — it  in  the  vessel  stands  ! 

The  arms  he  brought.     In  all  their  shining  steel 
Nathos  his  limbs  enmail'd. — Then,  lovely  strides 
The  chief,  with  joy  terrific  in  his  eyes.  445 

He  tow'rds  the  coming  of  dark  Cairbar  looks, 
Whilst  the  false  wind  is  rustling  in  his  hair, 
And  silent  is  Dar-thula  at  his  side, 
Stedfast  upon  the  chief  her  look  she  fix'd, 
Endeav'ring  to  repress  the  rising  sigh,  450 

And  two  dark  tears  are  swelling  in  her  eyes, 

'  Althos!'  said  Etha's  chief,  '  within  t'lat  rock 
'  I  see  a  cave.     Conceal  Dar-thuia  there : 
'  And  let  thy  arm  be  strong. — We  meet  the  foe, 
'  Ardan  I — and  gloomy  Cairbar  call  to  fight,  455 

'  O  that,  enrobed  in  his  sounding  steel, 
'  To  meet  the  son  of  Usnoth  now  he  came  I 

■  *  If  thou,  Dar-thula,  shalt  perhaps  escape  ; 

'  Away  from  falling  Nathos  turn  thy  eyes — 

'  And,  Althos,  lift  tow'rds  Etha's  groves  thy  sails,  4G() 

*  Tell  to  the  chief,  that  crowned  with  renown 
'  His  son  in  battle  fell ;  and  that  mv  sword 
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«  Di'l  not  theb:ittlc  slum.     Tell  him  I  fell 

*  'Midst  thousands  ; — let  his  joy  of  grief  be  great. — 

*  Dau]rhtei- of  CoUa!     When  with  dark'ning  winds 

*  Bleak  autumn  blows  to  Etha's  echoing  domes, 

*  The  virgins  call,  and  let  their  songs  arise 

*  For  Nathos.     And  his  praise  to  sound  in  song, 

*  O  that  the  voice  of  Cona  might  be  heard  ! 

*  Then,  in  the  mansion  of  my  mouiit;un-winds, 

*  With  raptures  would  my  spirit  hear  the  sound  !' 

— And  thee,  O  Nathos,  woody  Etha's  chief, 
My  voice  shall  praise  I     O  gen'rous  Usnoth's  son, 
The  voice  of  Ossian  in  thy  praise  shall  rise  ! 
Why  was  I  not  on  Lena,  when  aloud 
The  battle  rose  ?     For  then  would  Ossian's  sword 
Thee  have  defended,  or  himself  fall'n  low. 

We  'round  the  shell  that  night  in  Selma  sat, 
And  in  the  oaks  abroad  the  wind  was  heard 
Mix'd  with  the  shrieking  of  the  mountain-ghost. 
The  zeph'rous  blast  came  rustling  through  the  hall 
And  gently  touch'd  my  harp.     But  sad  and  low 
It  sounded,  like  the  music  of  the  tomb. 
Fingdl  first  heard  it,  and  the  crowded  sighs 
Rose  from  his  breast :  '  Some  of  my  chiefs  in  war 

*  Are  low!'  the  grey-hair'd  king  of  Morven  said. 

*  On  my  son's  harp  the  sound  of  death  I  hear  I 

*  Now,  Ossian,  haste,  and  touch  the  sounding  string 

*  And  bid  the  sorrow  rise,  that  their  p  ile  ghosts 

*  To  Morven's  woody  hills  with  joy  may  fly.' 
The  harp  before  the  royal  chief  I  touch'd. 
And  low  and  mournful  was  the  solemn  sound. 

*  Bend  forward  from  your  clouds,'  1  said,  *  ye  ghosts 
'  Of  my  forefathers  !  bend — and  of  your  course 

*  TJie  terror  red  lay  by. — The  falling  chief 
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t  (Whether  he  from  a  distant  land  approacli 

^  Or  from  the  rolling  sea  arise)  receive. 
f'  Bring  near  his  robe  of  mist,  his  airj-  spear 

*  Form'd  of  a  cloud  ;  and,  like  the  hero's  sword 

i*  Place  by  his  side  a  meteor  half-extinct.  500 

!*  But,  oh  !   that  bright  his  visage  may  appear, 

I*  That  in  liis  presence  his  glad  friends  may  joy. 

t^  Bend  forward  from  your  alant  clouds,'  I  said, 

'*  Ye  spirits  of  my  pale  forefathers  !  benJ. 

j  In  Selma  to  the  lightly  trembling  lyre  505 

[Such  was  my  song.     But  Nathos  pent  in  night 

On  Ullin's  shore  remain'd.     The  noisy  foe 
ii  Amidst  the  roar  of  tumbling  waves  he  heard. 

Silent  he  heard  their  A^oicc,  and  on  his  spear 

I  Himself  reclin'd.     With  allits  circling  beams  510 

I  The  morning  rose.     The  Erenites  appear 

Like  grisly  rocks  in  vast  expanse  arrang'd 
'With  all  their  trees:  along  the  coast  they  spread, 
i [Conspicuous,  in  the  midst,  dark  Cairbar  stood. 

And  grimly  smil'd,  when  he  beheld  the  foe.  615 

Then  forward  in  his  strength  brave  Nathos  rush'd, 
jNor  could  the  sad  Dar-thula  stay  behind, 
i  (Lifting  with  her  white  hands  her  shining  spear 
She  with  the  hero  came. — And  who  are  these 
In  gleaming  armour  in  the  pride  of  youth  ?  520 

Who — but  the  sons  of  Usnoth  arm'd  for  fight 
lAlthos,  and  Ardan  with  the  dark-brown  hair, 

n- 

*  Come' — Nathos  said,  *  come !  high  Temora's  chief  I 
'  And  on  the  coast  for  the  whitf-bosom'd  maid 
'  Now  let  our  battle  be !     From  Nathos  far  *>25 

'  Abide  his  hosts — behind  that  rolling  sea. 
i  \  Why  then  against  the  chief  of  Etha  bring 
Bb 
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*  Thy  thousands  strong  ? — In  battle  thou  dUht  fly 

'   From  him,  when  all  his  I'riends  around  him  stood.' 

To  him  in  wrath  Tcmora's  chief  reply'd  : 
'  Youth  of  the  heart  of  pride,  shall  Erin's  king 

*  With  thee  contend  ?     Thy  fathers,  in  the  field, 

*  Were  not  renown'd,  nor  of  the  kings  of  men. 

*  Say — do  the  trophied  arms,  the  spoils  of  foes, 
'  Or  shields  of  other  times  hang  in  their  halls  ? 

*  But,  Cairbar  in  Temora  is  renown'd, 

*  Nor  does  he  deign  with  little  men  to  fight.' 

From  car-borne  Nathos  starts  the  gushing  tear, 
And  to  his  brothers,  straight,  his  eyes  he  turn'd. 
At  onre,  their  spears  flew  deathful,  and  on  earth 
Three  heroes  lay.     Then,  beaming  tow'rds  the  skies 
The  lightning  of  their  gleamy  sabres  rose. 
As  dusky  clouds  before  a  blast  of  wind 
Are  ridge-wise  driv'n,  the  ranks  of  Erin  yield. 
Then,  Cairbar  to  his  people  gave  command ; 
And,  at  the  word,  a  thousand  bows  they  drew. 
A  thousand  arrows  flew;  and  (in  the  strife) 
The  sons  of  Usnoth  fell.— -Like  three  young  oaks. 
Which  lonely  on  the  hill  once  stood,  they  fell. 
The  lovely  trees  the  trav'ller  lately  saw, 
And  greatly  wonder'd  at  their  lonely  growth. 
The  desert-blast  came  with  its  angry  gusts 
And  laid  their  heads  of  lively  verdure  low. 
Next  day  he  pass'd  them  on  his  journey  back. 
But  they  were  wither'd,  and  the  heath  was  bare. 

In  silent  grief  Dar-thula  stood  and  saw 
Their  sudden  fall.     No  tear  is  in  her  eye. 
But  wildly  sad  her  countenance  appears. 
Pale  was  her  once-red  check^ — an  half  form'd  word 
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H'jr  ticnil)ling  lips  broke  short.     An;l  on  tho  wind  5(;0 

Dark,  ticiw  her  hair.     But,  gloomy  Cairbar  came. 
«  Where  is  thy  lover  now  ?'  in  scorn  he  said. 

*  Where  is  the  car-borne  chief  of  Etha  gone  ? 

*  Hast  thou  the  stately  halls  of  Usnoth  seen  ? 

*  Or,  have  thy  eyes  Fingal's  brown  hills  beheld?  565 
I  *  Had  not  the  winds,  Dar-thtdu,  thee  dctain'd  ; 

*  On  Morven  loudly  had  my  buttle  roar'd. 

f  *  Low  would  Fingal  himself  in  dust  have  1  lin, 
,  *  And  sorrow  now  in  mournful  Selma  dwolt.' 


Down  from  Dar-thu!a's  arm  then  fell  her  shit'ld,        570 
And  plain  to  view  her  breast  of  snow  appe.ir'd  : — • 
i  Plain  it  appear'd — but  it  was  stuin'd  with  blood  ; 
For  in  her  side  an  arrow  fix'd  abode. 
On  the  fall'n  Nathos,  like  a  wrerith  of  snow 
She  fell. — Her  hair  spreads  darkly  on  his  face,  575 

Ant!  far  and  wide  their  blood  is  mixing  'round. 

}  '  Daughter  of  Colla  here  thou  liest  low!' 

I  Said  Cairbar's  hundred  bards.     *  Sad  silence  reigns 

*  At  Selamn's  azure  streams :   for  now  entire 

*  Fam'd  Traithil's  race  have  fail'd. — When  wilt  thou  rise  5S0 
'  In  all  thy  beauty,  first  of  Erin's  maids  ? 

i  *  Long  is  thy  sleep  within  the  silent  tomb, 
'  And  far  the  distant  morn.     Unto  thy  bed 

*  Tlie  orient  sun  shall  not  approach  and  say  : 

"  Awake,  Dar-thula  !   first  of  maids,  awake!  585 

"  Abroad  the  vernal  gale  its  flight  expands. 

•*  Sweet  on  the  hills  their  heads  the  flow'rets  shake 

*'  And  the  green  woods  their  bursting  foliage  wave," 

*  Retire,  O  sun  : — the  daughter  of  Colla  sleeps. 

'  Forth  in  her  beauty  she  no  more  will  come—  590 

'  She  in  her  steps  of  brightness  will  not  move.' 
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Such  was  the  dirgt-ful  music  of  the  biirds 
^vVhen  they  the  lomh  upreai'd.     I  o'er  the  gruve 
Sung,  after  ;  when  the  king  of  Morven  came — 
When  he  to  verdant  Ullin's  mountains  came 
In  fight  with  car-hoine  Cairbar  to  contend. 


END  OF  DARTHUJ.A. 


Cavric4|)iira : 

A  POEM. 


ARGUMENT. 

FINOAL,  returning  from  an  expedition  which  he  had  made  into  tlie  Roman 

piovince,  resolved  to  visit  CathuUa,  king  of  Inistoie,  a.ui  brotlier  to  C'oina- 

la,  whrse  siory  is  related  at  large  in  the  dramatic  poem  of  that  name.     I'pon 

his  coming  in  siglit  of  Clarric-thura,  the  palace  of  Catluilia,  he  observed  a 

!    line  on  its  top,  which  in  those  days   was  a  signal  of  distress.     The  wind 

<  •    ve  him  into  a  bay  at  some  distance  fr'ni  Carric-thura,  and  he  was  ob- 

L(i    to   j)ass  the   night  on    the   sliore.     Next   t.ay   he  attacked  the  army  of 

othal,   kiiigof  Soia,   who  had  beseiged  f.'athulU   in  his  palace  of  Cariic- 

la,  and  took   I  rothal   himself  prisoner,  after  he   had  engaged  him  in  a 

-  ...tie  con;bat.     The  deliverance  of  Carric-tliura  is  the  subject  of  the  pcem, 

1  i!t  several   other  episodes  are  iiiterwovtn  with  it.     It  appears,  from  tradi- 

i:rn,  that   (his  poem  was  addressed  to  a  Culdee,  or  one  of  the  first  Chris- 

ti2n  missionaries,  and   that  the  story  of  the  spirit  of  Loda,  supposed  to  be 

!   c-  ancient  tJciin  of  Scandinavia,  was  introduced  by  Ossian  in  opposition  to 

tf.uldec's  doctrine.      Be  this  as  it  may,  it  lets  us  into  Ossian's  notion  of 

.    superior  leing ;  and  shews  that  he  wiis  not  aiidicted  to  the  superstition, 

w.icli  prevailed  all  the  world  over,  Leloie  the  intioduclion  ot  Chiislianity. 


HAST  thou  left  thy  course  on  high, 

Golden  haired  son  of  sky  ? 

Wide  its  gates  the  west  has  spread— 

There  thou  restest  on  thy  bed. 

Thy  bright  be.iuty  to  behold,  6 

A\  avcs  on  waves  in  crowds  are  roll'd. 

Kcstless,  wheeling  on  their  beds. 

Up  they  lift  their  trembling  heads. 

From  the  surface  of  the  deep 

Bright  they  see  thee  in  thy  sleep  : —  10 

Yet  from  thy  large-beaming  hair 

Still  away  they  shrink  with  fear.— 
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Hcst  in  tliy  shadowy  cave,  O  s\)n,   till  morn, 
And  bright  again  with  joyful  Hght  return. 

But  to  the  sound  of  Sehna's  lyres 
Now  raise  a  thousand  flaming  fires, 
And  let  the  beam  illume  the  domes  ; 
The  king  of  shells  victorious  comes. 
The  strife  of  Cona  now  ia  o'er, 
As  sounds  decay 'd,  are  heard  no  more. 

In  loudest  strains,  O  bards,  his  praise  proclaim  ; 

For  back  the  king  is  come  with  all   his  fame. 

Such  was  tlie  song  of  Ullin,  'when  Fingal 
Return'd  from  battle — when,  in  bloom  of  youth, 
With  all  his  locks  fair-blushing  he  return'd. 
Blue  on  the  hero  all  his  armour  shone. 
Like  a  gray  cloud  enveilant  of  the  sun. 
When  in  his  robes  of  miss  he  dimly  moves. 
And  shews  but  half  his  face. — The  royal  chief 
His  heroes  follow:  and  of  vast  expanse 
The  feast  of  shells  is  seen.     And  brave  Fingal 
Turns  to  his  bards,  and  bids  the  song  to  rise. 

*  Voices  of  echoing  Cona's  plains!'  he  said, 

*  O  bards  of  other  times!  ye,  on  whose  souls 

*  The  azure-hosts  of  our  forefathers  rise  ! 

*  The  warbling  lyre  strike  in  my  sounding  halls, 
'  And  let  Fingal  now  hear  the  tuneful  song. 

*  Sweet  is  the  joy  of  grief!     It  pleasing  comes 

*  Like  vernal  show'rs,  when  with  balsamic  mist 

*  The  saplin-branch  they  soften,  and  forthwith 

*  The  bursting  leaf  its  verdant  head  protrudes. 

*  Sing  on,  O  bards — to-morrow  we  set  sail. 

*  Through  the  vast  main,  to  Carric-thura's  walls 

*  Is  my  blue  course.     There,  tow'ring,  mossy  rise 
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The  walls  of  Sarno,  where  Comala  dwelt.  4>5 

There,  like  his  noble  sires,  Cathulla  spreads 
The  feast  of  shells.     In  his  green  groves  immense 
In  num'rous  herds,  the  bristly  boars  are  fgund  ; 
And  loud  the  echo  of  the  chase  shall  rise.' 

*  Cronnan,  thou  son  of  song  !'  then  Ullin  said,  50 

Minona,  graceful  at  the  trembling  lyre  .' 
The  mighty  king  of  Morven's  ear  to  please. 
In  plaintive  strains  the  song  of  Shilric  raise. 
And,  like  the  show'ry  Taow,  when  on  the  lake 
It  shews  its  lovely  head,  and  in  the  west  5» 

The  evening-sun  with  circling  brightness  sets  ; 
In  all  her  beauty  let  Vinvela  come. 
And,  O  Fingal  ! — bright  in  her  graceful  mien 
She  comes  !  and  soft  her  accent  is,  but  sad,' 

VINVELA. 

My  love  is  a  son  of  the  hill  : —  60 

He  chases  the  swift-footed  deer. 

His  grey  dogs  are  panting  around. 

His  bow-string  resounds  in  the  air.— 

Dost  thou  rest  by  the  fount  of  the  rock. 

Or,  by  the  loud  mountainous  rill?  65 

The  green  rushes  nod  with  the  gale, 

And  the  mist  flies  apace  o'er  the  hill. 

My  lo\'e  unperceiv'd  I'll  approach, 

Nor  him  will  disturb  or  surprise  : 

And,  viewing  him  from  that  high  rock,  76 

I'll  eagerly  pleasure  my  eyes. 

For,  lovely  by  Branno's  old  oak 

Thou  stately  by  me  wast  first  seen. 

I  saw  thee  return  from  the  chase. 

The  fairest  of  all  thy  brave  trayj.  TS 
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SHILRIC. 
Hark!  what  is  that  voice  which  I  hear  ? 

A  voice,  like  the  summer's  soft  air ! 
'Tis  not  by  the  rusiies  1  sit, 

Nor  the  fount  of  the  rock  do  I  hear. 
Afar— .0  Vinvehi,  afar  80 

I  go  to  the  wars  of  Fingal. 
My  dogs  now  attend  me,  no  more, 

In  readiness  waiting  my  call. 

No  longer  I  tread  on  the  hill. 

Nor  yet  am  I  seen  on  the  shore.  85 

From  above,  by  the  stream  of  the  plain, 

Fair-moving  1  see  thee  no  more. 
No  more,  in  thy  attitudes  bright 

As  circles  the  bow  of  the  sky. 
Or,  as  shines  on  the  waves  of  the  west  90 

The  moon  ;  shalt  thou  dazzle  my  eye. 

VINVELA. 
Then  thou,  my  dear  Shilric,  art  gone  ! 

And  1  am  alone  on  the  hill  ! — 
The  deer  are  beheld  on  the  brow — 

Undaunted  they  graze  at  their  will.  9> 

From  danger  suspected,  uo  more 

Are  they  now  observed  to  flee. 
No  longer  they  start  at  the  wind, 

Nor  at  the  loud-rustling  tree. 

Far  hence  the  brave  hunter  is  gone,  100 

Nor  longer  appears  on  the  plain : 
Bat  abides  in  the  heat  of  the  strife 

Among  the  dark  tombs  of  the  slain. 
Ye  strangers  from  far  distant  lands ! 

Ye  sons  of  the  sky-colour'd  main  I  K'  ^ 
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My  Shilric  beloved  O  spare  ! 
Your  sabres,  in  pity,  restrain  ! 

SHILRIC. 
If  fall  I  must  then  in  the  field, 

Courageously  fighting  the  foe: 
High  raise,  O  Vinvela,  my  grave,  110 

To  point  out  where  Shilric  lies  low  ! 
Grey  stones  with  much  heaped-up  earth, 

A  long  time  amass'd  to  remain. 
Shall  long  to  futurity  speak-— 

And  picture  my  memory  plain,  115 

When  the  hunter  shall  sit  by  the  mound, 

And  dine  amidst  noon's  scorching  rays  ; 
*'  Some  warrior  rests  here,"  he  will  say. 

And  my  fame  shall  still  live  in  his  praise. 
When  low  in  the  earth  I  am  laid  120 

Beneath  the  fast-mouldering  hill ; 
With  wonted  affection  and  love, 

A^invela  remember  me  still ! 

VINVELA. 
Thee,  surely  remember  I  will ! 

Thy  mem'ry  shall  yield  me  content.  125 

My  Shilric  will  certainly  fall, 

And  leave  me  alone  to  lament ! 
And  what,  O  my  love,  shall  I  do. 

When  away  thou  for  ever  art  gone  ? 
In  silence  I'll  wander  the  heath,  13(J 

And  traverse  these  mountains  at  noon. 

In  grief  I  will  wander  abroad. 

And  frequently  visit  the  place 
Where  sweetly  thou  tookest  thy  rest, 
Cc 
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When  returnVl  from  the  toil  of  the  chase.  13, 

"  My  Shilric  will  certainly  fall, 

"   And  leave  me  alone  to  lament .' 
**  But  him  still  remember  I  will — • 

"  His  mem'ry  shall  give  me  content." 

*  And   I,'  the  king  of  woody  Morven  said,  IK 

*  The  chief  remember.     In  his  growing  rage 

*  The  battle  he  consum'd.     But  now  my  eyes 

*  Behold  him  not. — One  day  upon  the  hill 

*  I  met  him,  and  observ'd  a  pallid  cast 

'   His  cheek  o'erspread,  and  dark  his  brow  appear'd.  1 1! 

'  The  sigh  was  frequent  in  his  heaving  breast, 

*  And  his  slow  steps  were  tow'rds  the  desert  turn'd. 
'  But  now,  when  loud  my  sounding  shields  arise, 

'  Amongst  my  crowded  chiefs  he  is  not  seen. 

'  Dwells  now  the  warrior  in  the  narrow  house,  I5C 

'  O  tuneful  chief  of  high  Carmora  say?' 

'  Cronnan  !'  said  Ullin  (bard  of  other  times) 

■  The  song  of  Shilric  raise  when  to  his  hills 
'  He  came — and  fair  Vinvela  was  no  more. 

■  Though  on  her  grizly,.  moss-grown  stone  he  lean'd,         I.'i.^ 
He  thought  Vinvela  liv'd. — Her  on  the  plain 
Fair-moving  he  beheld  :  but  the  bright  form 

Did  not  remain.  The  sunbeam,  scarcely  view'd, 
Fled  from  the  field,  and  she  was  seen  no  more. — 
The  song  of  Shilric  hear.     'Tis  soft  but  sad."  i6(? 

I  by  the  mossy  fountain  sit. 

High  in  the  wind  and  rain. 
Above  me  is  one  rustling  trec' — 

Dark  waves  roll  o'er  the  plain. 
From  off  the  hill  the  deer  descend.  165 

Below,  the  lake  rolls  high. 
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No  hunter's  at  a  distance  seen — 
No  whistling  cow-herd  nigh. 
One  voiceless  silence  reigns,  and  it  is  noon  : 
And  sad  and  pensive  here  1  sit  alone  !  170 

Didst  thou,  a  wand'rer  on  tiie  heath, 

My  darling,   but  appear. 
With  floating  hair  upon  the  wind. 

With  heaving  bosom  bare  : — 
With  tears  fuH-starting  from  thy  eyes,  175 

(Still  for  thy  friends  in  quest. 
Beyond  the  mo  intain-mist  conceal'd) 
Soon  should'st  thou  meet  with  rest. 
Thee  would  I  comfort  and  with  thee  would  roam  ; 
And  safely  bring  thee  to  thy  father's  home.  180 

But  is  it  she,  that  there  appears 
Light-beaming  on  the  plain  ? 
Bright  as  the  moon  in  autumn  shines, 

Or,  as  in  summer-rain 
Mild  gleams  the  sun  ;   O  lovely  maid,  1S5 

Through  rocks  and  mountain-breaks, 
In  anxious  search  for  thy  lov'd  friends. 

Say — comest  thou  ? she  speaks  ! 

And  ah  !  her  voice  !  how  weak  it  is,  and  low. 

As  through  the  marshy  reeds  the  breezes  blow  !  ISO 

VINVELA's  GHOST. 

Com'st  thou  again  unhurt  from  war? 

Are  not  thy  friends  return'd  ? 
I  of  thy  death  heard  on  the  hill, 

And  thee,  O  Shilric  mourn'd ! — 
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SHILRIC's  REPLY. 
Yes,  O  my  fair  one,  I  return 

Alone  of  all  my  race. 
Them  thou  shalt  sec  no  more  I — their  tombs 
-    1  raised  in  their  place. 
But  why  alone,  upon  the  desert-hill, 
In  noon-day  heat ;  when  all  around  is  still  ? 

VI N VELA'S  GHOST. 
Within  the  winter-house  alone, 

O  Shilric,  1  abide. 
I'm  pale,  O  Shilric,  in  the  tomb 

With  grief  for  thee  I  dy'd  I — 

SHILRIC. 

Grey,  like  the  mist  before  the  gale, 

She  fleets — she  sails  away  ! 
Wilt  thou  not  stay,  and  see  my  tears  ? 
Stay,  lov'd  Vinvela,  stay  ! 
Fair,  O  Vinvela,  is  thy  present  mien ! 
And,  when  alive,  fair  was  thy  visage  seen ! 

I'll  by  the  mossy  fountain  sit 

Amidst  the  winds  above. — 
When  noon  is  silent  all  around, 

Converse  with  me,  my  love  I 
Borne  on  the  pinions  of  the  gale 

O  hither  come,  I  pray ! 
Upon  the  mountain's  wint'ry  blast 

O  come,  and  with  me  stay ,' 
Amidst  thy  way,  converse  upon  the  hill 
With  feeble  voice,  when  noon  around  is  still. 

Such  was  the  song  of  Cronnan,  on  the  night 
Of  Selma's  joy.     But  morning  in  the  cast 
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Arose,  and  blue  in  light  tlie  w.itcrs  roll'd. 

His  sails  Fin^ai  commanded  hia;h  to  rise, 

And  rustlini;;  from  their  hills  the  breezes  cume.  225 

To  sight  arose  the  land  of  Inistore 

And  Carric-thiira's  cloud-capt,  mossy  tow'rs. 

But  on  their  top,  the  signal  of  distress, 

The  virent  flame  with  bord'ring  smoke  arose. 

His  breast  the  royal  chief  of  Morven  struck,  2.)ft 

And,  straight,  his  spear  assum'd.     He  to  the  coast 

His  darken'd  brow  bends  forward,  and  anon 

Looks  to  the  lagging  winds  ;  whilst  down  his  back 

In  wild  disorder  hangs  his  spreading  hair  ; 

And  awful  is  the  silence  of  the  king  I  £35 

Down  on  the  sea  dusk  carae  the  gloom  of  night. 
And  Rotha's  winding  bay  receiv'd  the  ship. 
Along  the  coast  with  all  its  echoing  wood 
A  rock  extending  bends. — Upon  the  top 
Stands  Loda's  circle  and  tlie  stone  of  pow'r  240 

With  aged  moss  enrob'd.     A  narrow  plain 
With  grass  and  aged  trees  bespread  entire, 
Which  from  the  shaggy  rock  the  m'dnight-winds 
Had  in  their  wrath  uprooted  ;  spreads  beneath,  j 
There,  rolls  the  azure-current  of  a  stream,  24i5 

And  ocean's  lonely  blast  the  thistle's  beard 
Alone  pursues. — Flames  from  three  oaks  arose. 
Wide  spreads  the  feast,  but  still  the  royal  soul 
F-or  Carric-thura's  battling  chief  is  sad. 

The  wan,  cold  moon  rose  in  the  bright'ning  east       250 
And  on  tl'.e  youths  the  shades  of  slumber  fell. 
Their  helms  cerulean  glitter  to  the  beam. 
And  by  degrees  the  fading  fire  decays  : — > 
But  on  the  royal  chief  sleep  did  not  rest. 
Slow  in  his  arms  he  rose,  and  up  the  hill,  255 

To  view  the  flame  of  Sarno's  tow'r,  he  went. 
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Far  olTand  dim  apncavM  tlie  rising  flame, 
And  her  red  face  the  moon  liid  in  the  east. 
Loud-rustling  from  the  mountain  came  a  blast, 
And  on  its  wings  the  ghost  ol"  Loda  bore,  26(^ 

He,  to  his  place,  in  all  his  terrors  came. 
And  shook  his  dusky  spear.     In  his  dark  face 
Like  flames  his  eyes  appear. — -His  hollow  voice. 
Like  distant  thunder,  roars  ;  and  at  the  sound, 
Arm'd  with  the  giitt'ring  javlin  of  his  strength,  2G-> 

Fingal  advanc'd,  and  rais'd  his  voice  on  liigh. 

*  Son  of  the  night,   retire  ;'  aloud  he  cry'd. 
'  Now  call  thy  winds  and  fly.     To  me  cnmail'd, 

*  Why  with  thy  arms  of  shadow  dost  thou  come  ? 

*  Do  1,  thou  dismal  spirit  of  Loda,   fear  270 
'   Thy  gloomy  form  ?     Weak  is  thy  shield  of  clouds, 

'   And  feeble  is  that  meteor,  thy  faint  sword. 

*  The  blast  them  rolls  together,  and  thyself 

*  Dost  quickly  vanish.     From  my  presence  haste, 

*  Dark  yon  of  night !     Now  call  thy  winds,  and  fly.'         27,') 

'  Dost  thou  me  force,'  the  hollow  voice  reply'd, 
'  From  my  own  rightful  place?     Before  ray  pow'r 

*  The  people  bend. — The  battle  in  the  field 

*  Of  heroes  I,  at  my  mere  option,  turn. 

'  1  look  upon  the  nations,  and  away  2S& 

*  They  vanish  ;  and  the  baneful  blast  of  death 

*  My  nostrils  pour.     Abroad  upon  the  winds 

*  I  come  with  tempests  dire    ei'oie  my  face. — 

*  But  calm,  above  the  clouds,  is  my  abode  ; 

*  And  pleasant  are  the  fields  of  iny  repose.'  28ii 

•  In  thy  calm  field  abide  then,'   said  Fingal, 

*  And  let  tic  son  of  Comhal  be  forgot. 

*  Up  from  my  hills  into  thy  peaceful  plains 
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*  D^  I  presLimptivc  come? — Borne  on  thy  cloud 

*  Thee,  spirit  of  dismul  Loda,  with  a  spear  290 

*  Do  I  presume  to  meet  ? — Why  on  Fingal 

*  Dost  thou  then  frown  ?     Why  shake  thy  airy  spear  ? 

*  But  know  ;  that  all  thy  threat'nings  are  in  vain, 

*  For  I  from  men  of  valour  never  fled. 

*  And  shall  the  thin  and  shady  sons  of  wind  295 

*  With  dread  the  king  of  woody  Morven  strike  ? 

*  No:  he  wcU-knows  the  weakness  of  their  arms.* 

*  Fly  to  thy  land,'  to  him  reply'd  the  form : — 

*  Receive  the  wind  (to  thee  1  grant)  and  fly, 

*  The  blasts  are  in  the  hollow  of  my  hand,  300 

*  And  mine,  too,  is  the  journey  of  the  storm. 

*  The  royal  chief  of  Sora  is  my  son. 

1  *  For  at  the  stone  of  my  great  pow'r  he  bends. 
'    Kound  Carric-thura  hot  his  battle  grows, 

*  And  he,  O  son  of  Comhal,  will  prevail. —  305 

*  Fly  to  thy  land — or,  feel  my  flaming  wrath.' 

His  spear,  of  shade  enforg'd,  he  lifted  high, 
I   And  forward  bent,  at  once,  his  awful  height : 
.   But  his  dread  sword  the  king  advancing  drew — 

The  blade  of  dark-brown  Luno. — Its  bright  steel  3ip 

Through  the  dark  spirit  winds  its  gleaming  path  ! 

Then,  like  a  yielding  beam  of  fading  smoke 

[When  rising  from  the  furnace  half-extinct, 

A  boy  disturbs  it  with  the  w  ving  staff], 

The  shady  form  fell  shapeless  into  air.  315 

The  spirit  of  Loda  shriek'd,  as  on  the  wind 
EnroH'd  into  himself  he  upwards  rose. 
An  earthquake  vast,  created  by  the  sound, 
Through  all  the  land  of  Inistore  wae  felt. 
1  i  Tlie  billows  heard  it  on  the  briny  deep,  .S20 
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And,  panic-struck,  they  iu  their  journey  stop'tl. 

At  once,  Fingal's  associates  starting  took 

Their  pond'rous  spears.     They  could  not  see  the  king! 

Thev  rose  with  rage,  and  all  their  arms  resound. 

Forth  in  the  east  the  moon  burst,  and  the  king 
Amidst  the  splendor  of  his  arms  return'd. 
Great  was  the  joy  of  all  his  bright'ning  youths  I 
For,  like  a  sea  when  back  the  storm  is  gone, 
Subsided  were  their  souls.     The  song  of  joy 
Ag'd  Ullin  rais'd:  and  in  the  sound  partook  33Q[l 

The  hills  of  Inistore  with  echoes  loud. 
The  soaring  llame  rose  from  the  groaning  oak, 
And  through  their  crowds  the  tales  of  heroes  go. 

But  in  dark  sadness  underneath  a  tree 
Sits  gloomy  Frothal,  Sora's  battling  king.  SJ^g 

'Round  Carric-thura  spreads  the  teeming  host, 
And  tow'rds  the  walls  with  flaming  eyes  he  looks.— 
For  young  Cathulla's  blood,  who  once  in  war 
O'ercame  the  king,  with  strong  desire  he  longs.. — 
\Vhcn  Annir,  car-borne  Frothal's  noble  sire,  340.1 

In  Sora  reign'd,  a  blast  rose  on  the  sea. 
And  Frothal  into  Inistore  convey'd. — 
Three  festive  days  in  Sarno's  halls  he  spent. 
And  saw  Coraala  of  slow-rolling  eyes. 
Her,  in  the  passion  of  his  youth,  he  lov'd,  ^4ki 

And  rush'd,  the  virgin  of  white  arms  to  seize.  A 

Cathulla  met  the  chief,  and  soon  the  strife  i-'' 

Of  gloomy  battle  rose. — ^Within  the  hall 
Frothal  is  bound — three  days  he  pin'd  alone. 
Him,  on  the  I'ourth,  brave  Sarno  to  his  ship  35^ 

Releas'd ;  and  to  his  land  again  he  came.— 
Yet  still  against  Cathulla  (noble  youth  !)  ' 

The  rage. of  wrath  his  dark'ning  soul  o'erspread.— •  ', 
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WHicii  liia;h  the  stone  of  Annir's  fame  arose, 

Surrounded  with  his  thousands  Frothal  came.  355 

'Kound  Carric-thura's  massy,  airy  tow'rs 

And  Sarno's  mossy  walls  the  battle  burn'd. 

Morn  'rose  on  Inistore,  and  Frothal  struck 
His  dark-brown  shield.  Obedient  to  the  sound 
His  starting  chiefs  arose.     They  silent  stood —  350 

For,  tow'rds  the  sea  their  wond'ring  eyes  were  turn'd. 
They  saw  Fingal  advancing  in  his  strength, 
And  first  the  noble  Thubar  silence  broke: 

•  Who  comes,'  he  said,  *  tall  as  the  mountain-stag, 

*  With  all  his  herd  in  train  ? — It  is  a  i'oc —  365 

*  His  forward  spear,  O  Frothal,  1  perceive, 
'  '  Perhaps  it  is  Fingal,  the  first  of  men, 

'  The  king  of  Morven.     On  green  Gormal's  plains 

*  "Well  are  his  actions  known.     In  Sarno's  halls 

'  The  crimson  of  his  foes  is  deathful  left.  3~Q 

'  Siiall  I  of  him  entreat  the  peace  of  kings  ? 

'  For,  like  heav'n's  thunder  roars  he  in  the  field  !' 

Frothal  rcply'd :  *  Son  of  the  fecbie  hand, 

*  In  darkness  wading  shall  my  days  begin  ? 

'  Shall  I,  O  chief  of  streamy  Tora,  yield  375 

[I  *  Before  my  conq'ring  arm  in  battle  shine  ? 
<  *  'Mongst  Sora's  people  would  the  story  go  : 

"  Frothal  in  youth  forth,  like  a  meteor,  flew — ■ 
f  "  But  darkly  set  in  clouds  ;  and  is  no  more." 
^^*  No:  never,  Thubar,  will  I  yield  the  day.  3S0 

*  'Round  me,  like  light,  my  bright'ning  fame  shall  rise — 
'  No:  king  of  Tora,  never  will  I  yield,' 

Forth  with  the  stream  of  all  his  host  he  went: 
But,  of  a  ,rock  tli'  unyielding  strength  thev  met. 

I 
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Fingal  unmovVI,  enmail'd  for  battle  stood  ;" 
And  from  his  side  they  broken,  backward  roll'd. 
Nor  did  they  ro!i  in  safety  :  for,  the  spear, 
Tlie  royal  spear  their  speedy  flight  pursu'd. 
The  strated  field  with  bleeding  heroes  teeins, 
-And  the  fled  host  a  rising  hill  preserv'd. 

Frothal  beheld  their  flight,  and  in  his  breast 
Dark  rage  arose,  and  downward  to  the  ground 
His  eves  he  bent;   and  noble  Thubar  cali'd. 

*  Thubar!'  he  said,  '  my  timid  host  have  fled, 
'  And  my  renown  has  ceased  to  arise. — 

*  I'll  fight  the  king — I  feel  my  burning  soul. 

*  The  combat  to  demand,  noAv  send  a  bard. 

*  Nor  speak  dissuasive  of  firm  Frothal's  words 

*  — But,  Thubar  !   know — a  a  irgin  I  adore, 

*  And  by  green  Thano's  winding  stream  «he  dwells. 

*  'Tis  Herman's  virgin,  the  white-bosom'd  maid. 

*  'Tis  Utha  with  the  softly  rolling  eyes. 

*  She  fear'd  the  daughter  of  green  Inistorc, 

*  And  soft,  at  my  departure,  rose  her  sighs. 
'  Tell  Utha  that  in  earth  I  low  am  laid, 

*  But  that  my  soul  was  with  her  charms  absorb'd.' 

Such  were  his  words,  resolved  on  the  fight ; 
But  softly  rose  the  sigh  of  Utha  near. 
She  o'er  the  sea,  in  armour  like  a  man. 
Her  hero  had  pursu'd. — She  on  the  youth 
In  secret,  from  beneath  a  helmet  bright. 
Her  eye  had  roli'd.     But  now  the  bard  she  saw 
Depart,  and  from  her  hand  thrice  fell  the  spear. 
Loose  flew  her  hair  upon  the  rustling  breeze, 
And  white  her  breast  with  heaving  sighs  arose.  4»liJ 

Up  to  the  king  her  eyes  she  lifted  sad ; — ■ 
She  thrice  assay'd  to  speak,  but  thrice  she  fall'd. 
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Finiiul  the  cli.illen!j;e  l)y  the  burd  rccei\'(1, 
And  in  the  strength  ot  j<teel  enniau'd  he  came*. 
Tlieir  deathful  spears  they  mix'd,  and  raised  high  420 

The  glimm'ring  of  their  swords.     But  with  dre:id  fail 
Fingal's  l)road  steel  cut  Frothal's  shield  in  twain. 
His  fair  side  hare. — half-bent,  his  death  he  sees. 

On  Utha's  soul,  dark-gath'ring  gloom  advanc'd, 
,  And  down  her  cheek  biij;  roll  d  the  pearly  tear.  425 

With  her  bright  shield  to  shade  the  chief  she  rush'd. 

But  of  her  steps  obstructive  lay  an  oak. 
'.  Upon  her  arm  of  snow  on  earth  she  fell, 
j  And  here  and  tliere,  her  sliitld,  her  helmet  lay. 
I  White  to  the  sight  her  hea\  ing  bosom  rose,  430 

iVnd  wild  on  earth  her  dark-brown  hair  is  spread, 

Fingal  with  pity  for  the  white-arm'd  maid 
'  Was  mov'd  :  and,  straight — th'  uplifted  sword  he  stay'd. 
The  bursting  tear  stood  in  the  royal  eye, 
As,  bending  forward,  he  to  Frothal  spoke.  4,35 

*  Fear  not,  O  streamy  Sora's  king,'  he  said, 
I  *  The  sabre  of  Fingal.     Twas  never  stain'd 

*  With  the  chill  blood,  that  in  the  vanquish'd  flows  ; 
i  *  Nor  pierc'd  a  yielding  foe. — Now  let  thy  hosts 

I  *  Beside  blue  Tora's  streams  embossom  joy  ;  440 

'   And  let  the  virgins  of  thy  love  be  glad. 

*  Why,  king  of  Sora,  should'st  thou  fall  in  youth  ?' 

The  bright'ning  Frothal  heard  Fingal's  kind  words, 
■  And  saw  the  rising  maid. — Like  two  young  trees 
Green-spreading  on  the  plain,  when  on  their  leaves  445 

The  show'r  of  spring  'midst  genial  gales  descends, 
,  And  the  chill  blasts  of  wint'ry  roar  are  laid  ; 
In  silence  they,  with  growing  beauty,  stood. 
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*  Didst  (hou,'  said  Frothal,  '  come  from  Tora's  streams— 

*  Didst  thou,  to  see  the  youthful  warrior  low,  4 

*  Daughter  of  Herman,  in  thy  beauty  come  ? 
'  But — virgin  of  the  slowly-rolling  eye, 
'  FIc  was  indeed  before  the  mighty  low! 
'  Nor  did  the  feeble  conquer  Annir's  son. — 

*  — O  royal  chief  of  woody  Morven's  hills  !  4 
'  Dreadful  art  thou  in  battles  of  the  spear,— 

*  — But — like  the  sun,  when  through  a  silent  show'r 
'  With  smiles  he  looks  ;  appears  in  peace  thy  mien. 

*  The  flow'rs  before  him  lift  their  tinted  heads 

*  And  the  soft  gale  expand  their  rustling  wings.  4 

*  O  that  thou  wert  in  Sora! — that  my  feast 
'   Were  widely  spread  !     Thy  armour  with  delight 
'   'f  he  future  kings  of  Sora  would  behold. 
'  Tliey  would  rejoice  at  their  forefathers'  fame, 
'  Whose  chance  it  was  renown'd  Fingal  to  see.'  4 

'  O  Annir's  son,'  the  royal  chief  rcply'd, 

*  The  fame  of  Sora's  race  afar  shall  sound. 
'  When  chiefs  are  strong  in  battle— then,  the  song 
'  Loud  does  arise  ! — But,  if  their  haughty  swords 
'   Be  o'er  the  feeble  stretch 'd  ;  or,  if  their  arms  4 

*  Be  stain'd  with  blood,  when  weakness  lowly  bends: 

*  Them  shall  the  bard  in  tuneful  song  forget, 

*  And  in  oblivion  lost  their  tombs  shall  lie. 
'    TJiere  shall  the  stranger  come  (to  build  dispos'd) 
'   And  move  away  the  nearly  vanish'd  mound.  4 

*  Before  his  face  a  half-worn  SM'ord  shall  rise, 
'   And,  o'er  it  bending  thoughtful,  he  will  say  : 
"  These  are  the  arms  of  warlike  chiefs  of  old, 
"   But  their  renown  and  names  are  not  in  song." — 

*  Now  to  the  spreading  feast  of  Inistore  4 

*  Come  thou,  O  Frothal,  Sora's  mighty  chief. 
'   Let  thy  lov'd  virgin  also  join  the  throng, 

*  And  let  our  faces  brighten  with  delight.' 
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Then  oiiAvard  moving;  in  liis  steps  of  miglit, 

Fin2;al  assumVi  his  spear. — And,  at  his  word,  4,^5 

The  gates  of  Carric-thura  wide  are  thrown  ; 

And  large  the  feast  of  sounding  shells  extends. 

The  dulcet  voice  of  trembling  music  'rose, 

And  in  the  hall  the  light  of  gladness  spread. 

Loud  was  the  tuneful  voice  of  Ullin  heard,  490 

And  sweetly  was  the  lyre  of  Selma  strung. 

Joy,  in  his  presence,  rose  in  Utha's  soul. 

And  she  the  pleasing  song  of  grief  requir'd. 

Big  hung  the  tear  in  her  pathetic  eye, 

When  she  the  song  of  soft  Crimora  heard—  495 

I    Crimora  (aged  Rinval's  daughter  fair!) 
I    Who  at  the  mighty  stream  of  Lotha  dwelt. 
:    Long  was  the  tale,  but  lovely  was  the  sound, 

And  gave  to  Tora's  bimhing  virgin  joy. 

I  CRIMORA. 

Who,  like  a  cloud  ting'd  with  the  western  ray,  500 

I    Down  from  the  hill  now  comes  along  this  way  ? 
f    Whose  voice  is  that,  loud  as  the  breezy  gale  ; 

Yet  sweet  as  Carril's  lyre,  along  the  vale  ? 
I    It  is  my  love,  array 'd  in  armour  bright, 

But  sad  his  darken'd  brow  is  to  the  sight !  505 

Say — live  the  brave  Fingal's  renowned  race  ? 

Or,  what  disturbs  my  lovely  Connal's  peace? 

CONNAL. 

They  live.     I  saw  them,  like  a  stream  of  light. 

Come  from  the  chase,  fair-beaming  to  the  sight  I 

The  sun  was  on  their  shields,  and  from  the  plain  510 

A  ridge  of  fire  appear'd  the  mighty  train, 

I 

1    Accoutred  thus,  they  marched  from  the  hill. 
Loud  are  the  voices  of  the  youth,  and  shrill. 
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Their  mien  is  manly  and  devoid  of  fear. 

The  war,  my  love! — the  rage  of  war  is  near.  .•jla 

Fingal's  brave  race  presuming  to  defy— 
Of  om-  fam'd  race  resolv'd  the  force  to  try — ■ 
(The  race  of  wounds  and  battles  of  renown  !) 
Dread  Dargo  hastens  with  the  morning  dawn. 

CRIMORA. 

His  spreading  sails  to  me  appeared  plain,  620 

Grey  like  the  mist  upon  the  sable  main. 
Connal  !   I  saw  them  slowly  come  to  land, 
And  in  large  numbers  Dargo's  warriors  stand. 

CONNAL. 

Bring  me  thy  mighty  father's  sounding  shield — 

The  bo^sy  ir'n,  that  Rinval  us'd  to  wield  :  525 

That  shield,  that  shone  to  foes  before  it  driv'n, 

Like  the  full  moon,  when  dusk  it  moves  through  heav'n  ! 

CRIMORA. 
Connal  !  my  aid,  to  bring  that  shield,  I  lend — 
But  it  my  father's  arm  did  not  defend.  \ 

By  Gormur's  spear  my  mighty  father  bled  ;  530 

And  low  perhaps  may  Connal  too  be  laid  ! 

CONNAL. 

'Tis  possible  that  1  may  also  die — 

Yet  raise  my  monument,  Crimora,  high. 

Grey  stones  and  earth  high-rais'd  above  the  ground 

Shall  to  my  mem'ry  form  a  lasting  mound.  535 

Above  my  tomb  bend  down  thy  grief-red  eye, 
And  beat  thy  troubled  bosom  heaving  high. 
To  ease  thy  mind,  in  lonely  discontent, 
In  mournful  gestures  give  thy  grief  full  vent. 
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Thou2;]i  fair  thou  art  (my  channer!)  as  the  light,  540 

Sweet  as  the  gale  upon  the  airy  heiijjht : 
Yet  with  thee  now  no  longer  will  I  stay. 
Crimora  !   raise  my  monument,  I  pray! 

CRIMORA. 

Then  give  to  me  those  beaming  arms  of  light, 

That  spear  of  steel,  that. sword  of  polish  bright.  54*^ 

With  thee  I'll  meet  fierce  Dargo  of  the  car, 

And  aid  my  lovely  Connal  in  the  war. 

Farewell,  ye  rocks  of  woody  Ardvcn  chill, 

Ye  deer,  and  all  ye  streamlets  of  the  hill  ! 

Never  hereafter  shall  we  more  return  !  550 

Our  silent  tombs  are  on  the  distant  bourn, 

*  And  did  they  not,'  said  Utha's  bursting  sigli, 

<  Again  return  ?  say — did  the  mighty  fall 

*  In  angry  strife,  and  did  Crimora  live? 

*  For  Connal,  who  her  ardent  love  engag'd,  555 

*  Her  steps  were  lonely,  and  her  soul  was  sad, 

*  Was  he  not  young,  and  lovely  to  behold ; 

*  In  beauty  beaming  like  the  setting  sun?' 

The  virgin's  tear  fair-starting,  Ullin  saw; 
And  straightway  took  the  softly  trembling  lyr-e.  56P 

Lovely,  but  sad,  then  rose  the  tuneful  song. 
And  silence  strict  in  Carric-thura  rcign'd. 

Dark  on  the  mountains  autumn  lours— 

Grey  mist  hangs  on  the  hills. 
The  whirlwind  on  the  heath  is  heard,  565 

And  with  its  num'rous  rills 
Dark  rolls  the  river  round  the  plain 

And  near  the  rising  mound 
One  lonely  tree  points  out  the  place 

Of  Connal's  sleep  profound.  ii70 
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In  tempests  loud  its  aged  boughs 

With  groaning  motions  wave. 
'Round  with  the  wind  its  leaves  are  whirl'd 

And  strew  the  silent  grave. 
The  shady  spirits  of  the  dead 

At  times  are  here  beheld, 
When  slow  the  pensive  hunter  stalks 

'Lone  on  the  heathy  field. 

Who,  Connal,  can  by  counting  reach 

The  founder  of  thy  race  ? 
Or,  who  by  telling  name  by  name, 

Can  thy  forefathers  trace  ? 
Thy  house  was  like  the  mountain-oak, 

That  spreads  its  branches  wide, 
And  with  its  green  and  lofty  head 

Defies  the  airy  tide. 

But  now,  with  all  its  sturdy  strength, 

It  from  the  earth  is  torn  ! — 
The  chief,  that  Connal's  place  shall  fill — 

Say,  where  shall  he  be  born  ? 
The  dauntless  chiefs  went  out  to  war — 

Their  mournful  spouses  moan'd, 
Here  was  the  angry  din  of  arms. 

And  Jiere  the  dying  groan'd. 

With  streams  of  reeking  blood  were  mark'd 

The  wars  of  great  Fingal  ! 
And  here,  amidst  thy  youthful  strength, 

O  Connal,  thou  didst  fall. 
Thy  sword  appear'd  a  beam  of  lieav'n  ; 

A  tempest  was  thy  arm  : 
Thy  height,  a  rock  upon  the  plain  : 

Thy  eyes,  a  furnace  warm. 
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Thy  voice  in  battles  of  thy  steel 

Was  louder  than  a  storm. 
And  matchless  also  were  thy  dee.Is,  605 

Which  there  thou  didst  perform. 
As  falls  the  thistle  by  the  staff, 

When  by  a  boy  'tis  driv'n  : 
So  warriors  fell  beneatli  thy  sword, 

As  by  the  blast  of  heav'n.  610 

On,  like  a  cloud  of  thunder  black, 

The  mii:;hty  Dargo  came  : 
And,  like  the  forked  lightning's  blaze, 

His  armour  was  a  flame. 
Contracted  were  his  brows,  and  dark  :  615 

Like  sister-caves  his  eyes : 
Bright  rose  their  swords  on  either  side.— - 

From  steel  dire  echoes  rise. 

Near  stootl  Crimora,  Rinval's  fliir, 

In  manly  armour  bright.  620 

Loose  flevv'  her  yellow  hair  behind — 

Then,  in  her  fingers  white 
The  bow  she  took,  and  to  the  war 

Her  fav'rite  youth  pursu'd — 
Her  much  beloved  youth,  nor  shunn'd  625 

The  rage  of  strife  and  blood. 

On  Dargo  then,  with  all  her  might. 

The  pounding  string  she  drew; 
But  singing,  to  her  Connal's  heart 

The  wand'ring  arrow  flew. —  630 

Down  like  an  oak  upon  the  plain 

He  falls,  to  rise  no  more. 
So  from  the  shaggy  hill  descends 

A  rock,  with  murm'ring  roar. 
Ee 
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What  shall  she  do,  unhappy  maid  ! 

He  bleeds  !     Her  Connal  dies  I 
She  all  the  night  incessant  mourns, 

And  all  the  day  she  cries : 
*  My  love  !  O  Connal  I  O  my  friend  ! 

*  Ease  I  must  never  knou'  !'— 
At  length  the  hapless  mourner  dies, 

The  prey  to  grief  and  woe. 

The  loveliest  pair  upon  the  hill 

These  earthern  mounds  enclose, 
And  from  the  seamlets  of  the  stones 

The  grass  green  waving  grows. 
Oft'  in  the  mournful  shade  I  sit 

Amidst  the  breezeful  wind  : 
And,  by  its  sighs,  their  mem'ry  lorn 

Comes  rushing  on  my  mind. 

No  longer  hapless  Connal  bleeds. 

Nor  does  Crimora  weep. 
Here,  undisturbed  in  the  ground 

You  now  together  sleep. 
Beneath  the  mountain's  airy  gale 

Within  the  lonely  tomb, 
Free  from  the  rage  of  wars  and  strife, 

Here  you  repose  alone. 

*  And  soft,'  s:ii<l  Utha,  *  be  your  lonely  rest, 

*  O  streamy  Lotha's  children,  in  the  tomb! 

*  With  tears,  you  in  my  mem'ry  mmH   I  keep  ; 

*  And,  when  the  winds  in  Tora's  groves  arise 

*  And  ncighb'ring  ro  -rs  the  wild  and  streamy  flood: 

*  Then,  mournful  shall  my  secret  song  be  heard.— 

*  Then,  thinly  briglit,  viith  all  your  lovely  grief, 

*  Shall  ye  upon  my  musing  soul  be  pour'd.' 
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Tiirce  (hys  tlie  royal  chieftains  he'd  the  ferist  ; 

Aiul  white,   upon  the  fourth,  their  sails  arose. 

The  northern  winds  to  Morven's  woody  land 

The  bounding  vessel  of  Fingal  convey.  670 

— But  in  his  cloud,  behind  yoima;  Frotha's  ships. 
The  ghost  of  Loda  sat. — ^\Vith  all   his  blasts 
He  forward  hung,  and  spread  the  albid  sails: — • 
But  kept  in  mind  the  wounds  of  his  thin  form. 
Still  apprehensive  of  the  royal  hand.  67f> 
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ARGUMENT. 

THIS  poem  fixes  the  antiquity  of  a  custom,  which  is  well-known  to  have  pre- 
vailed afterwards,  in  the  north  of  Scotland,  and  in  Ireland.  The  bards  at 
an  annual  feast  provided  by  the  king  or  chief,  repeated  their  poems,  and 
such  of  them  as  by  him  were  thought  worthy  of  being  preserved,  were  care- 
fully taught  to  their  children,  in  order  to  have  them  transmitted  to  posterity. 
It  was  one  of  those  occasions,  that  afforded  the  subject  of  the  present  poeui 
to  Ossian.  The  meaning  of  its  title  in  the  original  is  "  The  Songs  of  Selma," 
which  it  was  ihouglit  proper  to  adopt  in  the  translation. 

Tiie  poem  is  (in  the  original)  entirely  lytic,  and  has  great  variety  of  versifica- 
tion. The  address  to  the  evening-star,  with  which  it  opens,  has  in  the  ori- 
ginal all  the  harmony  that  numbers  could  give  it,  flowing  down  with  all  that 
tranquillity  and  softness,  whicli  the  scene  described  naturally  inspires. 


STAR  of  the  descending  night  ! 

Lucid  is  thy  western  light ! 

From  thy  cloud  (ere  long  thy  bed) 

Up  thou  lift'st  thy  unshorn  head. 

Bright  thou  shin'st,  while  all  is  still,  5 

Stately  striding  on  thy  hill. 

Say' — what  see'st  thou  in  the  glade  ? 

All  the  stormy  winds  are  laid. 
From  'far  the  murmurs  of  the  torrent  reach, 
Whilst  roaring  waves  ascend  the  distant  beaih»  10 


Weakly-plnion'd  flies  of  night 
On  the  verdure  hum  their  flight. 
Say — what  see'st  thou,  lucent  ray  F-— « 
Bat,  thou  smil'st  and  art  away.— 
Bathant  of  thy  bait  of  love, 
Jocund  billows  'round  thee  rove. 
'ot.II.  B 
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Farewell,  adieu,  thou  silent  beam  of  uioht, 
Let  Ossian's  soul  now  'jit;e  in  all  its  light. 

And  'rise  it  docs,  in  all  its  strength  ! 
I  see  my  long-dead  friends  : — at  length 

They  come  this  way  in  haste. 
On  Lora,  near  the  winding  floods 
They  ranking  stand  in  gath'ring  crowds, 
As  in  the  days  long-past. 
A  wat'ry  beam  of  mist  comes  great  Finga)  ; 
Thick  round  him  stand  his  heroes  stout  and  tall. 

See  the  ancient  bards  of  song  ! 

Hoary  Ullin  comes  along  ; 

And,  to  make  the  choir  complete, 

Ryno  comes  with  stately  gait : 
With  Alpin,  also,  of  the  tuneful  song, 
Minona,  softly-plaintive,  joins  the  throng ! 

Since  the  glad  days,  when  Selma  echo'd  'round 
Amidst  the  feast,  my  friends,  with  sweetest  sound, 

How  are  ye  chang'd,  alas  ! 
When,  like  the  zeph'rous  gales  of  spring,  we  strove; 
That  bend  by  turns,  as  o'er  the  hills  they  rove, 

The  feebly-whistling  grass. 

Then  forth,  with  downcast  look  and  tearful  eye, 
In  all  her  charms  the  sad  Minona  came : 
Her  raven-hair  flew  slowly  on  the  blast, 
'JMiat  rush'd  infrequent  from  the  neighb'ring  hill. 
AVheti  soft  she  rais'tl  the  tuneful  voice  of  song, 
The  Jieroes'  souls  were  with  sad  pity  touch'd  : 
For,  oft'  the  grave  of  Salgar  had  they  seen, 
And,  o/>'  M'hite-bosom'd  Col  ma's  dark  abode— 
The  hapless  Colma,  on  the  stormy  hill 
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Witii  all  her  voice,  of  miWic  left  alone  ! 

To  her  his  pledge  to  come,  her  Sal^.ir  g  ive  :  — 

Bat  gath'ring  clouds  of  night  descciided  'round.  50 

Hear,  now,  the  pensive  Col  ma's  mournful  voice, 

When,  on  the  dusky  hill,  alone  she  sat. 

COLMA. 

'Tis  night :  and  on  the  hill  of  storms 

Alone  I  here  remain. 
The  wind  is  in  the  mountain  heard,  55 

Wild-roaring  o'er  the  plain. 
The  torrent,  down  the  bending  cliff, 

Rolls  with  a  shrieking  sound. 
No  hut  receives  me  from  the  rain 

And  wind,  that  rages  'round,  60 

Alone  I  sit  upon  the  stormy  plain, 
Forlorn  and  chill  amidst  the  driving  rain. 

Moon,  from  behind  thy  shady  clouds 

With  cheering  light,  now  rise! 
Ye  stars,  that  stud  the  nightly  sky,  65 

Salute  my  wishful  eyes  ! 
_^  Some  friendly  light,  with  guidant  ray 

B^  Conduct  me  to  the  place, 

H  Where,  spent  with  toil,  my  love  abides 

wL  Reposing  from  the  chase  I  70 

Unstrung,  his  bow  is  near  him  on  the  ground  ; 
And  his  swift-footed  dogs  lie  panting  'round. 

Yet,  by  the  rock  of  mossy  streams 

Here  I  must  sit  alone. 
I>oud  roar  the  strong  and  stormy  gales,  75 

And  streams  fall  noisy  down. 
Nor  can  I  hear  my  lover's  voice ! 

W^hy  does  my  Salgar  stay  ? 
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Why  does  the  son  of  yonder  hill 
His  pledg'd  return  delay  ? 
Alone  1  sit  upon  the  stormy  plain, 
Forlorn  and  chill  amidst  the  pouring  rain. 

Here  is  the  rock,  and  here  the  tree, 

And  hei'e  the  roaring  stream. 
And  liere  thou  said'st  thou  would'st  return, 

Ere  fell  the  ev'ning-beam. 
Ah  !  whither  is  my  Salgar  gone  ? — 

With  thee  Fd  gladly  fly, 
My  father  ;  or  Fd  fly  with  thee, 

My  brother  proudly  high. 
Long  held  our  race  each  other  in  disdain  : 
But  leagu'd  in  love,  O  Salgar,  we  remain  ! 

Be  laid,  a  little  while,  O  wind! 

0  stream,  awhile  be  still  ! 

And  let  my  warning  voice  be  heard 

Along  the  heathy  hill ! 
Yes,  let  my  wand'rer  hear  my  voice  ! 

'Tis,  Salgar,  /  who  call ! 
Here  is  the  tree,  and  here  the  rock. 
And  here  the  waters  fall. 
Salgnr,  my  love!  expectant  here  I  stay. 
Ah !  why  dost  thou  thy  pledg'd  return  delay  ? 

But  lo,  the  moon  !  and  in  the  vale 
Bright  is  the  sparkling  flood. 

Grey  on  the  hill  the  rocks  are  seen 
Vv'^iih  all  their  waving  wood. 

But  down  the  gently-bending  brow 

1  see  him  not  appear ; 

Nor  do  his  swiftly  bounding  dogs 
Proclaim  mv  lover  near. 
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Here  I  must  sit  upon  the  moon-liglit  bourn, 
Alone  and  anxious  for  my  love's  return. 

But,  who  are  these  upon  the  heath — 

T/iese,  that  beyond  me  he  V 
Are  they  my  brother  and  my  love? —  115 

They  give  me  no  reply  ! 
O  speak  to  me,  my  dearest  friends  ! 
.  Yet — answer  make  they  none! 

m  Down  shrinks  my  pained  soul  with  fears  ! 

'  Ah  !  they  are  dead  and  gone  !  120 

Their  naked  swords   (a  melancholy  sight !) 
Are  stain'd  with  purple  from  the  fatal  fight. 

My  brother  I  O  my  brother  !  why 

Hast  thou  my  Salgar  slain  ? 
Why,  Salgar,  with  my  brother's  blood  125 

Didst  thou  thy  sabre  stain  ? 
Whilst  stately  on  the  hills  ye  stood, 

Ye  both  to  me  were  dear  ! 
What  shall  I  offer  in  your  praise 

Your  airy  ghosts  to  cheer?  130 

Pair  in  the  hill  'mong  thousands  to  the  sight 
Wert  thou  ; — and  he  was  terrible  in  fight. 

Sons  of  my  love,  O  hear  my  voice ! 

I  To  you  it  is  I  cry. 

And  with  your  voices,  in  return,  135 

O  make  to  me  reply  I — 
*  Yet,  borne  responsive  on  the  gale. 

No  voice  comes  trembling  o'er. 
Alas  !  ye  silent  still  remain, 

And  silent  evermore  !  140 

Cold  are  their  breasts  af  clay  upon  the  ground  I 
They  give  no  voice,  and  all  is  silent  'round. 
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O,  from  the  cave  within  the  rock, 

Upon  the  airy  hill — 
O,  from  the  mountain's  windy  top, 

With  voices  weak,  but  shrill, 
Ye  spirits  of  the  shady  dead. 
Now  speak  to  me,  I  pray  I 
O  speak,  to  ease  my  heaving  heart, 
Nor  shall  I  feel  dismay. 
Alone  I  sit  upon  the  plain  of  night, 
Mournful  and  pensive  o'er  the  silent  sight. 

To  your  last,  secret  place  of  rest. 

Say. — whither  was  your  road  ? 

In  what  lone  cave  within  the  hill 

Shall  I  find  your  abode? — 
No  feeble  voice  is  on  the  wind, 

That  I'oars  along  the  glade  ! 
Half-drowned  in  the  mountain-storms 
No  faint  reply  is  made  ! 
Alone  I  sit  upon  the  plain  of  night. 
Mournful  and  pensive  o'er  the  silent  sight. 

In  tears  amidst  my  grief  I  sit, 

Expectant  of  the  morn  I — 
Ye  kind  survivors  of  the  dead, 

The  tomb  rear  and  adorn. 
Yet  close  it  not,  till  Colma  come 

Fast-wasting  in  her  mind  I 
My  fleeting  lil'e  is  Jike  a  dream! 
Why  should  I  stay  behind  .' 
Here,  by  the  rock  where  streaming  waters  sound, 
My  rest  shall  ever  with  my  friends  be  found. 

When  night  comes  on  the  dark'ning  hill, 
And  on  the  heath  the  wind ; 
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High  in  that  breeze  mv  ghost  shall  stand  175 

Still  pain'd  with  grief  ot"  mind, 
And  mourn  the  tall  of  i)oth  my  friends, 

That  blast  of  all  my  joys  I 
The  hunter,  from  his  booth,  shall  hear; 

And  fear,  but  love,  my  voice.  ISO 

For,  szveet  my  voice,  for  my  luv'd  friends,  shall  be  : 
For,  pleasant  were  they  both,  in  life,  to  me. 

Such,  Torinan's  softly-blushing  maid  of  love, 
Minona,  was  thy  song.. — For  Colma's  fate 
Oar  tears  descended,  and  our  souls  were  sad.  185 

The  swect-voic'd  Ullin,  wilh  the  dulcet  lyre, 
dme  forward,  and  the  song  of  Alpin  gave. 
Deliglitful  was  the  sound  of  Alpin's  voice, 
And  Ryno's  soul  was  like  a  beam  of  fire. 
But,  they  had  rested  in  the  narrow  house,  190 

And  their  sweet  voice  was  not  in  Selma  heard. 
Back  from  the  chase,  before  the  heroes  fell, 
Uliin  had  one  day  come.     He  on  the  hi!l 
Tiieir  strife  had  heard  : — their  song  was  soft,  but  sad. 
The  fall  of  Morar,  first  of  mortal  men,  I9i 

In  sweet,  but  plaintive,  dirge  they  sadly  mourn'U. 
His  soul  was  like  the  soul  of  great  Fingai, 
And  like  the  sword  of  Oscar  was  lib  sw  o;d. 
But,  soon  he  fell  I  and  his  sad  father  mournVl  : 
His  sister's  eyes  were  also  full  of  tears —  200 

Minona's  sparkling  eyes  with  tears  wtTefuli — . 
The  car-borne  Morar's  sister,  liapless  maid  ! 
As,  in  the  west,  the  moon  foresees  a  show'r. 
And  in  a  cloud  her  head  of  whiteness  hides  : 
From  Ullin's  song  the  beauteous  maid  retir'd,  205 

The  harp  with  Ullin  I  in  concert  touch'd, 
And  solemn,  straight,  the  iong  of  iiiQurning  rose. 
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RYNO. 

The  wind  and  rain  are  fled  away, 
And  calm  appears  the  noon  of  day. 
With  skirts  of  gold,  along  the  sky, 
The  clouds  in  broken  order  fly. 

With  moving  and  inconstant  beams 
The  sun  upon  the  verdure  gleams. 
Red  through  the  stony  valley  rill 
The  streams  impetuous  from  the  hill. 

Sweet  are  thy  murmurs,  streamlet  clear  ! 
But  sweeter  is  the  voice  I  hear. 
'Tis  Alpin's  voice,  the  son  of  song  ; — 
He  mourns  the  dead, — It  sounds  along. 

Bent  is  his  hoary  head  of  years, 
And  his  red  eyes  are  full  of  tears. 
Say — Alpin,  son  of  sweetest  tone, 
Why  on  the  silent  hill  alone? 

Why  raisest  thou  the  plaintive  song. 

Like  gusting  blasts,  the  trees  among  ?  2?' 

Or,  as  a  wave  with  hollow  roar, 

Which  rolling  beats  the  lonely  shore  ? 

ALPIN. 
Fast  fall,  dearest  Ryno,  my  tears  for  the  dead  : 
My  voice  is  bewailing  the  warriors  low  laid. — 
As  yet,  on  the  mountain,  thou  stately  art  seen  ; 
And  in  beauty  canst  rival  the  sons  of  the  plain. 
But  the  fate  of  fall'n  Morar  shall  soon  be  thy  doom, 
And  pensive  the  mourner  shall  sit  on  thy  tomb. 
The  hills  to  thy  hunters  no  more  shall  reply  : 
And,  unstrung  in  the  hall,  thy  bow  useless  shall  lie. 


THE   SONGS    OF    SELMA.  13 

Thou,  Morar  !  wert  swift  as  a  roe  on  the  hill : 

Like  a  meteor  of  fire,  to  the  traveller  cJiill ! 

When  tiiou  wentest  to  battle,  how  awful  thy  form  ! 

Thy  wrath  was  tremendous,  and  rag'd  as  the  storm. 

In  the  haughtiest  foe  it  was  prudence  to  yield :  2tO 

For,  thy  sword  was  as  lightning  along  the  dread  field. 

As  a  stream  after  rain,  was  the  sound  of  thy  voice, 

And  as  peuls  of  hoarse  thunder's  loud  echoing  noise. 

Many  fell  by  thy  arm  : — when  to  fight  they  presum'd, 

In  the  flames  of  thy  anger  they,  straight,  were  consum'd.  21'5 

But,  when  from  the  war  thou  returnedst  again, 

How  becalmed  with  peace  was  thy  countenance  seen  ! 

Like  the  sun  after  show'rs,  tliy  mild  aspect  was  bright. 

Or,  as  glitters  the  moon  in  the  silence  of  night. 

Then,  calm  wast  thou  seen,  as  the  breast  of  the  lake       259 

When  the  loud  wind  is  haid  and  unruffled  the  brake. 

Narrow  now  is  thy  dwelling  near  this  lonely  road, 

And  lightlcss  the  place  of  thy  silent  abode. 

With  three  steps  I  compass  thy  whole  grave,  or  more, 

O  thou,  who  so  mighty  wast  always  before  !  25^ 

Four  stones,  mossy-headed,  upstanding  there  be, 

The  only  memorial  remaining  of  thee. 

But,  stones,  too,  endure  not ;  which  points  out  ere  long 

The  loss  of  thy  name,  if  not  kept  in  the  song. 

A  tree  almost  leafless,  and  long  tufts  of  grass,  269 

Which  hail  with  their  whistling  the  breezes  that  pass, 
Are  marks  to  the  hunter,  directing  his  eye 
Inquirant  where  Morar  the  mighty  doth  lie. 
Thou,  Morar,  art  low  !  and  no  mother,  to  mourn  ! 
Nor  virgin  of  love  to  weep  over  thy  urn  !  265 

The  fair  one,  who  bare  thee,  is  now  with  the  deady 
And  the  daughter  of  Morglan  is  also  low  laid. 
Vol.  n.  .€ 
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But,  who,  on  his  stiiff,   is  now  lab'rinjr  tliis  w.iy  ? 

Who  ? — with  head  wiiite  with  age,  and  Ins  beard  siiver-grc-v 

Whose  eyes  overflow  with  the  fast-falling  tcir,  27( 

Whose  palsied  limbs  shake,  as  horrent  with  fear? 

'Tis  thy  father,  O  Morar — yes,  doubtless,  'tis  he — 

The  sire  of  no  son  to  support  him — but  t/iec  ! 

For  deeds  done  in  battle,  he  heard  thy  great  fame: 

Of  the  foe  in  disorder  the  swift  tidings  came.  275 

Of  the  fame  of  great  Morar,  lie  heard  the  glad  <^oun(l : — ■ 
But,  why  not  hear  also  (alas !)  of  his  wound? 
Weep,  father  of  Morar,  and  bitterly  cry : 
Yet,  thy  son  cannot  hear  thee,  nor  give  a  reply. 
For,  sound  is  the  sleep  of  the  slumbering  dead  ; 
And  low  in  the  dust  their  dark  pillow  is  laid. 
No  more  to  thy  voice  shall  he  listen  at  all  ; 
No  more  shall  he  gladly  awake  at  thy  call. 

In  the  dark  lonely  grave  (say — )  when  shall  the  morn  breal 
To  command  the  sound  slumb'rer  again  to  awake?  285" 

Farewel,  thou  great  warrior  !  thou  bravest  of  men, 
Whose  arm  was  victorious  upon  the  M'hole  plain  I — 
But  the  plain,  where  the  clangors  of  arms  loudly  roar, 
Hereafter  shall  see  thy  great  actions  no  more  ; 
Nor  the  dark,  shady  Avood  be  again  all  alight  290 

With  the  beams  of  thy  steel,  like  the  meteor  of  night. 

Morar  !  great  wast  thou  living  •'  and  great  art  thou  dead  ! 

Yet,  without  a  survivor,  low  here  thou  art  laid  : 

For,  after  thy  vict'ries  so  vahantly  won. 

Thou  art  fall'n  without  leaving  behind  thee  a  son.  295 

Yet  still,  thy  brave  actions  in  mind  to  retain. 

Immortal  in  song  thy  great  name  shall  remain. 

Future  times  shall  in  raptures  attend  to  thy  fame, 

And  a  Ions;  time  remember  the  fall'n  Morar's  name. 
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Thus  Alpiti  sung  : — and,  stnii.jht,  the  grief  of  all,     300 
[But  most  the  bursting  sigii  of  Armin,  'rose. 
''  'Fresh  to  his  mind  the  cle.ith  of  his  dear  son, 
Who  fell  in  youth,  with  all  its  sorrow  came.— . 
Tall,  near  the  hero,  swarthy  Carmor  stood, 
j /The  echoing  Galmal's  chief. — *  Why  bursts,'  he  said,      305 
'  '  The  sigh  of  Armin  ?     Is  there  cause  to  moui'n  ? 
'    *  At  once  to  melt  and  please  th'  attentive  soul, 

*  AVith  all  its  music  comes  the  voice  of  song. 

*  'Tis  like  soft  mist,  thtil,  risiiig  from  a  lake, 

*  Down  curling  pours  upon  the  silent  vale.  310 

*  The  green-cup'd  flow'rs  with  sweet,  ambrosial  dew 

*  Are  filfd  and  flow;  when,  shortly,  in  its  strength 

*  The  sun  returns,  and  lo  !  the  mist  is  gone. 

*  But  say,  O  sea-surrounded  Gormal's  chief — 

*  O  Armin,  why  thy  present  secret  grief?  315 

I'm  sad  indeed  !  nor  small  my  cause  of  woe  ! 

But  its  great  weight  a  stranger  cannot  know. 
i   Thou,  Carmor,  hast  not  lost  a  fav'rite  son, 
'   Nor  much-lov'd  daughter,  and  a  beauteous  one. 

Thy  Colgar  lives  ;  a  hero  on  the  plain  ;  32© 

Annira  too;  the  brightest  of  her  train. 

Wide  (Carmor  I)   spread  the  branches  of  thy  place. 

But  Armin  is  the  remnant  of  his  race. 

Dark  is  thy  b?d,  O  Daura,  near  the  deep: 

A.nd  low  within  the  tomb  thy  lasting  sleep!  325 

\Anien  with  thy  wakeful  songs  shalt  thou  surprise 

Oar  ears,  and  with  thy  voice  of  music  rise  ? 

Arise,  arise,  ye  winds  of  autumn,  now  ; 

And  on  the  dusky  heath  with  fury  blow  ! 

Ye  currents  of  the  mountains,  roar  and  roll !  330 

And  in  the  airy  oak,  ye  tempests,  howl  I 
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Tlirongh  broken  ciovids,  moon,  make  tliy  troubled  way  I 

And  thy  pale  face  by  intervals  display  ! 

Bring  to  my  mem'ry  that  disnst'rons  night, 

When  all  my  chil-Irrn  fell  in  dreadful  plight.  33i 

With  force  united,  picture  to  mv  view 

That  night,  wliich  direful  with  its  tempests  blew: 

When  my  lov'd  Arindal  the  mighty  dy'd 

And,  but  in  vain,  the  lovely  Daura  cry'd  ! 

Daura,  my  daughter!  thou  wcrt  to  the  sight  .'M(! 

Fair  as  the  moon  on  Fura's  hills  of  light; 
White  as  the  snow  light-driven  on  the  dale. 
And  soft  and  fragrant  as  the  breathing  gale. 

Thy  bow,  Arindal,  was  not  known  to  yield. 

And  thy  dread  spear  was  swift  upon  the  field ;  3-ii* 

Thy  look,  like  mist  upon  the  rolling  bay. 

Thy  shield,  like  clouds  upon  a  stormy  day. 

Armar,  the  warrior  of  renown,  apply'd 

For  Daura's  love  : — nor  was  his  suit  deny'd. 

He  was  not  long  deny'd  his  fav'rite  one ;  350 

And  fortune  on  their  friends'  expectance  shone. 

Rut,  Erath,  Ogd:d's  son,   was  niov'd  with  pain  ; 

For,  by  young  Armar  was  his  brother  siain. 

Fir'd  with  revenge,  to  gain  his  purpos'd  aim, 

He  from  the  oceim,  like  a  sailor,  came.  .Sjf) 

The  deep  disguise  the  better  to  sustain, 
Fair  was  his  skiff  upon  tlie  brinv  m;.in. 
His  locks  of  age  were  albid  as  the  snow, 
And  cahnly  placid  was  his  serious  brow. 
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*  Dniightcr  of  Armin,  lo\elicst  fair  !'  he  said,  360 

*  Xot  distant,  in  the  sea,  with  tow'ring  head 
'  Rises  a  rock,  and  on  its  sunny  side 

*  Par  shines  a  tree  of  fruit,  of  riihid  pride. 

*  There  Armar  for  thee  waits. —  Along  the  sea, 

*  I  came,  his  lovely  Daura  to  convey.'  S6i5 
She  went,  she  for  her  Armar  loudly  cry'd  ; 

When,  lo  !  except  the  echo,  naught  reply'd  .' 

*  Armar,  my  love  !  my  love  !  ah  !  why,  my  dear, 

*  Dost  thou  torment  my  heaving  heart  with  fear? 

*  I'lear,  son  of  Ardnart,  hear;  and  come  this  way  !  570 

*  'Tis  Daura  calls  thee  ! — hither  come  I  pray  !' 

Then,   laughing,  to  the  land  the  traitor  fied, 
I  Whilst  Daura  lifted  up  her  voice  and  head. 
She  call'd  aloud  amidst  the  woeful  plight  ; 
But  all  was  voiceless,  as  the  stillest  night.  375 

When  to  her  call  no  welcome  voice  reply'd. 
She  for  her  brother  and  her  father  cry'd  : 

*  Arindal !  Armin  !  here  I  mourn  and  grieve  ! 

*  Does  none  approach  your  Daura  to  relieve  ? 

Her  voice  came  breeze-borne  o'er  the  rolling  sea,  3S0 

As  down  returning  from  the  airy  lea 

My  son  Arindal  came,  rough  with  the  spoil 

Caught  in  the  chase,  and  almost  spent  with  toil. 

His  barl:e:l  arrows  rattled  by  his  side. 

And  in  his  hand  he  held  his  bow  of  piide.  585 

Whilst  thus  in  arms  and  spoils  Arindal  strode, 

Five  dark-grey  dogs  attended  on  his  road. 
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He  saw  fierce  Erath  on  the  shore,  at  length — 

He  seiz'd  and  hound  him  to  an  oak  of  strength.  . 

Thick  round  his  limhs  the  leather  thongs  are  bent:  SDf 

He  loads  the  wind  with  groans  of  discontent. 

The  wave  Arindal  in  his  boat  ascends, 

To  bring  back  Daura  wailing  for  her  friends. 

Just  then  j'oung  Armar  in  his  wrath  came  by,  li 

And  the  grey-feather'd  shaft  with  force  let  fly.  39i 

Fast  through  the  air  then  flew  the  winged  dart,  - 
Whizzing  it  sung,  and  sunk  into  My  heart, 
My  son  Arindal  !     Oh  !    I  heard  thy  cry! 
'Twas  for  the  traitor  Erath  thou  didst  die  .' 

Straightway,  the  bending  oar  no  more  is  ply'd:  4()( 

Awhile  he  panted  on  the  rock  : — ithen  dy'd. 

What  is  thy  grief,  O  Daura,  when,  around 

Thy  feet,  thy  brother's  blood  swims  on  the  ground  ! 

Wave  curl'd  on  wave  upon  the  troubled  main. 

And  quickly  broken  is  the  boat  in  twain.  H)i 

In  this  dilemma  what  could  Armin  do 

To  save  his  Daura  ?     IVhat  last  mode  pursue  ? 

Plunging  into  the  occ'.n  rolling  high, 

To  save  his  Daura  he  rcsoh'es — or  die. 

Sudden  a  blast  comes  from  the  hilly  shore  41( 

Along  the  waves : — he  sunk: — he  rose  no  more. 

Alone,  upon  the  rock  lash'd  by  the  main, 

My  daughter's  voice  was  plaintive  heard  and  plain. 

Frequent  and  loud  were  her  sad  cries  of  grief! 

Nor  could  her  aged  father  yield  relief!  41' 
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All  night  I  stood  upon  the  shore  alone. 
I  saw  her  by  the  faintly-heaming  moon. 
At  once  assail'd  with  sorrow  and  surprise, 
All  night  I  heard  her  lamentable  cries  ! 

Loud  was  the  wind,  and  on  the  mountain  side  420 

Hard  beat  the  rain,  and  roughly  roU'd  tlie  tide. 
Scarcely,  ere  long,  could  I  observe  her  speak. 
Before  the  morn  appear'd,  her  voice  was  weak. 

It  dy'd  away  ! — so  fails  the  ev'ning  breeze 

Upon  the  rock,  among  the  grass  and  trees.  423 

Spent  with  her  grief,  she  gave  a  final  moan  ; 

And  left  thee,  Armin,  to  bewail  alone! 

Though  once  my  strength  was  mighty  in  the  fight, 

Yet  now  that  strength  has  wing'd  its  final  flight! 

My  daughter,  once  my  pride  upon  the  plain,  430 

Is  fall'n,  alas !  and  childless  I  remain  ! 

When,  from  the  mountains,  storms  come  roaring  down^ 

And,  by  the  north,  the  waves  aloft  are  blown; 

Then  sitting  by  the  sounding  shore  I  quake, 

And  of  the  fatal  rock  a  prospect  take.  4?^^ 

Oft',  by  the  setting  moon  of  fninting  light, 
My  children's  ghosts  pass  by  my  aged  sight. 
Together  talking,  and  in  mournful  mood, 
Half-viewdess  they  are  seen  to  walk  abroad.' 

To  me,  whose  heart  with  rending  grief  must  break,  44(> 

Will  none  of  you,  in  filial  p'ty,  speak  ? — 
But  ah!  their  father  they  no  longer  know  ! 
Carmor!  I'm  sad  !  Nor  small  my  cause  of  woe! 
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In  sweetest  numbers,  in  the  diys  of  song, 
Thus  sung  the  bards;  when  to  the  trcnibhng  lyre 
And  talcs  of  other  times,  the  royal  ear 
Attention  gave:  when,  down  from  all  their  hi'ls, 
The  gathering  chieftains  heard  the  lovely  sound. 
The  voice  of  Cona,  in  their  praises,  rung  ! 
The  first,   the  chiefest  of  a  thousand  bards. 
But  age,  with  tremors,  now  ali'ects  my  tongue. 
And  my  firm  soul  has  faii'd.     Sometimes  I  hear 
The  ghosts  of  bards,  and  learn  their  pleasant  song. 
But,  fading  mem'ry  fails  within  my  mind, 
And  of  my  num'rous  years  I  hear  the  call  : 
'  Why  docs  not  Ossian  cease  to  sing  ?'  they  say. 
As,  onward  rolling,  swift  they  pass  along. 

*  Within  the  narrow  house  he  soon  shall   lie, 

*  And  his  renown  no  tuneful  bard  shall  raise.'^ 
Roll  on,  ye  dark-brown  years, — /oil  quickly  on  ; 
For  on  your  course  no  genuine  joy  ve  bring. 

Let  the  lone  tomb  to  Ossian  0{)L'n  wide. 

For,  his  great  strength  is  now  to  weakness  turn'd. 

The  sons  of  song  to  silent  rest  are  gone. 

And   (like  a  blast,  that,  when  the  winds  are  laid, 

Koafs  lonely  on  a  sea-surrounded  rock  ; 

Where  whistling  move  the  dusky  clumps  of  moss, 

And  the  far,  waving  trees  the  sailor  sees) 

Sur\ivor  of  the  race,   my  voice  remains. 
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ARGUMENT. 

THIS  piecf,  as  many  more  of  Ossian's  poems,  is  addressed  to  one  of  the  first 
Christian  missionaries.  The  story  of  the  poem  is  handed  down  by  tradition 
thus:  In  the  country  of  the  Britons  between  the  walls,  two  chiefs  lived  in 
the  days  of  Fingal,  Dunthalmo  lord  of  Teutha  (supposed  to  be  the  Tweed) 
and  Rathmor,  who  dwelt  at  Clutha  (well  known  to  be  the  river  Clyde.)— 
Rathmor  was  not  more  renowned  for  his  generosity  and  hospitality,  than 
Dunthalmo  was  infamous  for  his  cruelty  and  ambit iont  Dunthalmo  (througli 
envy,  or  on  account  of  some  private  feuds,  wliich  subsisted  between  the 
f-imilies)  murdered  Rathmor  at  a  feast  ;  but  being  afterwards  touched  with 
remorse,  he  educated  the  two  sons  of  Rathmor,  Calthon  and  Colmar,  in  his 

.  own  house.  They,  growing  up  to  man's  estate,  dropped  some  hints  that 
they  intended  to  revenge  the  death  of  their  father.  tJpon  this  Dunthalmo 
shut  them  up  in  two  caves  on  the  banks  of  Teutha,  intending  to  take  them 
6fF  privately.  Colmal,  the  daughter  of  Dunthalmo,  who  was  secretly  in  love 
■with  Calthon,  helped  him  to  make  his  escape  from  prison,  and  fled  witli  him 
to  Fingal  in  the  disguised  habit  of  a  young  warrior,  and  implored  his  aid 
against  Dunthalmo.  1  ingal  sent  Ossian  with  three  hundred  men,  toColmar'i 
relief.  Dunthalmo,  having  previously  murdered  Colmar,  came  to  a  battle 
with  Ossian  :  but  was  killed  by  that  hero,  and  his  army  totally  defeated. 

Calthon  married  Colmal,  his  deliverer;  and  Ossian  returned  to  Morvec. 


SWEET  is  the  accent  of  thy  pleasant  song, 
Thou  lonely  dweller  of  the  silent  rock. 
On,  with  the  echo  of  the  stream,  it  comes 
Along  the  narrow  vale. — Amidst  my  hall 
My  soul  (O  stranger  I)  'wakes.     I  to  the  spear  i 

Stretch,  as  in  day?  cf  other  years,  my  hand: 
My  hand  I  stretch,  bnt  feeble  is  my  power, 
And  big  the  sigh  of  my  'trans'd  licjim  grows,— 
Son  of  the  rock,  wilt  thou  not,  in  return, 
vTo  Ossian's  song  thy  close  attention  give.?  KJ 

Vol.  U.  '  D     "^ 
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With  deeds  of  other  times  my  soul  is  full, 
And  the  past  pleasure  of  my  youtli  returns. 
So  in  the  west,  when  veil'd  behind  a  storm 
He  makes  his  steps  of  brip;htness,  shines  the  sun. 
Their  dewy  heads  the  verdant  hills  erect, 
And  the  blue  streams  roll  joyful  in  the  vale. 
Forth  on  his  etatf  the  aged  hero  comes,     _ 
And  his  hoar  head  grey-glitters  in  the  beam. 
Son  of  the  rock,  lift  up  thy  eyes,  and  say — 
Dost  thou  not  see  a  shield  in  Ossian's  hall  ? 
'Tis  mark'd  with  strokes  of  battle,  and  no  more 
Bright  are  its  bosses  seen  :  for  they  have  fail'd. 
Thnt  shield  was  borne  by  great  Dunthalmo,  chief 
Of  streamy  Teutha.     It  Dunthalmo  bore 
In  fight,  before  by  Ossian's  spear  he  fell. — 
Hear,  secret  son,  the  tale  of  other  years, 

Rathmor  a  chief  in  streamy  Cliitha  reign'd, 
But  in  his  hall  the  sons  of  weakness  dwelt. 
The  spacious  gates  of  Rathmor  never  clos'd, 
And  his  extensive  feast  was  always  spread. 
There  came  the  sons  of  strangers  from  afar 
And  bless'd  with  greetings  Clutha's  gen'rous  chief. 
Bards  rais'd  the  song,  and  touch'd  the  dulcet  lyre, 
And  bright'ning  joy  the  mournful  face  illum'd. 
Elate  with  all  his  pride  Dunthalmo  came. 
And  eager  into  Rathnior's  combat  rush'd. 
The  chief  of  Clutha's  arm  of  strength  prtvail'd. 
And  thence  the  rage  of  dark  Dunthalmo  rose. 
He  with  his  warriors  came  by  nigl^t — and  lo! 
The  mighty  Rathmor  fell. — Within  his  hallij, 
Where  oft'  the  feast  for  strangers  stood,  he  fell. 

Col  mar  and  Calthon,  car-borne  Rathmor's  sons, 
Were  young.     Into  their  father's  Juiil  they  came 
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In  vouthfiil  joy.     Him  wclt'ring  in  his  Ijlood 
They  sec,  and  fast  their  bursting  tears  descend.  45 

Dunthahiio's  soul,  when  on  tlie  sons  of  youth 
His  eyes  he  cast,   was  with  compassion  mov'd. 
Them  to  Aiteutha's  walls  with  him  he  brougiit, 
Where  in  the  mansion  of  the  foe  they  grew. 
They  in  his  presence  bent  the  sounding  bow,  50 

And  came  forth  to  his  wars.     Their  father's  walls 
in  ruins  they  beheld.     The  virent  thorn 
Uprising  in  the  hall  they  also  saw. 
From  them  in  scx:ret  tears  of  sorrow  fell  ; 
And  grief,  at  times,  stood  louring  on  their  face,  55 

Dunthalmo  saw  their  sorrow,  and  their  death 
His  dark'ning  soul  design'd.     Them  in  two  caves 
"On  Teutha's  echoing  banks  secure  he  clos'd. 
There  with  its  beams  no  sun  by  day  was  seen, 
Kor  moon  of  heav'n  by  night. — Fall'n  Rathmor's  sons       60 
Remain'd  in  darkness,  and  their  death  foresaw. 

Silent  the  daughter  of  Dunthalmo  wept — 
The  fair-hair'd,  bluc-ey'd  Colmal.     For,  afore 
In  secret  had  her  eye  on  Calthon  rcU'd, 
And  in  her-soul  large  had  his  beauty  swell'd.  65 

Anxious  she  trembled  for  her  warrior's  fate — 
But  what  could  Colmal  do  ? — To  lift  the  spear 
Her  arm  unequal  was,  nor  for  her  side 
Adapted  was  the  sword.     Her  snow-white  breast 
Ne'er  rose  beneath  a  mail,  nor  was  her  eye  70 

The  dread  of  heroes. — For  the  falling  chief 
What  canst  thou  (Colmal)  do  ? — With  musing  gait 
'  Unequally  she  strode  :  her  hair  is  loose: 
And  wildly  looks  her  aspect  through  her  tears. 
She  to  the  hall  by  night  approach'd,  and  arm'd  75 

Her  lovely  form  in  steel — the  shining  steel 
Of  a  young  warrior,  who  in  morn  of  youth, 
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In  his  first  battle,  fell  : — then,  to  the  cave 
Ol'Calthon  came,  and  freed  his  hands  from  thongs. 

*  O  Rathmor's  son  !  arise,'  she  said,  ^  arise —  8C 
«  The  night  is  dark.     O  fall'n  Clutha's  chief, 

*  Let  us  now  fly  to  Selma's  mighty  king  ! 

*  I  am  the  son  of  Lamgal,  who  once  dwelt 

*  Within  thy  father's  hall.     Of  thy  abode 

*  In  the  dark  cave  I  heard  ;  and  at  the  news  Bt 

*  My  soul  arose  with  sorrow  for  thy  plight. 

*  Rise,  son  of  Ratiimor  ;  for  the  night  is  dark.' 

*  Blest  voice  ."  aloud  exclaim'd  th'  enraptur'd  chief, 

*  From  the  dark-rolling  clouds  is  thy  approach  ? 

*  [For  often  since  the  sun  from  hig  lone  eyes  9C 

*  Retir'd,  and  darkness  has  around  him  dwelt, 

*  His  fathers'  ghosts  descend  to  Calthon's  drearns.] 

*  Or,  art  thou  Lamgal's  real  son,  the  chief 

*  I  oft'  in  Clutha  saw  ?     But  to  Fingal 

*  (AndColmar  low!  my  brother!)   shall  /fly?  ^t 

*  Shall   I  to  IMorvcn  fly,  and  heedless  leave 

*  The  hero  clos'd  in  night  ?     By  no  means  so  ! 

f  Give  me,  O  Lamgal's  son,  that  beaming  spear, 
'  Calthon  his  brother  surely  will  defend.' 

*  A  thousand  warriors,'  then  tlie  maid  rcply'd,  IOC 

*  Round  car-borne  Colmar  stretch  their  guardful  spears. 

*  And  what  is  Calthon — to  a  host  so  great  ? 

*  Let  us  now  rather  fly  to  Morveji's  king, 

*  For,  he  will  come  with  battle.     His  strong  arm 

*  Forth  reaches  to  the  hapless,  and  around  105 
'  The  weak,  like  lightning,  waves  his  mighty  sword, 

*  Arise,  thou  son  of  Rathmor,  haste — arise — 
'  The  shades  of  night  e'er  long  will  fly  away. 

'  Thy  steps  Dunthalmo  on  the  field  will  trace, 
And  in  thy  youth  thou  wilt  untimely  fulJ,'  110 
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In  londs  of  licn^ing  sighs  the  hero  'rose, 
{Whilst  large  his  tears  for  ear-borne  Cohiuir  I'all. 
I  To  Sehna's  liall  he  with  the  virgin  went, 
(Nor  knew  he  that  'twas  Cohnal  in  disguise. 

Her  face  of  loveliness  the  helmet  veil'd,  115 

And  high  beneath  the  steel  her  breast  arose. 
I  Fingal  returned  from  the  busy  chase, 
I  And  found  the  loyely  strangers. — Bright  they  stood 
1  Amidst  his  hall,  like  two  fair  beams  of  light. 

The  king  gave  audience  to  the  tale  of  grief,  120 

I  And  turn'd  his  eyes  around.     A  thousand  chiefs 
Half-rose  before  him,  Teutha's  war  to  claim. 

I I  with  my  spear  descended  from  the  hill. 
And  in  my  breast  the  joy  of  battle  rose: 

For,  in  the  presence  of  the  martini  host,  IZS 

To  Ossian  thus  the  king  was  pleas'd  to  speak. 

*  Son  of  my  strength,'  he  said,  *  Fingal's  bright  spear 
f  Assume.. — Proceed  to  Teutha's  mighty  streani 

*  And  save  the  car-borne  Colmar.     Let  thy  fame 

*  Before  thee,   like  a  pleasant  gale,  return  :  150 

*  That  my  glad  soul  may  brighten  o'er  my  son 

*  Our  fathers'  fame  renewing.     Ossian!   be 

'  A  storm  in  fight ;  but  mild,  when  foes  are  low. 

*  'Twas  thus  wy  fame  arose,  and,  O  my  son, 

*  Be  thou  like  Sclma's  chief. — When  to  my  halls  135 

*  The  haughty  come,  my  eyes  behold  them  not. 

*  Yet,  forth  my  arm  is  to  the  hapless  strctch'd, 

*  And  ever  does  my  sword  the  weak  defend.* 

Exultant  at  the  language  of  the  king, 
My  rattling  arms  I  took.     Close  at  my  side  140 

Diaran  rose,  and  Dargo,  king  of  spears. 
Three  hundred  youths  our  stately  train  compos'd. 
And  at  my  side  the  lovely  strangers  strode. 
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Dunthalnio  heard  tlic  sound  of  our  approach 

And  gatlier'd  Teutha's  strength.     He,  with  his  host,         1' 

Stood  on  a  hill.     So  stand  the  blasted  rocks 

With  thunder  broken,  when  their  bended  trees 

Are  singed  and  bare  ;  and  streams  their  chinks  have  fail'd. 

In  all  its  pride,  before  the  gloomy  foe, 
The  stream  oi'  Te  itb.a  roU'd. — I  sent  a  bard  li 

To  offer  to  Dunthaimo,  on  the  plain, 
(Tlie  combat  ;  but  in  dark'ning  pride  he  smil'd. 
Upon  the  hill  mov'd  his  unsettled  host. 
As  sails  the  mountain-cloud,  when  its  dark  womb 
The  blast  has  enter'd  with  its  forceful  strength,  li 

And  strews  the  curling  gloom  on  ev'ry  side. 

Young  Colmar  with  a  thousand  thongs  secur'd 
To  Teutha's  banks  they  brought.     The  chief  is  sad, 
But  lovely,  and  liis  eye  is  on  his  friends : 
For  on  th'  opposing  bank  of  Teutha  We  li 

Stood  in  our  arms.     Dunthaimo  with  his  s})ear 
Approach'd  and  picrc'd  the  youthful  hero's  side.-^ 
Upon  the  bank  he  rolled  in  his  blood, 
And  in  the  wind  his  broken  sighs  we  heard. 

Into  the  stream  rush'd  Calthon — on  my  spear  1 

Forward  /  bounded,  and  blue  Teutha's  rare 
Before  us  fell.     Dusk  night  came  rolling  down, 
And  on  a  rock  amidst  an  aged  wood 
Dunthaimo  rested  ;  whilst  his  rageful  breast 
'Gainst  car-borne  Calthon  burn'd. — But  in  his  grief  1 

Stood  Caltlion,  and  the  fall  of  Colmar  mourn'd — 
Young  Col  mar's  fall,  before  his  fame  arose. 

To  sooth  the  mournful  chief,  the  song  of  woe 
To  'rise  I  gave  command.     But  near  a  tree 
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He  stood,  and  often  threw  his  spear  on  earth.  175 

ijNear,  in  a  secret  tear,  the  humid  eye 
{Of  Colinal  roll'd.— The  dark  Duntiiahno's  fall, 
ijOr  Ckitha's  battling  chiefs  ;  the  .air  foresaw^ 
i 

Now  half  the  gloomy  night  had  passed  away, 
-And  silent  darkness  on  the  field  abode.  180 

[The  heroes'  eves  in  slumber  sound  were  clos'd, 
lAnd  Calthon's  settled  soul  was  still. — Half-clos'd 

Were  his  bent  eyes,  yet  in  his  watchful  e;u- 

Broad  Teutha's  murmur  had  not  ceas'd  to  roll. 

Demonstrant  of  his  wounds  in  paleness  came  !§,% 

tiThe  ghost  of  Colmar. — O'er  the  drowsy  phief 

His  head  he  bent,  and  ruis'd  his  feeble  voice: 


Rathmor's  son,'  he  said,  *  great  in  his  might, 
'  And  hl-s  fall'n  brother  low  ?     Did  we  not  rise 

*  Together  to  the  chase,  and  in  their  fliglit  190 

*  The  dark-brown  hinds  pursue  ?     Not  yet  forgot 

*  Was  Colmar,  till  he  fell — till  his  bright  youth 
^  Stern  death  had  blasted.     I  in  paleness  lie 

'  Beneath  the  rock  of  Lona.- — Calthon,  rise  ! 

*  With  its  grey  beams  the  dawn  of  morning  come*  J  9,5 

*  And  dark  Dunthalmo  will  disgrace  the  fall'n. 

In  his  swift  blast  he  fleetly  passed  away, 
And  rising  Calthon  his  departure  saw. 
Forth  in  the  echo  of  his  steel  he  rush'd, 
And  hapless  Colmal  'roar.     Her  chief  thi'ough  night         200 

She  follow'd,  dragging  her  bright  spear  behind. 

But,  when  to  Lena's  rock  brave  C:iithQn  came, 

His  brother  fall'n  he  found. — His  bosom  rose 

With  rage,  and  fierce  among  tlie  foe  he  lush'd. 

The  groans  of  death  ascend. — Around  the  chief  205- 

They  clyse. — Jie,  ia  the  midst,  is  closely  bound 
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And  to  Dimthalmo  brought.     The  shout  of  joy- 
Arose,  and  loud  the  hills  of  night  rcply'd. 

I  started  at  the  sound,  and,  straight,  assum'd 
My  father's  spear.     Diaran's  arm  of  might  21' 

Rose  at  my  side,  and  Dargo's  youthful  strength. 
We  missed  Clutha's  chief,  and  on  our  souls 
Dark  sadness  mov'd.     I  fear'd  my  loss  of  fame, 
And  high  the  pride  of  my  firm  valour  'rose. 

*  O  sons  of  Morven,  'tis  not  thus,'  I  said,  21 

*  That  our  forefathers  fought.     They  rested  not 

*  Upon  the  field  of  strangers,  when  the  foe 

*  Did  not  before  their  mighty  presence  fall. 

*  Their  strength  was  like  heav'n's  eagles,  and  in  song 

*  Their  great  renown  remains.     But,  by  degrees  22( 

*  Our  people  fall,  and  fleeting  is  our  fame  ! 

*  If  Ossian  conquer  not  at  Teutha's  plains, 

*  What  will  the  mighty  king  of  Morven  say  ? 

*  Rise  in  your  steel,  ye  warriors  ;  and  the  sound 

*  Of  Ossian's  course  pursue.     He,  but  renown'd,  22l 

*  To  Selma's  echoing  walls  will  not  return.' 

Blue  on  the  floods  of  Teutha  rose  the  morn. 
And  bath'd  in  tears  before  me  Colmal  stood. 
She  told  of  Clutha's  chief,  and  from  her  hand 
Thrice  fell  the  spear. — 'Twas  then  my  rising  wrath  2J( 

Against  the  stranger  turn'd  ;  for  my  rous'd  soul 
For  Calthon  shook. — '  Do  Tcutha's  warriors  fight 

*  With  tears,  son  of  the  feeble  hand  ?'  I  said. 
«   With  mourvful  grief  the  battle  is  vot  ivon, 

*  Nor  in  the  soul  of  war  abides  the  sigh.  23i 

*  To  Carmun's  deer,  or  Teutha's  lowing  herds, 

*  Now  speed  thy  feeble  way  : — but,  quit  these  arms— 

*  With  thgrn  a  ivarrior,  son  of  fear,  may  fight,' 
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Down  from  her  shoulders  then  I  tore  the  mail. 

Her  snowy  breast  appcar'd. — She  to  the  ground  240 

'  In  blushes  bent  her  face.     I  to  the  chiefs 

In  silence  look'd.     The  spear  fell  from  my  hand, 
|i  And  heaving  from  my  bosom  'rose  the  sigh. 
[  But — when  I  heard  the  virgin's  name,  my  tears 
j  In  crowds  descended.— The  fair  beam  of  youth  245 

I  I  bless'd,  and  bade  the  angry  battle  move. 

Son  of  the  rock,  why  now  should  Ossian  tell 

How  Teutha's  warriors  dy'd  ? — Now  in  their  land 

They  are  forgot,  and  in  the  shadowy  heath 
I  Their  tombs  are  not  discern'd.     On  with  their  storms,      250 
}  Years  came,  and  the  green  mounds  decay'd  entire. 

Scarce  is  the  grave  of  faH'n  Dunthalmo  seen. 

And  scarcely  known  is  the  lone  distant  place 
I  Where,  by  the  spear  of  Ossian  slain,  he  fell, 

'Some  hoary  warrior  now,  purblind  with  age,  255 

'  Sitting  by  night  beside  the  flaming  oak 
(  Of  the  high  hall ;  rehearses  to  his  sons 
;  My  actions  and  the  dark  Dunthalmc's  fall, 
I  Rous'd  with  the  tale,  the  faces  of  the  youth 

Sidelong  are  bent,  attentive  to  his  voice,  260 

j  $Vith  joy  and  wonder  burning  in  their  eyes. 

Rathmor's  brave  son  bound  to  an  oak  I  found, 
And  from  his  hands  my  sabre  cut  the  thongs. 
I  unto  him  white-bosom'd  Colmal  gave. 
In  Teutha's  halls  in  peaceful  quiet  they  dwelt,  2Gf> 

And  Ossian  back  to  tow'rins  Selma  came. 


END  OF  CALTHON  AND  COLMAL. 


Vol.  it. 


ilatijmcu: 

A  POEM, 

ARGt\MKNT. 

LATHMON,  a  British  prince,  taking  advantage  of  TingaTs  abiCiice  in  Irelanrf 
makes  a  descent  on  Motven,  and  advanced  within  sight  of '^elnia,  the  roya 
palace.  Fingal  arrived  in  the  mean  tin.e,  and  /.aihmon  retreated  to  a  hi 
where  his  army  was  surprised  by  niglit,  and  himsetf  taken  prisoner  by  (, 
sia»  ?nd  Gaui  the  son  of  Morni. —  This  exploit  of  Gaul  and  Ossian  bears^ 
near  resemblance  to  the  beautiful  episode  of  Nisus  and  Euryalus  in  Virgil 
niiitli  /Eneid. 

This  poem  opens  with  the  first  appearance  of  Fingal  on  the  coast  of  Morven 
and  ends  (it  may  be  supposed)  about  noon  the  next  day. 

SELMA,  within  thy  halls  lone  silence  reigns. 
Nor  meets  the  ear  in  Morven's  groves  a  sound. 
The  tumbling  waves  roll  lonely  on  the  coast, 
And  silent  darts  the  sun-beam  on  the  field. 
Forth,  like  the  bow  portentous  of  the  show'r, 
The  fair  of  Morven  come. — For  the  white  sails — ■ 
The  royal  sails,  they  tow'rds  green  Ullin  look.— 
For,  to  return  Fingal  his  word  had  giv'n— 
But  the  north  wind,  with  blasts  adverse,  had  ris'n. 


Who,  like  a  stream  of  darkness,  from  the  east  1(" 
In  thick'ning  crowds  descends  the  dusky  hill  ? — 

'Tis  Lathmon's  host. — The  news  has  reach'd  his  ear,  . 

That  in  the  war  Fingal  afar  abides.  j 

Confiding  in  the  breezes  of  the  north,  f 

Joy  brightens  in  his  soul. — Yet,  Lathmon,  why—  1^' 


\ 
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When  far  from  Schna's  pbiins  the  brave  a!)ide, 

Why  with  thy  spear  bent  forward  dost  thou  come  ? 

Will  the  weak  fair  of  Morven  strive  in  war  ? 

—But  stop,  O  mighty  stream,  in  thy  swift  course 

Do  not  these  sails,  O  Lathmon  meet  thy  eyes  ?  20 

Why,  Lathmon,  dost  thou  vanish,   like  the  mist 

Swift-moving  from  the  lake  ?— Behind  thee  comes 

The  squally  storm  ! — I'ingal  thy  steps  pursues ! 

As  on  the  dark-blue  wave  we  bounding  roll'd, 
\  The  king  of  Morven  started  from  his  sleep,  25 

i  He  to  his  spear  Jiis  liand  directly  stretch'd, 
1  And  'round  his  heroes  rose.     Foi-,  we  percciv'd 

That  he,  in  rest,  had  his  forefathers  seen 
I  [For,  frequent  to  his  dreams,  when  o'er  the  land 
■  The  hostile  sword  arose,  and  darkly  came  30 

On  us  the  rage  of  war  ;    was  their  approach]. 

<  Whither,  O  wind,'  said  Morven's  royal  chief, 

*  IIis  been  thy  flight?     Say,  where  is  thy  abode? 

*  y\tten(lant  on  the  show'r  in  other  lands, 

*  Dost  thou  within  the  chambers  of  the  south  35 

*  Now  yield  thy  rustling  sound  ?     ^^'hy  to  my  sails 

*  C)ii  the  biuc-roliing  main  dost  thou  not  come  ? 
'  In  Morven's  land  presumptive  is  the  foe, 

*  And  far  from  home  the  royal  chief  abides. 

'  But  dauntless  now  let  each  his  mail  bind  on,  -iO 

*  And  each  his  shield  assume.     Above  the  wave 

*  Streti  h  ev'ry  spear — let  ev'ry  sword  be  bare. 

'  With  all  his  host,  before  us  Lathmon  stands— 

*  He  that  on  Lena's  plains  fled  from  Fingal. 

*  — But,  like  a  stream  collected,  he  returns  ;  45 

*  And  loud  between  our  hills  his  roar  is  heard.* 

Such  were  the  words  of  Morven's  royal  chief. 
And  soon  within  Carmona's  bay  we  rush'd. 


32  L  A  T 11  M  O  N  : 

Up  the  pteep  hill,  strnight,  fearless  Ossian  came, 
And  thrice  his  shield  of  num'rous  bosses  struck  ; 
High  Morven's  rock  gave  answer  to  the  sound, 
And,  starting  forth,  the  bounding  roebucks  came. 
Then,  in  my  presence  troubled  were  the  foes. 
And  their  dark  host  directly  were  conven'd : 
For,  like  a  cloud  upon  the  hill,  I  stood 
Exultant  in  the  armour  of  my  youth. 

Beneath  a  tree  sat  Morni,  at  the  noise 
Of  Strumon's  waters.     With  his  locks  of  age 
Grey  on  his  staff  he  forwards  bends  his  head: 
And,  list'ning  to  the  battles  of  his  youth, 
Kear  to  the  hero  eager  stands  young  Gaul, 
At  Morni's  mighty  deeds,  in  all  the  fire 
Of  soul  enraptur'd,  often  did  he  rise. 
The  aged  heard  the  sound  of  Ossian's  shield. 
And  knew  the  sign  of  battle. — From  his  place 
At  once  he  starts,  whilst  parting  on  his  back 
Grey  flows  his  hair :  and  fresh  upon  his  mind 
Arise  the  deathful  deeds  of  other  years. 

To  fair-hair'd  Gaul  the  vet'ran  said  ;  *  My  son, 

*  I  hear  the  sound  of  battle.     Morven's  king 

*  is  now  return  d — the  sign  of  war  is  heard. 

*  Go  to  the  hills  of  Strumon,  and  his  arms 

*  To  Morni  bring.     Go,  since  my  arm  now  fails, 

*  And  fetch  the  arms  my  father  wore  in  age. 

*  Thy  armour  too,  O  Gaul,  gird  on  in  strength  ; 

*  And  to  the  first  of  all  thy  battles  rush. 

*  Let  now  thy  arm  to  ihy  forefathers'  fame 

*  In  might  attain.     Swift  as  the  eagle's  wing 

*  Be  thy  dread  course  upon  th'  embattling  field. 

*  Why  should  the  fear  of  death,  my  noble  son, 

t  Give  thee  dismay  ?     The  valiant  fall  with  fame. 
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Awny  their  shields  of  many  ])ossos  turn 
(The  dusky  stream  of  danger  :  and  renown 
On  their  grey  hair  auide?.     Dost  thou  not  see 

*  How  honour,  Gaul,  attends  my  steps  of  age?  85 
'  Forth  Morni  moves,  and,  with  devoir  profound, 

*  The  young  him  meet ;  and  on  his  course  with  joy 

*  Their  eyes  in  silence  turn.     But  I,  my  son, 

*  From  danger  never  fled.     My  flaming  sword 

*  Was  bright  amidst  the  cloud  of  angry  strife.  90 

*  Before  my  face  the  melting  stranger  sunk, 

*  And  in  my  presence  blasted  were  the  strong.' 

To  Morni  then  young  Gaul  the  armour  brought, 
And  the  old  warrior  clad  himself  in  steel. 
The  <pcar,  wdiich  oft'  the  bloo<l  of  heroes  stain'd,  95 

In  his  ag'd  hand  he  took.     Then  tow'rds  Fingal 
He  came,  his  son  attending  on  his  steps. 
;  When  in  the  locks  of  his  hoar  age  he  came. 
The  son  of  Comhal  o'er  the  warrior  joy'd. 

*  King  of  the  roaring  Strumon  !'  said  Fingal  100 

'With  rising  jov  entranc'd,  '  do  I  thee  see 

*  In  arms  again,  when  thy  great  strength  has  fail'd  ? 
'  In  buttles  oft',  as  beams  the  rising  sun 

*  (When  he  disperses  far  the  mountain-storms, 

'   And  brings  upon  the  late-embroiled  fields  105 

'  Bright  peace  with  all  her  balm)  has  Morni  shone, 
'  Yet,  why  amidst  the  honour  of  thy  age 
jl  *  Didst  thou  not  rest  ?     Thy  fame  is  in  the  song. 

*  On  thee  the  people  look,  and  in  their  souls 

*  Bless  mighty  Morni  in  his  eve  of  life.  ]  IQ 
'  Now,  why  amidst  the  honour  of  thy  age 

*  Didst  thou  not  rest  at  ease  ?     For  soon  the  foe 
'  "^Vill  vanish  from  the  presence  of  FingaU' 
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*  O  Comhal's  son,'  rcply'tl  the  hoary  cliicf, 

*  The  strength  of  Morni's  arm  indeed  h:rs  fail'd, 

*  To  draw  the  flaming  sabre  of  my  youth 

*  In  vain  I  try — it  in  its  place  remains. 

*  I  throw  the  spear,  but  shortways  of  tlie  mark 

*  It  falls,  and  pond'ro'us  now  my  shield  I  feel. 

*  Away  we,  like  the  mountain-grass,  decay, 

*  And,  though  once  great,  our  strength  returns  no  more. 

*  Fingal,  I  have  a  son,  whose  glowing  soul 

*  In  Morni's  youthful  actions  greatly  joy'd  : 

*  But,  he   (as  yet)   has  not  against  the  foe 

*  Up-rais'd  the  sword,  nor  has  his  fame  begun, 

*  His  youthful  arm  to  guide,  here  am  I  come 

'  \^  ith  him  to  battle.     From  my  soul  his  fame 

*  Shall  chase  the  cloud  of  my  departing  hour. 

*  O  that  among  the  people  Morni's  name 

*  Were  lost  in  shade — that  heroes  only  said : 
"  Behold  the  father  of  the  warrior  Gaul." 

*  O  king  of  Strumon,'  then  Fingal  reply'd, 

*  The  sword  in  battle  growing  Gaul  shall  lift. 

*  Yet  he  before  Fingal  shall  lift  the  same, 

*  That  v\  ith  my  arm  his  youth  I  may  defend.  I 

*  But  as  for  thee,   in  Selma's  halls  abide, 

*  And  hear  of  our  renown.     Bid  thou  the  lyre 

*  In  tune  to  sound,  and  bards  the  voice  to  raise; 

*  That  they,  who  fall,  may  gladden  in  their  fame, 

*  And  Morni's  soul  may  brighten  with  the  joy.  1 

*  Ossian  !  in  b.ittles  often  hast  thou  fought, 

*  And  on  thy  spear  the  blood  of  strangers  streams, 

*  With  Gaul  then  let  thy  course  be  in  the  strite, 
'   But  see  that  ye  depart  not  from  my  side  ; 

*  Lest  vou  alone  the  foe  might  chance  to  find,  1 

*  And  your  renown  at  once  extinct  become.' 
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Gaul  in  his  arms  I  saw,  and  my  sjlad  soul 
jflWith  his  was  mixt ;   tor  in  his  flaming  eyes 

The  fire  of  battle  rag'd  I  he  tow'rd  the  foe 

Witli  joyful  ardour  look'd.     In  secret  we  150 

The  words  of  friendship  spoke ;   and,  as  one  man, 

To<;;cther  pour'd  the  lightning  of  our  swords  : 
jiFor  we,  behind  the  wood,  them  beaming  drew, 
ijAnd  try'd  our  arms  of  strength  on  empty  air. 

On  Alorven  down  came  night,  and,  at  the  oak  lf;5 

High-beaming,  sat  Fingal  ;  and  by  his  side, 
With  all  his  locks  grey-beaming,  Morni  sat. 
On  other  times  and  their  forefathers'  deeds 
Is  their  discourse.     Three  bards  of  dulcet  sounds 
Touch'd  the  soft  lyre  at  times,  and,  with  his  song,  160 

Near  Ullin  stood.     He  of  great  Comhal  sung — 
jBut  gath'ring  darkness  gloom'd  on  Morni's  brow. 
On  tuneful  Ullin  red  he  roH'd  his  eye, 
And,  straight,  the  music  ceas'd. — Fingal  beheld 
The  aged  chief,  and  mildly  him  address'd  :  165 

*  Why    chief  of  Strumon,  does  that  darkness  lour? 
'  Let  dark  oblivion  in  her  blackness  hide 

1*  The  days  of  other  years.     In  rage  of  war 

*  Our  fathers  strove. — But  peaceful  at  the  feast 

*  ^^^e  meet  together.     On  the  yc-cj- our  sv/ords  17Q 

*  Are  turn'd,  and  melting  on  the  field  they  fall. 
'  Then  let  the  days  of  ancestorial  years, 

'  O  king  of  mossy  Strumon,  be  forgot,' 

*  O  king  of  Morven,'  then  reply'd  the  chief, 

*  The  mem'ry  of  thy  father  yields  me  joy.  175 

*  In  battle  dreadful  was  his  arm  of  strength, 

*  And  dreadful  was  the  anger  of  the  chief. 

*  But  when  tlie  king  of  matchless  heroes  fell. 
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*  Mj'  eyes  were  full  of  tears :  for,  O  Fingal ! 

*  The  brave  are  faU'n,  and  on  the  airy  hiUs  IS 

*  Remain  the  feeble  in  their  mighty  stead. 

*  How  many  warriors,  once  of  fame  and  miglit, 

*  Have  in  the  days  of  Morni  pass'd  away  ! 

*  Nor  did  I  shun  the  battle,  nor  away 

*  Did  ever  from  the  strife  ot  heroes  fly.  18 

*  Now  let  the  friends  of  great  Fingal  repose  ; 

*  For,  night  is  'round  ;  that  they  with  strength  may  rise, 

*  In  fight  with  car-borne  Lathmon  to  engage. — 

*  Like  thunder  rolling  on  a  distant  heath, 

*  I  hear  the  murmur  of  his  sounding  host.  19 

*  Ossian  !  and  fair-hair'd  Gaul !  ye  in  the  race 

*  Are  active. — From  that  woody,  rising  ground 

*  FingaPs  dark  foes  watch — but,  approach  them  not ; 

*  For  (—you  to  shield)  your  fathers  are  not  near. 

*  Let  not  your  fame  at  once  extinct  become,  19 

*  For  youthful  valour  e'en  may  chance  to  fail.' 

We  heard  the  speeches  of  tlie  chief  with  joy 
And  onward  in  our  clanging  armour  mov'd. 
As  on  the  woody  hill  our  way  we  made.  ' 

With  all  its  stars  bright  burns  the  studded  sky,  20' 

And  o'er  the  field  death's  flaming  meteors  glide 
The  murm'ring  noise  made  by  the  distant  foe 
Came  to  our  ears.     'Twas  then,  <jaul  in  liis  fire 
Of  valour  spoke;  and  half-unsheath'd  his  sword, 

*  Son  of  Fingal,'  he  said,  *  why  burns  the  soul  20 

*  Of  rising  Gaul  ?     High  beats  my  swelling  heart. 

*  Disorder'd  are  my  steps,  and  on  my  sword 

*  My  hand  with  tremor  moves. — When  tow'rds  the  foe 

*  My  eyes  I  cast,  my  soul  before  me  shines, 

*  And  their  dark  host  in  sleep  immers'd  I  sec,  21t 
-♦  Say — do  the  souls  of  iiei-ocs  trtmblc  thus 
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*  In  battles  of  the  spear  ?■ — If  on  the  foe 

*  We  riish'd,  how  would  the  soul  of  Morni  rise ! 

*  Our  crescent  fume  would  flourish  in  the  song, 

*  And  on  our  steps  when  heroes  cast  their  eyes, 

'  They  would  admire,  and  stately  them  pronounce. 


215 


'  My  soul  delights  in  battle,'  I  reply'd, 

*  O  Morni's  son.     1  juy  alojie  to  shine 

*  In  war,  and  to  the  bards  my  name  to  give. 

*  But  what — if  now  the  foe  in  fight  prevail,  220 

*  Shall  1  presume  the  royal  eyes  to  see  ? 

*  In  his  displeasure,  like  the  flames  of  death 

*  Dreadful  they  glow !   but  Ossian,  them  in  wrath 

*  Will  not  behold  :— I  will  prevail,  or  fiill.— 

'   But  shall  the  honour  of  the  vanquished  rise  ?  225 

'  Tliey  vanish  like  a  shadow  :  but  the  fame 

*  Of  Ossian  shall  arise.     His  deeds  in  war 

'  Shall  emulate  his  fathers'.     Let  us  rush — 

*  Arm'd  let  us  rush,  O  Morni's  son,  to  strife. 

*  Gaul!  if  hereafter  thou  perchance  return,  230 

*  Unto  the  lofty  wall  of  Selma,  go — 

*  Tell  Kverallin  that  1  fell  with  fame, 

*  And  this  bright  sword  to  Branno's  daughter  give. 

*  Let  her  to  Oscar  render  up  the  same, 

*  \Vhen  the  bright  seasons  of  his  youth  shall  'rise.  235 

'  Son  of  Fingal,'  then  Gaul  said  with  a  sigh, 
'  Shall  I  return  when  Ossian  low  is  laid! 
'  What  would  niy  father  say  ?  and  what  Fingal, 
'  The  king  of  men  ?     The  weak  would  turn  their  eyes, 

*  And  say  in  scorn:  "  Behold  the  mighty  Gaul,  240 
"  Who  his  true  friend  abandon'd  in  his  blood  !" 

*  Yet  not  on  me,  ye  feeble,  shall  ye  look, 

'  Save  when  amidst  my  fame  I  laureate  shine. 
Ossian!  the  mighty  feats  by  heroes  done — 
Vol.  II.  ^F 
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*  Their  mi2;Iity  feats,  when  sin;jjly  thiy  ciia;a!^M  2k5 
'   ( For,  ivith  the  danger  grows  the  rising  soul) 

*  i  from  iny  father's  mouth  have  often  heard.' 

*  O  son  of  Morni,'   I  to  him  reply'd 
(And  speaking  strode  before  him  on  the  heath) 

*  Oin-  bright'ning  fathers  will  our  valour  praise,  250 

*  Wlien  they  our  fall  bewail. — On  their  brave  souls 
'  Shall  gladness  beam  amidst  the  flood  of  tears. 

**  Not  like  the  grass,"  '  they'll  say,'  "  that  on  the  field 

"   Falls  harmless,  have  our  valiant  offspring  fall'n  : 

"  For  death  around  them  in  their  rage  they  spread."         25.'* 

*  Yet  of  tlie  narrow  house  why  should  we  think  ? 
'    The  sword  defends  the  brave. — But  certain  death 

*  Pursues  the  ■zvealc,  nor  goes  their  fame  abroad. 

Forward  we  rush'd  through  night,  and  to  the  roar 
Of  a  loud  stream,  which  bent  its  azure  course  266 

Around  the  foe  through  groves  of  forest-trees, 
That  eclio  gave  responsive  to  its  noise  : 
With  valour  fir'd  and  arm'd  in  steel  we  came. 
We  at  the  bank  of  the  blue  stream  arriv'd, 
And  saw  the  sleeping  host.     Their  fading  fire  26i 

Grew  dim  upon  the  plain,  and  distant  I'ar  | 

The  lonely  footsteps  of  their  scouts  were  heard. 
Before  me,  to  support  me  o'er  the  stream, 
I  stretch'd  my  spear. — 'Twas  then  Gaul  seiz'd  my  hand 
And  thus  the  language  of  the  valiant  spoke.  270 

*  Shall  great  Fingal's  son  on  a  sleeping  foe 

*  Rush  by  surprise  ?     Or,  like  a  blast  by  night, 

*  When  the  young  trees  in  secret  it  uproots, 

*  Shall  his  approach  be  made';"     Not  thus  Fingal  { 

*  His  fime  rccciv'd,   nor  for  such  deeds  as  these  275  ' 

*  Abides  renown  on  Morni's  hoary  hairs. 
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*  Strike,  Ossitin,  strike  the  angry  s'liel'l  of  "'^r, 

*  And  let  their  thousands  rise.     Yes,  let  them  meet 

*  Young  Gaul  in  his  first  battle,  that  the  strength 

*  Of  his  fierce  arm  in  combat  he  may  try.'  2S0 

Then  o'er  the  warrior  joy'd  my  rising  soul, 
.'And  bursting  tears  of  transport  from  me  tell. 

*  And  thee,  O  Gaul,'  I  said,  '   the  foe  shall  meet; 
■*•  And  the  renown  of  Alorni's  sou  shall  'rise. 

*  Yet  not  too  far  alone,   my  hero,   rush  ;  2S5 

*  But  near  to  Ossian  let  thy  armour  gleam.— 

i*  Yes,  let  our  hands  (O  Gaul  !)   in  slaughter  join. — 

*  Dost  thou  not  see  that  rock?     To  the  bright  stars 

*  Its  grey  side  dimly  gleams. — Now  if  the  foe 

*  By  chance  prevail,  then  let  our  backs  be  tnrn'd  290 

*  Against  the  rock.     So,  slull  they  fear  to  come 

*  Upon  our  spears  ;  for  death  is  in  our  hands.' 

Then  thrice  my  echoing  shield  I  struck. — At  once 

Arose  the  starting  foe. — On,  in  the  sound 
I  Of  our  bright  arms,  we  rush'd.' — Their  crowded  steps        295 

Fly  o'er  the  nightly  heath,  for  they  suppos'd 
!  That  in  his  roar  of  might  Fingal  approach'd  ; 

And  wither'd  was  the  prowess  of  their  arms. 

As  sounds  the  flame,  when  through  the  Ijlastcd  groves 

Raging  it  roars  ;  so  sounded  they  in  flight.  300 

j  'Twas  then  the  spear  of  Gaul  flew  in  its  strength 
I  'Twas  then  his  sword  arose. — Fierce  Cremor  fell, 

And  migh.ty  Leth.     Dunthormo  in  his  blood 
'  Lay  struggling  ; — and  through  Crotha's  side,  as  bent 

He  on  his  spear  arose,  quick  rushd  the  steel.  305 

Black  from  the  wound  stream'd  down  the  reeking  gore, 

And  hiss'd  upon  the  half-extinguish'd  oak. 
.  The  hero's  steps  behind  him  Cathmin  saw. 

And  clim'j'd  a  blasted  tree — but  from  behind 
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The  spear  him  picrc'tl.     He  shrieking,  panting  fell  ;         31 
Whilst  withcr'd  branches  thick  his  fall  pursue, 
And  strew  Gaul's  arms  blue-waving  underneath. 

Such  in  the  morning  of  thy  battles,  Gaul, 
Thou  son  of  Morni,  were  thy  martial  deeds.— 
Nor  slept,  thou  last  of  fam'd  Fingal's  great  race,  31. 

The  sabre  by  thj  side  !     Forth  in  his  strength 
Rush'd  Ossian,  and  in  crowds  the  people  fell,  i 

So  by  the  staff  cjuick-waved  by  the  boy,  II 

When  whistling  through  the  field  he  goes,  and  smites 
The  thistle's  grisly  beard,  down  falls  the  grass.  o2( 

Away  the  thoughtless  youth  still  careless  moves. 
And  tow'rds  the  desert  turns  his  heedless  steps. 

Grey  morning  'round  us  rose — along  the  heath 
The  winding  streams  are  bright.     Upon  a  hill 
Thick  stood  the  foe,  and  Lathmon's  rage  arose.  o1i\ 

The  livid  eye  of  his  fierce  wrath  he  bent. 
And  silent  in  his  rising  grief  remain'd. 
His  bossy  shield  at  frequent  intervals 
He  struck,  and  strode  unequal  on  the  heath. 
The  hero's  distant  darkness  I  beheld,  S3C 

And  thus  to  Morni's  son  my  thoughts  express'd  : 

•  Scest  thou  the  foe,  O  Strumon's  car-borne  chief? 

*  They  in  their  wrath  assemble  on  the  hill. — 

*  New  let  our  steps  be  tow'rds  the  royal  chief,  ■ 
'  He  in  the  thunder  of  his  strength  shall  rise,                     3.'?5 

*  And  Lathmon's  host  shall  vanish  quick  away. 

*  Around  us,  warrior,  brightly  shines  our  fame, 

*  And  gladly  on  us  will  the  aged  look — 

'  — But,  son  of  Morni,  let  us  hence  retire;  j 

*  Pur  down  the  hill  the  dark'ning  Lathmon  comes.*  540' 
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I  *  Then  Ictrtur  steps,'  reply'd  the  fair-bair'd  Gaul, 

*  Ce  slow  ,-  lest  v.-ith  a  smile  the  foe  should  say  : 
"  Behold  tlic  mighfy  warriors  of  the  nii^ht ! 

"  Like  ghosts  they  terrible  in  darkness  stalk  ; 

♦'  But  melt  away  before  the  eastern  beam  !"  3-15 

'  And,  that  the  aged  heroes  may  rejoice, 

*  W' hen  on  the  actions  of  their  sons  they  look  ; 

*  The  shield  of  Gormar,  who  beneath  thy  spear 

*  In  battle  fell,  O  Ossian,  bear  along.' 

Such  were  our  words  upon  the  bright'ning  plain,        350 
\^  hen  Sulmath  cjuick  to  car-borne  Lathmon  came— 
Siilmatb,  the  chief  of  valeful  Dutha,  where 
Dark  rolls  Duvranna's  stream.     '  Why  Nuath's  son— 
'  Why  with  a  thousand  of  thy  heroes  now 
'  Dost  thou  not  rush?'  he  cry'd.    *  Why,  with  thy  host,  355 

*  Dost  thou  not  hasten,  ere  the  warriors  tly  ? 

*  Blue  to  the  rising  light  their  armour  beams, 

*  And  on  the  heath  before  us  large  they  stride.* 

*  Son  of  the  feeble  hand,'  then  Lathmon  said, 

*  Shall  all  my  host  descend  ?     They  are  but  two — •  360 
'  And  shall  a  thousand,  Sulmath,  lift  their  steel  ? 

*  Xuith  in  giief  for  his  departed  fame 

*  Would  mourn  within  his  hall  !     His  eyes  would  turn 

*  From  Lathmon,  when  his  sounding  feet  approach'd. 

*  Haste,  chief  of  Dutha — to  the  heroes  go,  365 

*  For  Ossian's  stately  steps  my  eyes  discern. 

*  His  fame  is  worthy  of  my  sounding  steel  :— 

*  Let  him  with  Lathmon  in  close  combat  fight.' 

The  noble  Sulmath  (Dutha's  son)  approach'd, 
And  gladly  I  the  royal  words  receiv'd.  370 

High  on  my  arm  the  bossy  shield  I  rais'd. 
And  Gaul  plac'd  Morni's  sabre  in  my  hand. 
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Thu'?  arm'd  we  to  the  murrn'rinc:  stream  retiirn'd, 
And  in  his  pride  ot"  strength  fierce  Liithmon  came. 
Dark,  Hke  the  clouds,  behind  him  roll'd  his  host, 
And  Nuath's  son  bright  glitler'd  in  his  steel. 

*  On  our  late  fall,  son  of  Fingal,'  he  said, 

*  Thy  fame  has  grown.     How  many  of  my  hosts 

*  Slain  by  thy  hand,  thou  king  of  men,  there  lie  ! 

*  High  against  Lathmon  now  thy  jav'lin  raise, 

*  And  low  the  son  of  mighty  Nu-ith  lay — 

*  Yes— now  among  his  people  lay  him  low, 

*  Or  tJiou  thyself  must  fall. — Within  my  halls 

*  The  tale  shall  never  go,  that  my  brave  chiefs, 

*  Fell  in  my  presence — that  they  bravely  fell 

*  In  Lathmon's  presence,  when  sheathed  by  his  side 

*  Rested  his  sword.     For  so,  in  floods  of  tears 

*  Would  Cutha's  blue  eyes  roll,  and  her  slow  steps 

*  Would  lonely  in  Dunlathmon's  vales  be  made. 

*  Nor  shall  it  ever,'  I  to  him  rcply'd, 

*  Be  said  that  Ossian  feebly  turn'd  away. 

*  Were  his  dire  steps  with  darkness  dreadful  made, 

*  Yet  never  would  Fingal's  young  warrior  fly  :-~ 
'  His  soi'.l  would  meet  him  and  undaunted  say: 

"   Does  tow'ring  Selma's  bard  shrink  from  the  foe  ?" 
'  No  :  he  tlie  ioe  regards  not,  and  his  joy 

*  Increases  v\  iUi  the  danger  of  the  slrile.' 

On,  in  his  strength,  came  Lathmon  with  his  ppear, 
And  pierc'd  the  shield  of  Ossian.     At  my  side 
I  the  cool  steel  peiceiv'd  :   then,  Morni's  sword 
I  drew,  and  with  it  cut" the  spear  in  twain. 
And  the  fall'n  point  lay  glitt'ring  on  the  ground. 
In  his  great  wrath  the  son  of  Nuath  burnt. 
And  raised  up  his  .pond'rous,  bossy  shield. 
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His  dark  eyes  roll'd  above  it,  wliilst  it  shone,  405 

In  posture  forward,  like  a  gate  of  brass. 

But  Ossian's  spear  with  its  sharp,  deathfal  point 

The  thiekness  of  its  bosses  throughly  pierc'd. 

And  sunk  into  a  tree  that  stood  behind. 

The  gleuming  shield  hung  on  the  quiv'ring  lance:—         410 

Yet  Lathmon  still  advanc'd.     The  hero's  fall 

Brave  Gaul  foresaw,  and,  straight,  before  my  sword 

His  buekler  stretch'd:   when,  in  a  stream  of  light, 

Down  o'er  Dunlathmon's  king  with  force  it  fell. 

Then  on  the  son  of  Morni  Lathmon  look'd,  415 

Whilst  the  big  tear  full-started  from  his  eye. 
pen  the  ground  his  father  s  sword  he  threw, 
id  in  the  language  of  the  valiant  spoke: 
hy  now  against  the  first  of  mortal  men 
Should  Lathmon  fight  ?     Your  souls  are  beams  from  hea- 
ven, 420 
'  And,  in  the  strife,   your  swords  the  flames  of  death. 
!*  The  fame  of  chiefs,  whose  deeds  so  shine  in  youth, 

*  Who  can  attain? — O  that  in  Nuath's  halls, 
In  the  fiiir  groves  of  Lathmon's  green  abode, 

*  Ye  now  appear'd  !  then,  would  my  father  say  :  42S 
"  That  to  the  weak  his  son  gave  not  the  day."— 

*  — But  who  advances,  like  a  mighty  stream, 

*  Along  the  roaring  heath  ?     Before  his  face 

*  The  little  hills  are  troubled,  and  he  brings 

'   A  thousand  spirits  on  his  beaming  steel :—  430 

*  The  spirits  of  those,  who  by  the  dcathful  arm 

*  Of  echoing  Morven's  royal  chief  must  fall. 

'  Happy  Fingal  art  thou  !  for  thy  brave  sons 
'  Shall  fight  thy  battles.     They  before  thee  go 

*  Forth  in  the  strengtii  of  their  victorious  arm.  4.3.7 

*  And  with  the  steps  of  their  renown  return.' 
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Joying  in  secret  o'er  his  son's  brave  deeds 
Fingal  in  all  his  wonted  mildness  came. 
On  Morni's  face  bright  rose  the  joyful  smile   • 
And  through  the  tears  of  his  ecstatic  joy 
Faint  look'd  his  eyes  of  age.     To  Selnia's  halls 
We  came,  and  sat  around  the  feast  of  shells. 
With  sweetest  note  the  virgins  of  the  song 
Into  our  presence  came,  and  with  soft  air 
The  mildly-blushing  Everallia  mov'd. 
Dark  spread  her  hair  upon  her  neck  of  snow, 
Whilst  she  on  Ossian  roH'd  her  partial  eyes. 
The  harp  of  music  gracefully  she  touch'd 
And  we  on  Branno's  daughter  blessings  pour'd. 

Then  in  his  ])lace  Fingal  of  might  arose 
And  to  Dunlathmon's  battling  king  thus  spoke  : 
(The  sword  of  Trenmor  trembled  by  his  side, 
As  up  lie  lilted  his  dread  arm  of  might)  : 

*  Why,  son  of  Nuath,  dost  thou  search,'  he  said, 

*  For  fame  in  Morven  ?     Of  the  feeble  race 

*  We  are  not  sprung,  nor  o'er  the  feeble  foe 

*  Do  we  lift  up  the  lightning  of  our  swords. 

*  When  with  the  angry  sound  of  deathful  war 

*  Came  we  to  green  Dunlathmon  ?     Though  his  arm 

*  Be  strong,  Fingal  does  not  delight  in  war. 

*  'Tis  on  the  ruin  of  the  haughty  foe 

*  Tb.at  my  renown  takes  root,  and  shoots  awide, 

*  'Tis  only  on  the  proud  in  arms  I  pour 

*  The  lightning  of  my  steel. — The  battle  comes, 

*  And  high  the  tombs  of  valiant  warriors  rise  :— 

*  The  tombs  (my  father's  !)  of  my  people  rise  ; 

*  And  I  at  list  in  solitude  must  be ! 

*  Yet  laurel'd  with  renown  I'll  still  remain, 
'  And  one  pure  stream  of  never-f  ;ding  light 
«  On  my  departintj  soul  shall  brightly  flow. 
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I  •  Lathmon  !  retire,  and  hasten  to  thy  place 
\  *  And  turn  thy  sounding  arms  to  other  lands. 
[  *  The  race  of  Morven  are  in  high  renown, 
t\*  And  children  of  the  hapless  are  their  foes.' 


END  OF  LATHMON. 
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A  POEM 


ARGUMENT. 
CAUL,  the  son  of  Morni,  attended  Lailimon  into  his  own  rountry,  after  liis 
defeat  in  Morven  as  related  in  tlie  preceding  poem.     He  was'  kindly  enter- 
tained by  Nnatli  the  father  of  Lathmon,  and  fell  in  love  with  his  daughter 
Oithona.     The  lady  was  no  less  enamoured  of  Gaul,  and  a  day  was  fixed  tor 
their  marriage.     In  the  mean  time,  I'ingal  preparing  for  an  expedition  into 
the  country  of  the  Britons,  sent  for  Gaul.     lie  obeyed,   and  went:   but  not 
without  promising  to  (lithona  that  lie  would  return,   if  he  survived  the  war 
by  a  certain  day.      Lathmon  too  was  obliged  to  attend    his   father  Nuath  in 
his  wars,  andOithona  was  left  alone  at  Dunlathmon,  the  seat  of  the  family.   , 
Dunrommath,   lord  of  Uthal  (supposed  to  be  one  of  the  Orkneys)  taking  ad-  I 
vantage  of  the  absence  of  her  friends,  came  and  carried  off,  by  force,  Oithona,   i 
wlio  had  formerly  rejected  his  love,  into  Tromathon,  a  desert  island  ;  where  !• 
he  concealed  her  in  a  cave.  i 

Caul  returned  on  the  day  appointed — heard  of  the  rape,  and  sailed  to  Troma-  i 
tlion,    to  revenge   himself  on  Duntomniath.      When   he   latided,  he  found  j 
OJthona  disconsolate,  and  resolved  not  to  survive  the  loss  of  her  honour.—,  j 
She  told   him  the  story  of  her  misfortunes,  and  had  scarcely  ended,  wlien  \ 
Dunrommath  with  his   followers  appeared   at  the  farther  e  nj  of  the  island.  ' 
Oaul  prepared  to  attack  him,  recommending  to  Oitliona  to  retire  till  the  bat-  | 
tie  was  over.     She  seemingly  obeyed,  but  sliortly  secretly  aimed  herself* 
lUshed  into  the  thickest  of  the  battle,  and  was  mortally  wounded.     Gaul, 
pursuing  the  flying  enemy,  found  her  just  expiring  on  the  fieldt     He  mourn- 
ed over  her,  raised  her  tomb,  and  returned  to  Morven. 

Thus  is  the  story  handed  down  by  tradition,  nor  is  it  given  with  any  material 
difference  in  the  poem,  which  opens  with  Gaul's  leturn  to  Uualaihraon, 
after  the  rape  of  Oithona.  ' 


THOUGH  half  her  face  the  moon  upon  the  hill 
Pale  shews,  yet  darkness  'round  Dunluthmoa  dwells. 
The  claughter  of  iiiglit  in  sorrow  turns  away 
Her  eyes,  for  she  the  comina:  grief  beholds.  I 

The  son  of  Morni  glitters  on  the  plain,  5  ' 

3ut  in  the  hull  antique  no  sound  is  heard. 
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No  hcnm  of  liglit  lonpj-streaming  throupjh  tlie  gloom 

In  tremors  comes.     Nor  is  Oithona's  voice 

Heanl  in  the  murmur  of  Duvranna'?  streams, 

'  In  all  thy  beauty,  Nuath's  dark-hair'd  fair,  10 

*  Say — whither  art  thou  gone?'  brave  Gaul  exclaim'd. 

•  Upon  the  field  of  heroes  Lathmon  strives— 

•  But  thou  didst  promise  in  the  hall  to  stay  : 

'  To  stay  within  the  hall  thou  gav'st  thy  pledge, 

*  Till  Morni's  son  return'd — till  he  return'd  15 
'  From  Strumon  to  the  virgin  of  his  love. 

'  The  tear  at  his  departure  wet  thy  cheek, 
'   And  in  thy  breast  in  secret  rose  the  sigh. — 
11  •  Yet,  with  the  lightly-trembling  lyral  sound 

■  *  And  songs,  to  meet  him  glad  thou  dost  not  come.*  20 

Such  were  the  words  of  Gaul,  when  he  return'd 
To  green  Dunlathmon's  tow'rs.     Avvide  and  dark 
He  found  the  gates.     And  in  the  voiceless  hall 
The  bhist'ring  winds  with  hollow  whistlings  roar'd. 
The  trees  with  falling  leaves  the  threshold  strew'd,  25 

.\m(!  widely  spread  the  murmur  of  the  night. 
In  silent  sadness,  at  an  echoing  oak. 
Sat  Morni's  son,  and  for  the  aljsent  maid 
Chill  tremors  shook  his  soul:  nor  knew  he  where 
To  turn  his  course.     'Far  stood  the  son  of  Leth  SO 

And  heard  the  breezes  in  his  bushy  hair  ; 
•  Yet,  raised  not  his  voice,  for  he  perceiv'd 
The  grief  of  Gaul  sad-working  in  his  soul. 

Down  on  the  heroes  fell  the  shades  of  sleep 
And  in  their  rest  the  sights  of  night  arose.  35 

Before  the  eyes  of  ^/(orni's  son  stood  pale 
Oithona  in  a  dream.     Her  darkly  hair 

■  Disorder'd  was  and  loose.     Her  lovely  eye 

Red  roll'd  in  tears  : — blood  stain'd  her  snowy  arm. 
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The  robe  half  hid  the  wound  of"  her  vehite  breast, 
And,  standing  o'er  the  chief,  her  voice  was  hotvrd : 

'  Sleeps  Morni's  son,'  she  snid,  '  the  warlike  chief — 
(  He  that  was  lovely  in  Oithonas  eyes  ? 
«  Sleeps  mighty  Gaul  beside  the  distant  rock, 
<  And  Nuath's  daughter  low?     Large  rolls  the  sea 

*  'Round  Tromathon's  dark  isle. — 1  in  my  tears 

*  Sit  in  the  cave,  nor  do  I  sit  alone : 

*  For,  the  dark  chief  of  Cuthal  (Gaul  !)  is  there. 

*  There  he,  befired  with  the  rage  of  love, 

*  Abides — and  what  can  weak  Oithona  do  ?' 

Then  rushed  through  the  oak  a  rougher  blast, — ' 
The  dream  of  night  departed  : — ^Gaul  awoke, 
AssunVd  his  aspen  spear,  and  in  his  wrath 
Enraged  stood. — He  often  to  the  coast 
Turned  his  eyes,  and  blam'd  the  lagging  light.— ^ 
Grey,  in  the  east,  at  length,  arose  the  morn, 
And  high  the  hero  lifted  up  the  sail. 
Down  from  the  hill  the  rusthng  breezes  came 
And  bounding  on  the  wavy  deep  he  sail'd.— 
Like  a  blue  shield,  amidst  the  briny  main, 
On  the  third  day  hoarse  Tromathon  arose. 
Against  its  rock  dccp-roar'd  the  foaming  wave. 
And  on  the  coast,  m  grief,  Oithona  sat. 
She  on  the  rolling  waters  wistful  look'd 
Amidst  her  falling  tears.      But,  when  she  saw 
Gaul   in  his  arms,  she  started- — and  away 
She  turn'd  her  eyes. — LIcr  lovely  cheek  is  bent 
And  red, — her  white  arm  trembles  by  her  side. 
Thrice  from  his  presence  she  assay'd  to  fly. 
But  her  weak  steps  still  fail'd  her  as  she  went. 
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'   Daughter  of  Nuath,  w!iy,'  the  hero  said, 

*  Fly'st  thou  I'lom  Gaul  ? — -Is  it  Ijccause  my  eyes 

*  Send  forth  the  flame  of  death  ?     Or,  in  my  soul 

*  Does  hatred  darken  ? — Fair  thou  art  to  me, 

r  ^  An  eastern  beam  sprung  in  a  land  unknown  !  75 

*  Yet,  daughter  of  high  Dunhithmon,  thou  thy  face 
«  Veilest  with  sadness !     Is  Oithona's  foe 

*  At  hand  ? — My  soul  with  'vengeful  anger  burns 

*  In  battle  him  to  meet,  and  red  with  wrath 

*  Tlie  sword  upon  the  side  of  dark'ning  Gaul  80 

*  Trembles  and  longs  to  glitter  in  his  hand. 

*  S|)eak,  Nuath's  daughter — seest  thou  not  my  tears  ?' 

*   O  Strumon's  car-borne  chief,'  the  maid  re  ply 'd 
With  heaving  sighs,  '  why  o'er  the  dark-blue  wave 
'  To  Nuath's  mournful  daughter  comest  thou  ?  85 

*  Why  did  I  not  in  secret  pass  away, 

*  As  fades  the  rock-sprung  fiow'r,  that  lifts  unseen 

'   Its  head,  and  strew 'd  its  wilher'd  leaves  on  winds  ? 

*  O  Gaul,  to  witness  my  departing  sigh, 

*  Why  didst  thou  come?     I  vanish  in  my  youth,  90 

*  And  henceforth  never  will  my  name  be  heard. 
'  Or,  should  it  chance  to  recollection  come, 

*  'Twill  sorrow  bring,  and  Nuath's  tears  will  fall ; 
'  And  for  Oithona's  hapless  loss  o;  fame 

*  Thou,  son  of  Morni,  wilt  in  sorrow  mourn.  95 

*  — But,  far  removed  from  the  mourner's  voice, 

*  Shall  she  sleep  lifeless  in  the  narrow  tomb. 

*  \\\\v  to  the  sea-beat  rock  of  Tromathon — 

*  Why,  mighty  chief  of  Strumon,  didst  thou  come  ? 

'   O  car-borne  Nuath's  daughter  !'  he  rejoin'd,  100 

'  I  came  to  meet  thy  foes.     And  in  my  soul 

*  Avengeful  grows,  with  gath'ring  gloom,  the  death 

*  Of  Cuthal's  chief,  or  Morui's  son  sliall  fall. 
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*  Oitliona  !  when  the  mighty  Gaul  is  low, 

*  High  on  that  oozy  rock  my  tomb  erect. 

*  And,  when  the  darkly  hounding  ship  shall  pass, 

*  Call  thou  the  sea-borne  sons— upon  them  call 

*  And  give  this  sword ;  that  to  ag'd  Morni's  hall 

*  It  they  may  carry  :  which  when  he  receives, 

*  Tow'rds  the  lone  desert,  for  his  son  return'd, 

*  The  grey-hair'd  hero  may  surcease  to  look.' 

'  And,'  with  a  bursting  sigh  again  she  said, 

*  Shall  Nuath's  daughter  live  ?~Shall  1  then  live 

*  In  Tromathon,  and  Morni's  son  lie  low  ? 

*  Not  of  that  rock  is  my  warm  heart  compos'd, 

*  Nor  careless  is  my  soul  as  that  rough  sea, 

*  Which  lifts  its  billows  blue  to  ev'ry  wind, 

*  And  rolls  beneath  the  storm.     The  blast,  that  low 

*  Thee  iay^,  shall  also  with  its  friendly  strength 

*  The  branches  of  Oithona  spread  on  earth. 

'  Then  we  together    (car-borne  Morni's  son  !) 

*  Shall  wither. — The  grey  stone,  and  narrow  house 

*  Of  the  deceased  pleasant  are  to  me  ; 

*  For  never,  sea-surrounded  Tromathon, 

*  More  will  I  leave  thy  rocks  ! — Night  on 

*  Approach'd,  when  Lalhmon  distant  far  was  gone— 

*  When  to  Duthormoth's  airy,   mof-s-grown  rocks 

*  He  {to  the  battles  of  his  lathers)   went:  — 
t  The  night  came  on,  and  in  the  silent  hull 

*  1  near  the  burning  oak  deep-musing  sat. 

*  The  wind  was  far,  amidst  the  distant  trees  ; 

*  And  1  perceiv'd  th'  approaching  sound  of  arms. 

*  Joy  in  my  face  arose  ; — for,  straight,  I  thought 

*  'Twas  thy  long-wish'd  return.— 'T was  Cuthal's  chief, 

*  Dunrommath's  rcd-hair'd  strength.     In  llaming  fire 

*  Rolled  his  eyes,  and  on  his  sword  red-reck'd 

*  My  people's  blood  .'—They,  who  in  angry  strife 
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*  Fought  for  Oitliona,  M\  by  the  dark  chief. 

)[•  What  could  I  do  ?     My  tender  arm  was  weak, 
i'  Nor  could  it  lift  the  spear. — Me  in  my  grief  140 

*  He  took,  and  rais'd  amidst  my  tears  the  sail  ; 

*  For  much  he  lear'd  lest  Lathmon  should  return 

*  (Hapless  Oithona's  brother)  with  his  strength— 
ll*  — Bat,  lo  !  he  comes  his  uum'rous  host  amidst ! 

I*  And  dark  before  him  cleaves  the  wave  immense!  1'1'5 

*  Whither,  O  son  of  Morni,  wilt  thou  turn  ? 
!*'For  many  are  Dunrommath's  battling  chiefs  !* 

'  From  bat  Lie  never  did  my  steps  retreat,' 
;|The  hero  said,  as  he  unsheath'd  his  sword  ; 

*  And  shall  my  fear,  Oitliona,  now  begin  l.'iO 

*  WHien  thy  dark  foes  approach  ?     Go  to  thy  cave, 

*  Daughter  of  Nuath,  till  the  battle  cease. 
'.Bring  hither,  son  of  Letli,  our  fathers'  bows 
',  And  Morni's  sounding  quiver. — The  red  yew 

*  Let  our  three  warriors  bend.     Ourselves  the  spear  X5» 

*  Will  lift.     They  are  a  host  upon  the  rock, 

*  But  steel'd  with  brav'ry  are  our  dauntless  souls.' 

The  daughter  of  Nuath  to  the  cave  retired  ;— 
Yet  on  her  mind,  as  on  a  stormy  cloud 

Red  lightning  moves,  a  troubled  joy  arose.  160' 

Fix'd  was  her  soul,  and  from  her  wide-stretch'd  eye 
Of  aspect  wild  the  pearly  tear  was  dry'd. 
;Dvnirommath  slowly  made  his  dark  advance,- 
For  he  saw  Morni's  son.     His  haughty  face 
Contempt  contracted  and  his  dark-brown  cheek  16S 

Gather'd  a  smile  ;  and,  'neath  his  shaggy  brows, 
Livid  and  half-concealed  roll'd  his  eye. 

'  Sons  of  the  sea,'  begun  the  gloomy  chief, 
'  Wlience  are  ye  ?    Have  the  stgrmy  winds  you  driv'n 
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*  To  Tromathon's  hoarse  rocks  ?     Or,  arc  you  come 

*  In  search  of  Nuath's  daughter  of  white  hands  ? 

*  The  sons  of  the  unha[)py  (feeble  men  I) 

*  Come  to  Dunrommath's  hand.     For  his  dread  eye 

*  Spares  not  the  feeble,  and  the  strangers'  blood 

*  Yields  him  delight.     Oithona  is  a  beam 

*  Of  light  resplendent,  and  it  Cuthal's  chief 

*  Enjoys  in  secret.     Would'st  thou,  like  a  cloud, 

*  Come  on  its  beauty,  son  of  feeble  hand  < 

*  Come  on  thou  mayst — but  (mind  the  dire  event !) 

*  Sluilt  thou  unto  thy  fathers'  halls  return  ?' 

*  Dost  thou  not  know  me  ?'  said  enraged  Gaul, 
«  Red-hair'd  chief  of  Cuthal  ?— On  the  heath 

*  Thy  feet  were  swift  in  car-borne  Lathmon's  war, 

*  When  the  red  sword  of  Morni's  deathful  son 

*  Pursu'd  his  host  in  Morven's  woody  land. 

*  Dunrommath  I  mighty  are  thy  words  of  pride, 

*  For  crowded  warriors  tread  behind  thy  steps. 

*  But  do  I  fear  them,  pride's  presumptuous  son? 

*  I  of  the  race  of  weakness  am  not  sprung.' 

Then  in  his  arms  advanced  Gaul,  and,  straight, 
Dunrommath  sunk  behind  his  people  dark. 
But  Gaul's  swift  jav'lin  pierc'd  the  gloomy  chief 
And  his  bright  sword  lopp'd  off  his  head,  as  down 
In  death  it  bent. — Thrice  by  the  shaggy  lock 
The  son  of  Morni  shook  it ;  and  dismay 'd 
Dunrommath's  warriors  fled.     Their  speedy  flight 
The  winged  shafts  of  Morven  swift  pursu'd  ; 
And  on  the  mossy  rocks  ten  of  them  fell. 
The  rest,  surviving,  lift  the  sounding  sail. 
And  on  the  echoing  ocean  fleetly  bound. — ■ 
Gaul  tow'rds  Oithona's  cave  advanc'd,  and  saw, 
Lsanin^  against  a  rock,  a  shapely  youth. 
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ij|j(in  arrow  had  his  side  of  whiteness  pierc'd, 
j  And  fiiintly  roll'd  his  eye  beneath  his  liehn. 
i  Sadness  o'erspread  the  soul  of  Moral's  son—  205 

He  came  in  liaste,  and  spoke  the  words  of  peace  : 

*  Say — can  the  lenient  hand  of  Gaul  thee  heal, 

*  Youtii  of  the  mournful  brow  ?     Upon  the  hills 

*  For  herbs  has  been  my  search  : — on  the  lone  banks 

*  Of  their  own  secret  streams  them  have  I  cull'd,  210 

*  My  hand  has  oft'  the  wound  of  heroes  clos'd, 

*  And  tlieir  glad  eyes  the  son  of  Morni  b!css'd. 

*  Where,  warrior,  dwelt  thy  fathers  ?     Did  they  come 
'  Of  mighty  race  ?     Dark  sadness  shall  approach, 

*  Like  sh  ides  of  night  upon  thy  native  streams  ;  215 

*  For  thou  in  vernal  bloom  of  youth  art  fall'n.' 

*  Of  mighty  race,'  the  stranger  then  reply'd, 

*  My  fathers  were;  but  they  shall  not  be  sad  :^ 

*  For,  like  the  mist  of  morn,  my  fame  is  gone. 

*  Walls  on  Duvranna's  banks  high-tow'ring  rise,  220 

*  And  in  the  stream  behold  their  mossy  tow'rs. 
Behind  them  with  its  bending  firs  a  rock 

*  Airy  ascends.     Its  massy  height  afar 

*  Thou  may'st  behold. — 'Tis  there  my  brother  dwells, 

*  He  is  renown'd  in  battle. — Morni's  son,  225 

*  Give  him  this  glitt'ring  helmet,  which  I  wore.' 

Down  from  the  hand  of  Gaul  the  helmet  fell— • 

For,  'twas  Oithona  sinking  with  her  wound. 
I  She  in  the  secret  cave  herself  had  arm'd 

And  came  in  search  of  death.     Her  heavy  eyes  2'?0 

Half-clos'd  appear — the  blood  pours  from  her  side.— 
t  •  O  Morni's  son,  prepare  the  narrow  house,' 

She  said  ;  '   for,  sleep  in  shadows,  like  a  cloud, 

*  Comes  on  my  soul.     Oithona's  eyes  are  dim. 

Vol.  II,  H 
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*  O  that  bright-beaming  in  my  youtliful  fame  2  i 
'  I  at  Duvranna  had  remained  still  ! 

*  Then  had  my  years  come  smoothly  on  with  joy, 

*  And  virgins  would  have  bless'd  my  graceful  steps. 

*  But,  son  of  Morni,  in  youtli's  morn  I  fall, 

*  And  in  his  hall  my  aged  sire  shall  blush.'  2  I 

Pale  on  the  rock  of  Tromathon  she  fell. 
And  her  lone  tomb  the  mournful  hero  rais'd. 
To  Morven  he  return'd,  but  we  perceiv'd 
The  darkness  of  his  soul. — The  dulcet  lyre, 
In  praise  of  fall'n  Oithona,  Ossian  took  : — 
The  brightness  of  the  face  of  Gaul  return'd. 
Yet,  like  the  blasts,  when  stormy  winds  are  laid, 
That  shake  unfrequent  their  unsettled  wings  ; 
At  times,  amidst  his  friends,  his  sigh  arose. 


END  OF  OITHONA. 
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THE  ARGUMENT. 

MALVtNA,  the  daughter  of  Toscar,  is  overheard  by  Ossian  lamenting  the 
death  of  Oscar,  Jier  lover.  Ossian,  to  divert  her  grief,  reJales  his  own  ac- 
tions in  an  expedition,  which  he  ( at  Fingal's  command)  undei  took,  to  aid 
Crothar  the  petty  king  of  Croma  (a  country  in  Ireland)  against  Rothmar, 
who  invaded  his  dominions. — The  story  is  by  tradition  delivered  thus  :— 
Crothar,  king  of  Croms,  being  blind  witii  age,  and  liis  son  too  young  for  tho 
field  ;  Rat  h  mar,  the  chief  of  Tromlo,  resolved  to  avail  himself  of  the  oppor- 
tunity offered  of  annexing  the  dominions  of  Ciotiiar  to  iiis  own.  He  accord- 
ingly nwrcheJ  into  the  country  subject  to  Crothar,  but  which  he  held  of 
Artii  or  Artho,  who  was  at  the  time  supreme  king  of  Ireland. 

ftwhar  being,  on  account  of  his  age  and  blindness,  unfit  for  action  ;  sent  for 
aid  to  Kingal,  king  of  Scotland,  iingal  ordered  his  son  Ossian  to  tlie  relief 
of  Crothar.  But  before  his  arrival,  Fovar-gormo  (the  son  of  Crothar)  attack- 
ing Rothmar,  was  himself  slain,  and  his  forces  totally  defeated.  Ossian 
renewed  the  war,  caine  to  battle,  killed  Rothmar,  and  routed  his  army.— • 
Croma  being  thus  delivered  of  its  enemies,  Ossian  returned  to  Scotland. 


IT  was  the  accent  of  my  love ! 

Sweet  was  the  breeze-borne  lay  J  . 
Yet  seldom  to  Malvina's  dreams 

Does  he  his  visits  pay  ! 

Ye  sires  of  mighty  Toscar,  wide 

Expand  your  airy  domes- 
Unfold  the  portals  of  your  clouds  ; 
For,  soon  Malvina  comes. 
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I  In  my  tlream  have  heard  a  voice 

Delightful  to  my  ear  ; 
I  feel  the  fluttVing  of  my  soul. 

It  gave  my  joy  and  fear ! 

Why,  from  the  darkly-rolHng  lake, 
O  blast,  didst  thou  move  on  ? 

Thy  rustling  wing  was  in  the  trees, 
And  straight — my  dream  was  gone. 

But,  when  her  love  Malvina  saw 

Array'd  in  robes  of  light; 
His  vapour-vest  flew  on  the  gale, 

And  all  his  mein  was  bright. 

With  brightness  like  the  stranger's  gold 
The  sun  his  skirts  illumes.— 

It  was  the  accent  of  my  love! 
To  me  he  seldom  comes  I 

Yet,  son  of  mighty  Ossian,  thou 
Dwell'st  in  Malvina's  soul  : 

For  on  thy  former  stately  mien 
My  thoughts  incessant  roll. 

When  orient  beams  first  gild  the  morn, 

My  bursting  sighs  arise  ; 
And  with  the  falling  drops  of  night 

Tears  trickle  from  my  eyes. 

I,  like  a  lovely  tree,  whose  top 
Spreads  stately  on  the  ground. 

Once  near  my  lovely  Oscar  stood 
With  all  my  branches  'round. 
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But  thy  ]orn  death  came  like  llic  blasts. 

That  from  tlie  desert  blow  ; 
And  With  its  fatal  force  at  once 

My  verdant  head  laid  low.  40' 

The  spring  return'd,  whose  genial  gale 

With  breath  fructif'rous  blows : — 
Yet,  though  its  show'rs  in  plenty  fell. 

No  leaf  of  mine  arose. 

In  pensive  sadness  in  the  hall,  45 

The  virgins  me  beheld  : — ■ 

They  touch'd  the  trembling  lyre  of  joy- 
Yet,  could  no  comfort  yield. 

The  tear  was  on  Malvina's  cheek — 

The  maids  ask'd,  why  it  fell  ?  50 

Me  in  my  sorrow  when  they  saw, 

They  urged  me  to  tell. 

*  Why,  first  of  Lutha's  maids,'  they  said, 

•  So  sad?     O  give  reply  I 

*  Fair  was  he  as  the  beam  of  morn—  55 

*  And  stately  in  thy  eye  ?' 

Daughter  of  streamy  Lutha  !  sweetly  sounds 
In  Ossian's  ear  the  accent  of  thy  song! 
Amidst  the  visions  of  thy  balmy  rest, 

When  on  thy  eyes  at  Mo  ruth's  murm'ring  stream  60 

Sweet  slumber  fell ;  it  was  thy  chance  to  hear 
The  dulcet  music  of  departed  bards. 
When  back,  amidst  the  rays  of  scorching  sun, 
Thou  earnest  from  the  chase,  the  songs  of  bards 
Thou  heard'st,  O  fair  I — and  lovely  is  thy  song.  65 
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'Tis  lovely,  O  Malvina,  but  the  soul 
It  melts. — When  in  the  besom  of  the  sad 
Sereneness  dwells,  there  is  a  joy  in  g  rief. 
But,  daughter  of  Toscar,  sorrow  with  its  cares 
The  mournful  wastes,  and  their  sad  days  are  few. 
For,  like  the  fiow'r,  on  which  the  scorching  sun 
Looks  in  his  strength,  when  o'er  it  lately  pass'd 
The  wat'ry  mildew,  and  its  sick'ning  head 
Is  heavy  with  the  drops  of  night  ;  they  fall. — 
To  Ossian's  tale,  O  maid,  attention  give: 
For,  fresh  to  mind  his  youthful  days  return. 

The  king  commanded,  and  my  bosom'd  sails 
I  rais'd,  and  rushed  into  Croma's  bay — 
Into  the  ba)''  of  Croma  sounding  loud 
In  lovely  Innis-fail. — High  on  the  coast 
The  tow'rs  of  Crothar,  king  of  spears  arose  :■ — 
Crothar  of  fame  for  feats  in  youth  pcrform'd, 
Though  crippling  age  then  'round  the  hero  dwelt ! 
Against  the  chief  fierce  Rothmar  rais'd  the  sword, 
And  ag'd  Fingal  with  indignation  burn'd. 
In  strife  of  war  with  Rothmar  to  engage, 
Ossian  he  sent.     For,  Croma's  hoary  chief 
Had  been  th'  associate  of  his  youthful  days. 
The  bard  before  me,  with  the  voice  of  songs, 
I  sent,  and  into  Crolhar's  hall  I  came. 
There  in  the  midst  of  his  ancestors'  arms 
The  hero  sat — but  his  ag'd  eyes  had  faii'd. 
Around  a  staff,  on  which  the  wunior  lean'd. 
Grey  wav'd  his  locks.     And  when  his  ears  of  age 
The  echoing  clangor  of  our  arms  had  reach 'd. 
He  humm'd,  for  joy,  the  song  of  other  times. 
Old  Crothar  rose — then  strctch'd  his  .nged  hand, 
Aijd  bless'd  the  son  of  Morven's  royal  chief. 
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*  Ossian,  the  strength  of  aged  Crothar's  arm 

*  Has  fail'd/  tlie  hero  said.     *  O  could  I  Hft  100 

*  The  sword,  as  on  the  day  when  brave  Fingal 
'  At  Strutha  fought ! — The  first  of  mortal  men 

*  He  was — but  Crothar  also  had  his  fame. 

*  The  king  of  Morven  prais'd  me,  and  he  phic'd 

*  The  bossy  shield  of  Calthar  on  my  arm  : —  105 

*  The  shield  of  him,  whom  he  in  battle  slew.— 

*  Upon  the  wall   (for  Crothar's  eyes  have  fail'd) 

*  Dost  thou  not  see  it? — Ossian,  is  thy  strength 

*  Sire — like  ? — Let  now  the  aged  feel  thy  arm.' 

Then  to  the  king  my  arm  I  stretched  forth,  1 10 

And  with  his  hands  examinant  it  he  feels. 
Then  in  his  breast,  with  falling  tears,  arose 
The  secret  sigh.     He  added  :  '  Thou  art  strong, 

*  My  son  ;  yet  not  in  strength  like  Morven's  king. 

*  But  who  amongst  ihe  men  of  fame  in  war  115 

*  Is  like  that  hero  ?     Let  my  halls  with  feasts 
1  *  Be  spread,  and  let  my  bards  exult  the  song. 

I  *  For,  sons  of  echoing  Croma,  great  is  he, 

!  *  Who  now  is  come,  and  in  my  walls  abides  !' — 

}  The  feast  is  spread.     The  harp  is  heard,  and  joy  129 

I  Sounds  in  the  hall :  but  'twas  a  joy,  that  screen'd 

I  A  sigh,  that  darkly  dwelt  in  ev'ry  breast. 

I   'Twas  like  the  sickly  glimm'ring  of  the  moon 

Spread  on  a  cloud  in  heav'n.     At  length  the  lyre 

Was  mute,  and  Croma's  aged  king  thus  spoke  12a 

(He  spoke  witiiout  a  tear,  yet  swelling  sighs 

Were  mixed  with  the  accents  of  his  voice) : 

*  Son  of  Fingal !  dost  thou  not  see,'  he  said, 

*  The  gloom  o'erspreading  Crothar's  hall  of  shells  ? 

*  Amidst  the  feast,  whilst  yet  my  people  liv'd,  ].S(^ 
i  f  My  soul  was  not  in  darkness  thus  envail'd. 
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*  Wlicii  strangers  came,  the  light  of  joy  arose 

*  Within  my  soul,  whilst  in  my  joyrul  hall 

*  My  son  still  shone  : — but  now  he  is  a  beam 

*  Extinct,  and  left  no  streak  of  light  behind. 

*  Encount'ring  in  the  battles  of  his  sire, 

*  Son  of  Fingul,  my  only  son  is  fiU'n  ! 

*  Xhe  news    (thut  from  my  eyes  the  light  was  gone) 

*  To  Rothmar  chief  of  grassy  Tromla  came  : — 

*  That  in  the  hall  my  arms  were  flx'd,  he  heard, 

*  And  in  his  soul  presumptuous  pride  arose. 

*  He  came  tow'rds  Croma,  and  my  people  fell 

*  Before  him. — Then,  my  armour  in  the  hall 

*  I  took  :  but  what  could  sightless  Crothar  do  ? 

*  My  steps  were  broken,  and  my  grief  was  great ! 

*  And  much  I  wished  for  the  days  long  past! 

*  The  iiat/s  !  wherein  I  fought,  and  in  the  field 

*  Through  streams  of  crimson  made  my  flaming  way, 

*  Back  from  the  pleasures  of  the  busy  cliase 

*  My  son,  the  fair-hair'd  Fovar-gormo  came. 

*  Nor  had  he  (for  his  arm  as  yet  was  young) 

*  In  battle  us'd  his  sword.     Yet  greatness  beam'd 

*  Within  his  youthful  soul,  and  in  his  eyes 

*  The  fire  of  valour  burnt. — The  broken  steps 

*  Of  his  ag'd  sire  he  saw,  and  deeply  sigh'd, 

*'  Is  it,"  *  he  said,'  "  O  Croma's  hoary  king, 

"   Because  thou  hast  no  son,  thy  cause  to  fight  ? 

"  Is  it  for  Fovar-gormo's  youthful  aruj 

*'  That  thy  deep  sighs  arise?     My  arm  robust, 

"  My  aged  father,  1  begin  to  feel. 

"  The  sword  already  of  my  youthful  strength 

**   I've  drawn,  and  also  I  have  bent  the  bow. 

"  Attended  by  the  youths  of  Croma's  plains 

"  Let  me  this  Rothmar  meet — Iiim  let  me  meet, 

"  O  father !    for  I  feci  my  burning  soul," 
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"  And  him,  O  sightless  Crothar's  son,"  *  I  said,' 
"  Now  shalt  thou  meet!     But  (listen  to  my  words) 
'•  Let  otfiers  he  advanc'd  before  thy  steps, 
"  That,  when  again  thou  comest,  1  may  hear 
"  The  trampling  of  thy  feet:  for  now  my  eyes  170 

«'  Thee,  fair-hair'd  Fovar-gormo,  see  no  more  I" 
'  He  went — he  met  the  foe — he  fell  direct  ; 
'  And  tow'rds  green  Croma  comes  the  conquering  foe — 

*  The  foe  that  in  dire  battle  slew  my  son ! 

•  He  now  is  near  with  all  his  pointed  spears.'  175 

♦  It  is  not  time  to  fill  the  shell,'  I  said, 
'  And  took  my  spear.     The  redness  of  my  eyes 

My  people  saw,  and  rose  at  once  around. 

All  night,  along  the  dusky  heath  we  strode. 

And  bright'ning  in  the  east  grey  morning  rose.  ISO 

A  narrow  vale  with  sides  of  matted  green 

Before  us  verg"d,  nor  of  blue  streamlets  void. 
^The  dark'ning  host  of  Rothniar  on  its  banks 

Stood  full  in  view  with  all  their  glitt'ring  arms. 

We  fought  along  the  vale — the  people  fled,  1S5 

And  gl6omy  Rothraar  sunk  beneath  my  sword. 

Down  in  the  west  the  day-light  had  not  gone, 

When  I  his  arms  to  hoary  Crothar  brought. 

Tlie  aged  hero  felt  them  with  his  hands. 

And  in  his  soul  bright  rose  the  growing  joy,  190 

Tlie  joyful  people  gather  to  the  hall. 
And  loud  the  sound  of  festive  shells  is  heard. 
Ten  harps  are  strung — five  skilful  bards  advance. 
And  sing  the  praise  of'Ossian's  fame  by  turns. 
In  dulcet  song  their  burning  souls  they  pour'd.  19.i 

And  the  sweet  lyre  gave  answer  to  their  voice. 
Great  was  the  joy  of  Croma»— for,  once  more. 
The  smiles  of  peace  had  to  the  land  rcturn'd. 

Vol.  11,  I 
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Witli  all  its  silence  dusky  night  came  on, 

And  joyful  'rose  the  orient  beam  of  morn. 

No  black'ning  foe  with  his  coruscant  spear 

In  darkness  came. — Bright  Croma's  joy  was  great, 

For,  low  the  gloomy  Rothmar  now  was  laid. 

My  voice  for  Fovar-gormo  loud  I  rais'd, 
When  they  the  youthful  warrior  laid  in  earth. 
There  stood  the  aged  Crothar,  but  his  sigh 
None  heard. — He  for  the  wound  of  his  dead  son 
By  groping  scarch'd,  and  found  it  in  his  breast. 
Then  in  the  face  of  age  delight  arose — 
The  aged  came,  and  thus  to  Ossian  spoke. 

*  Not  famelcss,  O  thou  king  of  spears,'  he  said, 

*  Has  my  son  fall'n. — Not  as  the  coward  dies 

*  Did  the  young  warrior  fall.     But  in  his  strength, 

*  As  onward  he  advanc'd,  death  boldly  met. 

*  Happy  are  they,  who  die  in  blooming  youth, 

*  When  their  renown  is  heard!     Them  in  the  hall 

*  The  feeble  will  not  see,  nor  meanly  smile 

*  At  their  weak  hands  held  by  bepalsicd  age. 

*  Their  mem'ry  shall  be  honour'd  with  the  song, 

*  Amidst  the  tender  tears  by  virgins  shed.^- 

*  But,  by  degrees,  the  aged  wear  away, 

*  And  their  fam'd  youth  begins  to  be  forgot. 

*  In  secret  off  they  go,  nor  is  once  heard 

*  The  sighing  of  their  son. — Ill-timed  joy 

*  Around  their  tomb  is  seen,  and  the  grey  stone 

*  Of  their  renown  is  plac'd  without  a  tear. 

'   Happy  are  they,  who  die  in  blooming  youth, 
'  Amidst  the  laurels  of  meridian  fame  I' 

£iVD  OF  CROMA. 


3Bertat|)ou : 

A  POEM. 


ARGUMENT. 
FING  AL,  in  his  voyage  to  Lochlin,  whitlier  lie  lud  been  invited  bv  Starno,  tlie 
jfatlicr  of  Agandecca,  touched  at  lierraihon,  aa  island  of  Scandinavia,  where 
he  was  kindly  entertained  by  I.arthmor,  die  petty  king  of  the  place,  who 
was  a  vassal  of  the  supreme  kings  of  i.orlilin.  'J'he  hospitality  of  Larthmor 
gained  him  Fingal's  triendship,  which  that  hero  manifested,  after  the  im- 
prisonment of  Larthmor  by  his  own  son  ;  by  sending  Ossian  and  I'oscar,  the 
father  of  Malvina,  so  often  mentioned,  to  rescue  I.arthmor,  and  to  punisli 
the  unnatural  behaviourof  Uthal.  Uthal  was  handsome,  and  much  admired 
by  the  ladies.  Nini-thoma,  the  beautiful  daughter  of  Torthoni?,  a  neigh- 
bouring prince,  fell  in  love  and  Hed  with  him.  He  proved  inconstant ;  for 
another  lady,  whose  name  is  not  mentioned,  gaining  his  atfVctiujis,  he  con- 
fined Nina-thoMia  to  a  desert  island  near  the  coast  of  Berrathon.  She  was 
relieved  by  Ossian,  who,  in  company  with  Toscar,  landing  on  Berrathon, 
defeated  tiie  forces  of  Uthal,  and  killed  him  in  a  single  combat.  Nina- 
thonia,  whose  love  the  bad  beliaviour  of  Uthal  could  not  at  all  erase,  hearing 
of  his  death,  died  of  giief.  In  the  mean  time  Larthmor  is  restored,  and 
Ossian  and  Toscar  returned  in  triumph  to  Fingal — The  present  poem  opens 
with  an  ele^y  on  the  death  of  Malvina,  the  datighter  of  Toscar,  and  closes 
'      vith  the  presages  of  the  poet's  own  death. 


'ROUND  Lutlia's  narrow  plain,  O  winding  stream,      J 
Bend  thy  blue  course.     And  from  their  airy  hills 
Let  the  green  woods  their  branches  o'er  it  hang, 
'i  And  on  it  let  the  sun's  meridian  rays 
Descend. — T/tere,  on  its  rock  the  thistle  grows,  5 

And  to  the  zephyr  waves  its  spreading  beard. 
The  flow'r  full-blown,  too,  hangs  its  heavy  head. 
Waving,  at  times,  its  beauties  to  the  gale. 
*  Why  dost  thou  'wake  me,  gale  ?  it  seems  to  say, 
I'm  cover'd  with  th'  ambrosial  drops  of  heaven.  10 
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*  Near  is  the  season  of  my  lorn  decay, 

*  And  near  the  bhst,  that  shall  my  petals  strew. 
'  To-morrow  shall  th'  observant  trav'llcr  come, 

'   He,  who  of  late  me  in  my  beauty  saw, 

*  Shall  come  ;  and  strictly  careful  with  his  eyes 

*  Will  search  the  field — but  me  they  shall  nut  find  I' 
■ — So,  shall  they  search,  in  vain,  for  Cona's  voice, 
When  on  the  echoin|^  field  it  is  no  more. 

Forth,  in  the  morning,  shall  the  hunter  come  ; 
But  the  soft  warblings  of  my  trembling  lyre 
Shall  not  be  heard. — With  tears  upon  his  cheek— 

*  Where  is  the  ;on  of  great  Fingal  of  cars  ?' 
He  will,  astounded  with  amazement,  say. 
Then  come,  Mulvina  !  with  thy  music,  come; 
And  Ossian  in  the  plain  of  Lutha  lay  :— r- 
High  let  his  tomb  rise  in  the  lovely  field. 

Where  art  thou,  O  Malvina,  with  thy  songs? 
Where,  with  the  gentle  soundings  of  thy  steps  ? 
Art  thou,  O  son  of  tuneful  Alpin,  near? 
Where  is  the  daughter  of  noble  Toscar,  say  ? — 

*  By  green  Tarlutha's  tow'ring,  moss-grown  walls, 

*  Son  of  Fingal,  I  pass'd. — The  curling  smoke, 

*  ^Vhich  from  the  hall  once  rose,  had  ceas'd  entire  ; 

*  And  voiceless  were  the  forests  of  the  hill, 

*  Tiie  sounding  chase  was  over,  and  I  saw 

*  The  (laughters  of  the  bow.     Then,  1  them  ask'd 

*  About  Malvina — nor  m;ule  they  reply. 

*  Away  they  turn'd  their  faces  in  their  grief, 

*  And  darkness  o'er  their  beauty  thinly  lour'd. 

*  Like  stars  upon  a  rainy  hill  by  night, 

*  Each  faintly  looking  through  her  mist,  they  seem'd,' 

And  sweet,  O  lovely  beam,  be  thy  repose  ! 
Soon  on  our  hills  has  all  thy  brisrhtness  set ! 
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Like  the  clear  moon  on  the  I)lac-lrc:nl)lin£;  wave, 

The  steps  of  thy  tleparliire  were  with  stale.  4,5 

3ut  thoii  (O  first  of  Lutha's  blooming  maids  !) 

i  Hast  us  i:i  darkness  left  !      ^Vc,  at  the  rock, 

i)  In  sorrow  sit  amidst  the  voiceless  gloom, 

!  And,  save  the  meteor's  fire,  no  light  is  seen  .' 

j  Malvina  !  daughter  of  gen'rous  Toscar,  fair  .'  50^ 

3oon  hast  thou  set,  and  us  in  darkness  left ! 

I  But,  bright  amongst  the  spirits  of  thy  friends, 

II  Where  in  their  stormy  halls  in  air  they  sit, 
Amidst  the  chambers  of  the  thunder  dire  ; 

:  Thou  risest  radiant  as  the  eastern  beam.  55 

O'er  Cona  glooms  a  hov'ring  cloud,  and  high 
[Blue-curling  it  extends  its  fretted  sides. 
I  Beneath  it  arc  the  winds,  with  all  their  wings  : — 

Within  it  is  the  dwelling  of'Fingal. 

In  dusky  mansions  there  the  hero  sits,  CO 

And  in  his  hand  he  holds  his  airy  spear. 
I  Half-covcr'd  also  in  the  cloudy  dusk, 

His  orbed  shield  is  like  the  darken 'd  moon  ; 
i  When  still  one  half  in  the  blue  wave  remains, 

And  sickly  on  the  field  the  other  looks.  65 

Around  the  king,  his  friends  on  vapour  sit. 

And  hear  the  songs  of  Ullin  : — he  the  lyre 
i  Half-viewless  strikes,  and  lifts  the  feeble  voice. 

With  torches  of  a  thousand  meteors  made 

The  lesser  heroes  light  the  airy  hall.  70 

In  splendor  great,  Malvina  in  the  midst 
•  Arises  fair — a  blush  is  on  her  cheek. 

The  unknown  faces  of  her  fathers'  forms 

She  sees,  and  turns  aside  her  humid  eyes. 

■•  And  art  thou,  in  thy  brightness,  come  so  soon,  75 

'  Daughter  of  gen'rous  Toscar  ?'  said  Fingal. 

'  In  mournful  Lutha's  halis  dark  sadness  dwells. 
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'   Antl  in  the  gloom  my  a2;cd  son  is  sad. 

*  1  hear  the  breeze  of  Cona,  that  was  wont 

*  Thy  heavy  locks  to  lift.     It  to  the  hall 

*  Approach  is  making  : — but  thou  art  not  there! 
'   Its  voice  is  mournful  'midst  thy  fathers'  arms  ! 

*  Go  with  thy  rustling  wing,  O  dirgcful  breeze, 

*  And  vent  on  lone  Malvina's  tomb  thy  sigh. 

*  Beneath  the  rock,  at  Lutha's  winding  stream, 

*  Near  the  blue  flood,  it  yonder  rises  high. 

*  The  virgins  are  departed  to  their  place, 

*  And  thou,  O  breeze,  alone  art  mourning  tJiere.' 

But  who — supported  on  a  sailing  cloud, 
Comes  from  the  dusky  west  ?     A  smile  appears 
On  his  grey^-wat'ry  face. — Upon  the  wind 
His  locks  of  mist  are  borne. — Upon  his  spear 
Forward  he  bends. — Malvina  !   'tis  thy  sire  I 
'  Ah  !  why  so  soon  upon  our  clouds,'   he  says, 

*  Dost  thou,  O  lovely  light  of  Lutha,  shine  ? 

*  — But  thou  wert  sad,  my  daughter  ;  for  thy  friends 

*  Away  were  pass'd*     W^ithin  the  once-fam'd  hall 

*  The  sons  of  little  men  alone  abode  : 

'   And  of  the  heroes,  once  for  war  renown'd, 

*  Not  one,  but  Ossian,  king  of  spears,  remain'd.' 

And  dost  ihou  car-borne  Toscar,  Conlooh's  son, 
O  Ossian,  still  remember? — Not  a  icw 
Were  our  fierce  battles  in  our  days  of  youth, 
Wlien  lo  the  field  our  swords  together  went. 
They  saw  us  coming  like  two  falling  rocks 
And  quick  the  offspring  of  the  stranger  fled. 

*  There  Cona's  warriors  come,'  amaz'd  they  said  : 

*  They  tread  the  footsteps  of  their  concjuer'd  foes.' 
. — Near  to  the  song,  that  from  the  mouth  of  age 
Kou'  comes,  approach. — The  deeds  of  other  times 
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Illume  my  soul,  and  on  the  seasons  past 

My  uiemry  beams  : — on  mighty  Toscar's  days, 

When  in  the  trackless  deep  our  way  we  made. 

O  son  of  Alpin,  once  renown'd  in  song, 

To  the  last  sound  of  Cona's  voice  draw  near.  115 

The  royal  chief  of  Morven  gave  command, 
And  to  the  wind  my  bending  sails  I  ruis'd. 
Close  at  my  side,  as  on  the  dark  blue  wave 
i  rose  ;  brave  Toscar  chief  of  Lutha  stood. 
To  sea-surrounded  Berrathon,  the  isle  120 

Of  tempests  many,  was  our  destin'd  way. 
There,  with  his  grizly  locks  of  age  extreme. 
The  stately  strength  of  gcn'rous  Larthmor  dwelt-— 
Larthmor  !  by  whom  to  Comhal's  mighty  son 
(When  to  the  halls  of  Starno  dark  he  went)  125 

In  Agandecca's  days,  the  feast  was  spread. 
But,  when  the  chief  was  old,  his  son  of  pride 
Uthal,  with  pulchrid  hair,  with  love  of  whom 
A  thousand  virgins  pin'd  ;  presumptive  'rose. 
Usurpant,  he  the  aged  Larthmor  bound.  13^ 

And  in  the  echo  of  his  halls  abode. 

Within  his  cave,  beside  his  rolluig  sea, 
Long  pin'd  the  king.     Nor  to  his  lorn  abode 
Did  morning  come,  nor  burning  oak  by  night. 
But  there  the  rustling  breeze  of  ocean  blew  \3h 

Amidst  the  parting  lustre  of  the  moon. 
The  red  star  trembling  on  the  western  wave 
Upon  the  king  with  sparkling  brightness  look'd. 
To  Selma's  hall  the  aged  Snitho  came — 
Snitho,  the'  associate  of  old  Lathmor's  youth.  .I4(> 

Of  Berrathon's  ag'd  king  he  gave  account, 
And  at  the  news  Fingal's  fierce  anger  burn'd. 
Resolv'd  to  stretch  hia  hand  to  Utlzal,  thrice 
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He  lifted  up  the  spear. — But  his  brave  deeds 
Of  old,  to  royal  recollection  came,  14 

And  he  his  son  and  valiant  Toscar  sent. 
Great  was  our  joy  upon  the  rolling  sea, 
And  haif-unsheath'd  our  swords  we  often  drew. 
For  in  the  angry  battles  of  the  spear 
Never  before  had  wc  eng  ig'd  alone.  15 

t 

Night  came  down  on  the  ocean,  and  the  winds 
Swift-pinion'd  fled.     The  moon  is  cold  and  pale. 
Red  lift  the  stars  their  heads.     Our  lagging  course 
Along  the  coast  of  Berrathon  is  slow  ; 
And  white,  upon  the  rocks,  the  billows  roll.  it 

*  What  voice  is  that,'  said  Toscar  in  amaze, 

*  Which  comes  between  the  murm'rings  of  the  waves  ? 

*  'Tis  soft,  but  sad  ;  like  songs  of  bards  deceas'd. 

*  But,  lo  !   I  see  the  virgin. — There,  alone 

*  Upon  the  rock  she  sits.     Her  drooping  head  I® 

*  Bends  on  her  arm  of  snow  !  and  in  the  wind 

*  Dark  floats  her  hair  : — but,  Ossian,  hear  her  song  ! 

*  'Tis  smooth  as  runs  bright  Lavath's  gliding  stream.' 

By  motions  very  slow  at  last  we  came 
To  the  still  bay,  and  heard  the  maid  of  night,  16. 

*  How  long  around  me,'  in  her  grief  she  sung, 

*  Will  ye,  blue-tumbling  waves  of  ocean,  roll  ? 

*  Not  always  in  lone  solitude  in  caves, 

*  Nor  'neath  the  whistling  tree  was  my  abode. 

*  Wide  in  Torthoma's  hall  the  feast  was  spread,  17( 

*  And  my  soft  accents  gave  my  father  joy. 

*  Me,  in  my  lovely  steps,  the  youths  beheld 

*  And  dark-hair'd  Nina-thoma  often  bless'd.  '^ 

*  'Twas  then  bright-beaming,  like  the  sun  of  heav'n,  •' 
«  O  Utluil,  thou  didst  come  .'—The  maids  beheld —            '>^ 
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*  Their  souls,  O  gen'roiis  Larthmor's  son,  were  thine! 

*  But  why  amidst  loud  waters  here  alone 

*  Dost  thou  me  leave?     Was  e'er  my  burning  soul 

*  Dark  with  thy  death  ?     Did  e'er  my  snow-white  hand 

*  Lift  up  the  sword  ? — ^Why  therefore  here  alone,  180 

*  King  of  Finthormo  high,  didst  thou  me  leave?* 

When  I  the  sorrows  of  the  virgin  heard, 
The  starting  tear  burst  from  my  troubled  eye. 
Before  her  in  my  armour  clad  I  stood 
And  spoke  the  words  of  peace  :  '  O  lovely  fair,  135 

*  Thou  dweller  of  the  cave,  what  heaving  sigh 

*  Is  in  that  breast  ?     Shall  Ossian  lift  his  sword 

*  Before  thee,  and  thy  foes  destroy  entire? 

*  The  plaintive  accents  of  thy  mournful  grief 

*  Have  reach'd  my  ears : — Torthoma's  daughter  rise.         190 

*  The  race  of  Morven,  who  the  weak  ne'er  wrong'd, 

*  To  vindicate  thy  cause,  around  thee  stand. 

'  Thou,  brighter  than  that  brightly  setting  moon, 

'  To  our  dark-bosom'd  vessel  speed  thy  way. 

■  We  to  the  rocky  Berrathon  are  bound,  195 

'  To  the  loud  echo  of  Finthormo's  walls.' 

She  came,  in  all  her  beauteous  charms  adorn'd--* 
^^  ith  all  her  steps  of  loveliness  she  came, 
A-,  when  the  shades  fly  from  the  field  of  spring. 
In  brightness  rolls  the  azure,  winding  stream,  200 

And  o'er  its  course  the  bush  green-waving  bends. 
Silent,  yet  bright,  joy  in  her  face  arose. 

With  all  its  circling  rays  the  morning  came, 
And  we  at  Rothma's  bay  arriv'd. — A  boar 
Rush'd  from  the  wood — my  jav'Hn  pierc'd  his  side.  2(>5 

I  o'er  the  blood  rejoic'd,  for  I  discern'd 
Thereby  my  growing  fame.— But  Uthal'*  train 

Vol.  IJ.  K 
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Came  from  the  high  Finthormo,  loud  in  arms  :— 

To  chase  the  boar,  they  o'er  the  mountain  spread. 

With  haughty  steps,  exultant  in  his  strength,  21' 

Himself  comes  s'owly  o'er  the  heathy  bourn. 

He  Hfts  two  pointed  spears,  and  on  his  side 

The  hero's  sword  is  seen.     His  poHsh'd  bows 

Three  youths  convey,  and,  eager  for  the  chase, 

Five  dogs  before  him  bound;  whilst  on,  afar,  SI.*: 

The  royal  steps  admiring  as  they  went, 

His  warriors  move.     The  gen'rous  Larthmor's  son 

Stately  appear'd,  but  his  grim  soul  was  dark— • 

Dark  as  the  troubled  surface  of  the  moon 

When  dim  it  waves  portentous  of  dire  storms,  S^ 

Before  the  king  we  on  the  heath  arose, 
And,  all  at  once,  amidst  his  course  he  stop'd — 
Around  his  warriors  gather'd,  and  before, 
A  grcy-hair'd  bard  advanc'd.     *  Whence,'  loud  he  cries, 

*  Are  ye,  the  sons  of  strangers  ?     Rest  assur'd,  22i 
«  The  children  of  th'  unhappy  only  come 

*  To  Bcrrathon,  to  car-borne  Uthal's  sword, 

*  Within  his  hall  no  welcome  feast  he  spreads, 

*  And  on  his  streams  the  blood  of  strangers  floats. 

*  If  ye  from  Selma's  walls,  the  mossy  walls,  23( 

*  Where  dwells  Fingal,  be  come  :  three  youths  select, 

*  The  slaughter  of  his  people  to  announce, 

*  To  hasten  to  your  king. — The  hero  too 

*  Himself  perhaps  may  hither  speed  his  way, 

*  And  pour  his  blood  on  Utha's  flaming  sword.  231 

*  So,  like  the  growing  branches  of  the  vale, 

*  The  fame  of  great  Finthormo  shall  arise.' 

Then,  in  the  pride  of  my  arising  wrath. 
Ne'er  will  it  rise,'  I  said.     *  Soon  would  he  shrink 
Before  Fingal,  whose  eyes  are  flames  of  death.  24( 
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*  The  son  of  Comlial  comes,  and  from  liis  sight 

I  *  Kings  vanish  quick. — Together  they,  like  mist, 

\  *  Are  by  the  breathings  of  his  anger  roii'd. 

i  *  Shall  three  convey  the  message  to  Fingal 

!  ♦  That  his  brave  hosts  have  fall'n  ? — It  they  may  tell —  24v'> 

I  ♦  Yet,  bard,  his  people  shall  not  fameless  tail.' 

Then  in  the  darkness  of  my  strength  1  stood, 
And  at  my  side  his  sword  brave  Toscar  drew. 
On,  like  a  stream,  th'  embattling  foe  advanc'd. 
And  soon  the  mingled  sound  of  death  arose.  25)0 

Man  join'd  with  man,  and  shield  to  shield  oppos'd  ; 
Steel  mix'd  its  beams  with  steel  ;  and  swift  through  air 
Darts  hissing  flew.     Spears  ring  on  sounding  mails, 
j  And  redd'ning  swords  on  broken  bucklers  bound, 
j  As  sounds  an  aged  gro\e  beneath  the  roar  255 

i  Of  wind?,  whilst  all  its  trees  a  thousand  ghosts 
;  Break  down  by  night,  such  was  the  din  of  arms. 
1  But,  Uthal  fell  beneath  my  sword  ;  and,  straight. 
The  sons  of  Berrathon  in  tremors  fled. 

Then,  in  his  beauty  'twas,  I  him  beheld,  260 

And  in  my  eye  the  tear  of  pity  hung. 
;  *  With  all  thy  beauty  round  thee  thou  art  fall'n, 
||*.  Young  tree  !'  I  said.     *  Upon  thy  native  plains 

*  Now  thou  art  fall'n,  and  all  the  field  is  bare. 

*  The  winds  come  from  the  desert,  but  thy  leaves  2G5 

*  No  rustling  sound  emit !     Yet,  still,  in  death 


Upon  the  shore  fair  Nina-thoma  sat. 
And  heard  th'  embattling  strife.     Her  grief-red  eyes 
OnLethmal,  Sel ma's  grey-hair'd  bard,  she  turn 'd.  270 

[For,  with  the  daughter  of  Torthoma  he. 
Her  to  attend,  upon  the  coast  had  stay'd.] 
*  Son  of  the  times  of  old,'  to  him  she  said, 
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*  I  hear  the  noise  of  death.      With  Uthal's  hosts 
'  Thy  iViends  have  met — alas  I  the  chief  is  low  ! 

'  O  that  inclosed  with  the  tumbling  waves 
'  I  lonely  on  the  rock  had  still  remain'd  ! 

*  Then,  though  my  soul  had  still  in  sadness  mourn'd, 
'  His  death  would  not  have  reach'd  my  troubled  ear. 

*  Art  thou,  O  son  of  high  Finthornio,  fall'n 

*  Upon  thy  native  heath?' — Upon  a  rock 

'  Me  thou  didst  leave — yet,  still  of  thought  for  thee 

*  My  constant  soul  was  full. — Ah  !  on  thy  heath, 

*  O  son  of  high  Finthormo,  art  thou  fall'n  ?' 

Pale  in  her  tears  she  rose,  and  Uthal's  shield 
With  blood  besmear'd  she  saw. — In  Ossian's  hand 
It  she  beheld. — Upon  the  heathy  plain 
Distracted  were  her  melancholy  steps. 
She  flew,  she  found  him  ; — down,  at  once,  she  fell : 
And  in  a  sigh  forth  came  her  bursting  soul 
Whilst  wildly  on  his  face  her  hair  is  spread. 
My  bursting  tears  descend.     A  tomb  arose 
On  the  unhapp)'',  and  my  song  was  heard. 

*  Rest,  hapless  children  of  green  youth  !'  I  said, 

*  Beside  the  echo  of  that  mossy  stream. 

*  Your  grassy  mound  the  virgins  at  the  chase 

*  Will  see,  and  turn  their  weeping  eyes  away, 

*  Your  fame  immortal  in  the  song  will  stand, 

*  And  in  your  praise  the  lyre  shall  sweetly  sound, 
'  The  tidings  shall  to  Selma's  daughters  come, 

*  And  your  renown  in  other  lands  be  heard. 

*  In  peace,  ye  "  children  of  green  youth,  repose 
"  Beside  the  cclio  of  the  mossy  stream." 

Two  days  we  on  the  mournful  coast  rcmain'dj, 
And  all  the  chiefs  at  Berrathon  conven'd. — 
Back  to  his  halls  wc  aged  Larthmor  brought, 
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AikI  wide  around  the  feast  of  shells  was  spread. 
(Great  was  the  joy,  that  sciz'd  the  eve  of  age 
And  to  his  fathers'  arms  he  ghidly  look'd — 
Those  arms,  which,  when  the  pride  of  Uthal  rose,  310 

Within  liis  hall  he  left.     In  Larthmor's  eyes 
Great  was  her  fame,  and  Morven's  chiefs  he  bless'd. 
Nor  that  his  son,  young  Uthal's  slately  strength. 
Was  low  did  he  perceive. — "  That  to  the  groves 
"  He  liad  with  tears  of  grief  retir'd,"  they  said.  315 

This  was  the  fa/e— but  he  iu  silence  deep 
Low  in  the  tomb  of  Rothma's  heath  was  laid. 

To  the  brisk  breezes  of  the  northern  wind 

On  the  fourth  day  our  bending  sails  we  rais'd. 

Ag'd  Larthmor  to  the  coast  came,  and  his  bards  320 

High  rais'd  the  song.     Great  was  the  royal  joy. 
j  'Twas  then  to  Rothmar's  heath  he  turn'd  his  eyes, 
i  And  saw  the  mound  high  raised  for  his  son  ! 

When — lo  !  the  mem'ry  of  his  Uthal  rose. 

'  Wjio,'  cry 'd  he,  *  of  my  heroes  there  is  laid?  325 

*  He  seems  to  have  been  of  the  king  of  spears. 

*  AVas  he,  before  the  pride  of  Uthal  rose, 

'  Fam'd  in  my  halls  ?• — Ye  give  me  no  reply .' 

*  Ye  hosts,  siy — is  the  king  of  heroes  low  ? 

'  My  heart  in  grief  for  thee,  O  Uthal  melts  !  330 

*  Though  thou  against  thy  father  rais'dst  thy  hand, 
'  Oh  that  within  tlie  cave  I  had  remain'd  I — 

*  Tiiat  in  Finthormo  still  my  son  had  dwelt  I 

'  Thus,  when  he  went  to  chase  the  mountain-boar 
.  *  Might  I  the  sounding  of  his  feet  have  heard  :  335 

'  And  borne  upon  the  breezes  of  my  cave, 
'  His  voice  might  to  my  ravish'd  ear  have  come. 

*  Then,  gladness  would  have  rested  on  my  soul ; 
'  But  in  my  halls  sad  darkness  now  abides !' 


i%  BERRATHON: 

Such,  when  the  arm  of  my  finn  youth  was  strong,   3U 
O  son  of  Alpin,  were  my  martial  deeds  :— • 
Such  were  the  valiant  feats  in  war  perform'd 
By  car-borne  Toscar,  gen'rous  Conloch's  son. 
But,  Toscar  shady  on  his  cloud  now  flies. 
And  I  alone  at  Lutha  still  remain,  31 

Like  the  last  sound  of  the  departing  wind, 
"When  it  the  woods  forsakes,  my  voice  is  heard. 
But,  Ossian  shall  not  long  remain  alone  ; 
For  he  the  mist,  that  shall  receive  his  ghost. 
Already  sees. — The  mist,  that  shall  compose  obi 

His  airy  robe,  when  soaring  on  his  hills 
Aloft  he  shines  ;  already  comes  to  view. 
Struck  with  the  stature  of  the  chiefs  of  old, 
Me  shall  the  sons  of  little  men  admire. 
Amidst  their  fear,  they  to  their  caves  shall  creep,  35l 

And  look  vnth  tremors  to  the  beaming  sky. 
For,  in  the  clouds  my  steps  shall  wander  large, 
And  darkness  dreadful  on  my  side  shall  roll. 

Lead — son  of  Alpin,  to  his  silent  woods 
The  aged  lead.     The  winds  begin  to  rise,  5i5l 

And  from  the  lake  the  dusky  wave  resounds. 
From  Mora  bends  there  not  a  tree  of  age 
With  branches  bare  ? — Amidst  the  rustling  blast, 
O  Alpin's  son,  it  bends. — My  aged  lyre 
Hangs  on  a  blasted  branch  :  and  of  its  strings  S6i> 

Sad  is  the  sound.     Say,  does  the  rustling  breeze, 
O  harp,  thee  toucli  ?     Or,  sounds  some  passing  ghost? 
It  is  Malvina's  hand  ! — Bring  me  the  lyre. 
And,  Alpin's  son,  another  song  shall  'rise. 
"Whilst  in  their  airy  halls  my  fathers  hear,  S7( 

My  parting  soul  amidst  the  sound  shall  go. 
With  joy,  their  shadowy  faces  from  their  clouds 
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f  Above  the  stream  the  aged  oak  is  bent, 
And  sighs  with  all  its  moss.     The  wither'd  fern  375 

Is  near,  and  whistles  in  the  streamy  gale, 
And  mixes,  as  it  waves,  with  Ossian's  hair, 

liLoud  strike  the  lyre,  and  raise  the  solemn  sound—- 
'  With  all  your  wings,  ye  winds,  be  pour'd  around. 

Up  to  Fingal,  inhall'd  within  the  air,  580 

The  dirgeful  song  upon  your  pinions  bear. 

t  Even  to  Fingal's  high  mansion  bear  it  on, 
That  he  may  hear  the  accents  of  his  son— 
The  accents  of  his  son,  who  on  the  lyre 
The  mighty  prais'd  with  all  his  voice  of  fire,  5S5 

5!  The  northern  blast,  O  king,  expands  thy  gate; 
And  dimly  bright,  in  all  thy  warlike  state, 
Attended  by  the  lately-tuneful  crowd, 
I  see  thee  seated  on  thy  misty  cloud. 

Not  now,  as  once,  terrific  art  thou  seen,  590 

8  The  dread  of  heroes : — but  with  gentle  mien. 
Thy  visage  like  a  wat'ry  cloud  appears. 
When  with  moist  eyes  behind  are  seen  the  stars. 

Thy  airy  shield  is  like  the  aged  moon : 

Thy  sword  a  vapour  kindling  by  the  sun.  395 

The  chief,  who  brightly  travell'd  once  the  field, 

With  aspect  dim,  and  weak  is  now  beheld. 

Thy  steps  of  pow'r  the  desert-winds  command, 
I'd  And  the  dire  tempests  darken  in  thy  hand. 

The  sun  thou  takcst  in  thy  wrathful  might,  400 

And  him  enveilest  in  thy  clouds  of  night. 
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In  tremor's  stand  the  sons  of  little  men, 
And  at  thy  word  a  thousand  torrents  rain. — 
But,  when  thoii  comest  in  thy  gentle  mien, 
The  gale  of  morning  near  thy  course  is  seen. 

In  his  blue  fields  the  laughing  sun  does  beam, 
And  in  its  valley  winds  the  silver  stream. 
The  bushes  shake  their  green  heads  in  the  wind. 
And  tovv'rds  the  desert  ticets  the  bounding  hind. 

But,  in  the  heath  a  murmur  rolls  along  .' 
The  stormy  winds,  with  all  their  roar,  abate  ! 
And  plain  I  hear  Fingal's  light,  airy  voice. 
Long  has  it  been  far  absent  from  my  ear  ! 

*  Come,  Ossian,  come,'  he  says  ; — '  Finga!  his  fame 

*  Has  now  receiv'd.     Away  indeed  we  pass'd. — 

*  Like  flames,  that  for  a  season  bright  had  shone, 

*  Renown'd  was  our  departure.     Though  in  dusk 

*  And  silence  be  the  regions  of  our  war, 

*  Still  in  the  four  grey  stones  our  fame  remains. 

*  The  dulcet  voice  of  Ossian  has  arriv'd, 

*  And  tuneful  was  the  lyre  in  Selma  strung. 

*'  Come,  Ossian, — haste,''  *  he  says,'  "  and  come  away, 
"  And  with  thy  fathers  fiy  on  airy  clouds." 

And  come  I  will,  thou  royal  chief  of  men  ! 
The  life  of  Ossian  fails.     On  Cona's  vale 
To  vanish  I  begin  ;  and  now  my  steps 
Are  not  in  Selma  seen.     E'er  Ions;  asleep 
Beside  the  stone  of  Mora  I  shall  fall. 
Nor  shall  the  whistling  winds  in  mv  grey  hair 
Break  my  repose.     Swift  on  thy  winds,  O  wind, 
Depart  ;  nor  canst  thou  rouse  the  slumb'ring  bard. 
The  night  is  long,  but  torpid  are  his  eyes. — 
With  all  thy  sound,  thou  rustling  blast,  dep'-\ 
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But  why  art  thou  with  sad'ning  grief  oppress'd  ? 

Son  of  Fingdl,  why  louring  grows  the  cloud  435 

On  thy  bright  soul  ? — The  chiefs  of  other  times 

Departed  are,  and  gone  without  their  fame. 

Away  the  sons  of  future  years  shall  pass, 

And  in  their  stead  another  race  arisci 

The  generations  rise  like  ocean's  waves,  440 

Or  like  the  leaves  in  Morven's  fading  grovesi 

Amidst  the  rustling  blast,  away  they  pass  ; 

And  other  leaves  their  verdant  heads  erect. 
ji  O  Ryno,  did  thi/  beauty  always  last  ? 

Or,  did  the  strength  of  car-borne  Oscar  stand  ?  445 

Away  Fingal  liimself  pass'd  in  his  day, 

And  his  forefathers'  halls  his  steps  forgot. 

And  shalt  thou  then,  O  aged  bard,  remain, 

When  ev'n  the  mighty,  though  reluctant,  fail'd  ? 

But  my  renown  for  ages  shall  remain,  450 

And  grow  like  Morven's  oak  ;  which  to  the  storm 
i  Lifts  its  broad  head,  exulting  in  the  gale. 
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THK  ARGt'MF.NT. 

CAIRBAR,  the  son  of  Barbor-duthal  f  Lord  of  Atlia  in  Connauglit}  the  most 
teiucliief  of  the. race  of  the  I'irbolj,  liaviug,  at  Teniora,  the  royal  paia^ 
murdered  Corniac,  the  son  of  Art  ho  f  tlie  young  kin,<  of  Ireland)  usuiped 
throne.  Corniac  was  lineally  descended  from  Conar  tlie  son  of  'I'renmor, 
the  great-grandfather  of  Fingil,  king  of  tiiose  Caledonians,  who  inhabit  the 
■western  coast  of  Scotland.  Fingal  resented  the  behaviour  of  Cairbar,  and! 
resolved  to  pass  over  into  Ireland  witli  an  arniv,  to  re-cstablibh  the  royal' 
family  on  the  Irish  throne.  I'.arly  intelligence  of  his  designs  coming  to 
Cairbar,  he  assembled  some  of  his  trihes  in  I'lster,  awd  at  the  same  time 
ordered  Ids  brother  Cathmor  to  follow  him  speedily  with  an  army  from  Te- 
n)Ora. — Such  was  the  situation  of  affairs  when  the  Caledonian  fleet  appeared 
on  the  coast  of  Ulster. 

The  poem  opens  in  the  morning.  Cairbar  is  represented  as  retired  from  the 
rest  of  the  army,  when  one  of  his  scouts  brought  him  news  of  the  landing  o£! 
Fingal.  He  assembles  a  council  of  his  chiefs,  f'oldath,  the  chief  of  Moma, ' 
haughtily  despises  the  enemy,  and  is  warmly  reprimanded  by  Maltlios.— ! 
Cairbar,  after  hearing  their  debate,  orders  a  feast  to  be  prepared  ;  to  which,  ] 
by  his  bard  OUa,  he  invites  Oscar  the  son  of  Ossian,  resolving  to  pick  a! 
a  quarrel  with  that  hero,  and  thereby  have  some  jiretext  for  killing  liini.— ' 
OscaY  came  to  the  feast — the  quarrel  happened^ — the  followers  of  both  fought,' 
and  Cairbar  and  Oscar  fell  by  mutual  wounds.  The  noise  of  the  battle 
reached  Fingal's  army.  The  king  came  on,  to  the  relief  of  Oscar;  and  tlie 
Irish  fell  back  to  the  army  of  Cathmor,  who  was  advanced  to  the  banks  of 
the  river  I.ubar  on  the  heath  of  Moi-lena.  I'ingal,  after  mourning  over  his' 
grandson,  ordered  IMlin,  tliecjiiet  of  his  bards,  to  cany  his  body  toMorven,i 
to  be  there  interred.'  Night  coming  on,  Althan,  the  son  of  Conachar,  relates  '. 
to  the  king  the  particulars  of  the  murder  of  (.  ormac.  Fillan,  tlie  son  of  Fiu-  i 
gdl,  is  sent  to  observe  the  motions  of  (.'athinor  by  night,  which  concludes  j 
the  action  of  the  first  day.  'Che  scene  of  this  book  is  a  plain,  near  the  hill 
of  Mora,  vrhich  rose  on  the  borders  of  the  heath  of  Moi-lena,  in  Ulster.         ' 


BOOK  I. 


THE  azure-waves  of  Ullin  roll  in  light, 
And  verdant  in  the  lucid  beams  of  day 
Enrob'd  appear  the  hills. — Their  tow'ring  heads 
The  branchy  trees  shake  duskly  in  the  breeze. 
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Grey  pour  tlie  torrents  all  tlieir  noisy  streams,  5 

And,  circumambient  ol'  the  narrow  plain, 

"\\  itii  oaks  antique  two  verdant  hills  extend.—. 

There  glides  a  stream  meand'ring  in  its  way 

\\\\.\\  its  blue  current: — on  its  matted  banks 

Stood  Cairbar,  Atha's  chief,  whose  royal  hand  10 

His  spear  supports — his  livid  eyes  of  fear 

In  sadness  lour.— With  all  his  ghastly  wounds 

Still  in  his  soul   (back-shrinking  at  the  sight) 

Slain  Cormac  rises  ;  and,  amidst  the  gloom, 

Grey  stands  the  youth,  whilst  from  his  airy  sides  15 

Flows  trickling  gore.— His  jav'lin  thrice  on  earth 

He  threw,  and  thrice  his  spreading  beard  he  strok'd. 

Short  are  his  steps,  and  often  in  his  course 

Abrupt  he  stands :  and  'round  his  sinewy  arms 

In  agonising  grief  he  tossive  throws.  20 

So,  variant  in  its  form  to  cv'ry  blast, 

\\\i\i  course  anomalous  moves  the  desert  cloud ; 

M'hen  sadness  veils  the  vallies  all  around, 

'iThat  fear,  by  turns,  the  sudden-bursting  show'r. 

At  length,  the  king  his  drooping  soul  rcsum'd  25 

And  took  his  pointed  spear.     His  rolling  eyes 
He  to  Moi-lena  turn'd.     His  wakeful  scouts 
Of  the  blue-rolling  main  directly  came — 
They  came  with  steps  of  circumspective  fear, 
And  oft'  behind  them  look'd. — -Then,  Cairbar  knew  30 

That  near  the  mighty  were,  and  call'd  his  chiefs. 

Obedient  to  his  call,  the  warriors  came 
With  sounding  tread,  and  drew,  at  once,  their  swords. 
There  with  his  darken'd  face  great  Morlath  stood. 
And  calm  Hidalla,  whose  long-flowing  hair  3.5 

Sighs  in  the  gale.     There  Cormar  on  his  spear 
Bends  with  his  flai^en  locks,  and  his  round  eyes 


80  T  EM  OR  A.  [Boof 

He,  side-long  looking,  rolls.     Wild  is  the  look 
Of  Malthos  from  beneath  two  shaggy  brows. 
Unmov'd  stands  Foldath  like  an  oozy  rock, 
That  covers  its  dark  sides  with  laving  foam. 
His  spear  is  like  Slimora's  stately  fir, 
That  meets  the  wind  of  heav'n :  his  bossy  shield 
Is  mark'd  with  strokes  of  war;  and  his  red  eye 
Danger  contemns. — These,  and  a  thousand  more. 
Round  car-borne  Cairbar  form'd,  when  near  approach'd 
The  scout  of  ocean  from  Moi-lena's  streams, 
Mor-annal,  trembling  with  pale,  bloodless  lips, 
With  eyes  hung-forward  from  his  earnest  face. 

*  Do  the  brave  chiefs  of  Erin  stand,'  he  cry'd, 

*  In  silence,  like  the  voiceless  grove  of  night  ? 

*  Stand  they  in  silence  like  a  breezeless  wood, 

*  And  on  the  coast  Fingal  ?     Fingal  the  -great — 

*  Dreadful  in  battle — streamy  Morven's  king?' 

Cairbar  then  heaving  with  a  bursting  sigh, 
Said  :  *  Hast  thou  seen  the  warrior  ?     Are  his  hosts 

*  Of  valiant  heroes  many  on  the  coast? 

'  Lifts  he  the  spear  of  battle  ?     Or„  in  feace^ 

*  Mor-annal,  comes  high  Morven's  mighty  chief?' 

*  Cairbar,  in  peace  he  comes  not,'  said  the  scout  ; 

*  For  I  beheld  his  forward  spear  project 

*  Coruscant  as  the  meteor  dire  of  death, 

*  And  on  its  steel  the  blood  of  thousands  streams. 

*  Strong,  in  the  grisly  hair  of  age  advanc'd, 

*  First  to  the  shore  he  came  :  and,  as  he  strode, 

*  In  his  great  might,  full  rose  his  sinewy  limbs. 

*  Down  by  his  side  that  deathful  sabre  hangs, 

*  \^'hich  gives  no  second  wound. — As  wades  the  moon, 

*  Like  blood,  ascending  through  the  turbid  storm, 
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*  Tremendous  is  his  shield. — Next,  Ossian  came,  70 

*  Of  dulcet  songs  the  king  ;  and  Morni's  son, 

|f  The  first  of  men.- — Then,  forward  on  his  spear 

*  Leaps  Connal.     Dermit  spreads  his  dark-brown  locks, 
'  Fillan,  the  youthful  hunter,  bends  his  bow, 

*  yroni  streamy  Moruth  come. — But  who  appears  75 

*  In  front  conspicuous,  and,  in  dreadful  gait, 
';*  Resistless  as  a  stream  ?     'Tis  Ossian's  son 

f  Bright  in  his  locks  of  youth.     Upon  his  back 

*  Long  falls  his  hair,  and,  half-enclos'd  in  steel, 

*  Dark  are  his  brows  beheld.     Upon  his  side  80 
^  Loose  hangs  his  sword  ;  and  glitt'ring,  as  he  moves, 

*  His  spear  is  terrible  ! — From  his  dreadful  eyes, 
: '  O  king  of  high  Temora,  straight,  I  fled.' 

*  Then  fly' — said  Foldath  fierce  with  gloomy  wrath, 

I  f  Thpu  feeble  man. — Son  of  the  little  soul,  85 

*  Fly  to  thy  native  land,  where  eddying  move 

*  The  streaming  waters  grey  !     Have  not  1  seen 

*  That  Oscar  ?     1  beheld  the  chief  in  war. — 

*  Of  those,  that  are  of  might  in  danger  he 

*  Is  surely  one. — But  others  too  the  spear  90 
^  Can  lift  as  well  as  he.     And  many  sons, 

*  O  king  of  green  Temora's  groves,  as  brave 

*  Can  Erin  boast. — Amidst  his  thund'ring  course 
'   Let  Foldath  meet  him,  and  this  mighty  stream 

*  Restrain  at  once.     For,  my  destructive  sword  95 

*  Is  with  the  blood  of  valiant  heroes  sheath'd, 

<  And,  strong  as  Tura's  wall,  remains  my  shield.' 

*  Shall  Foldath  unattended  meet  the  foe  ?' 
Rcply'd  the  dark-])row'd  Malthos. — '  On  our  coast 

*  Teem  they  not  num'rous,  as  along  the  plains  100 
'  In  all  directions  streamy  waters  roll  ? 


Afe  these  not  also  the  victorious  chiefs, 
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*  That  vanquish'd  Swaran,  wlien  green  Erin's  sons 

*  In  panics  fled? — Shall  Foidath  then  alone 

*  Their  bravest  heroes  meet  ?     Foidath  the  proud,  10 
'  Of  heart  presumptive  ! — Take  the  people's  strength, 

*  Conjoln'd  with  iVIalthos. — For,  with  bloody  feats 

*  My  sword  is  red — but  who  has  heard  my  words  ?' 

'  Let  not  Fingal,'  Hidalla  then  reply'd, 

*  Your  words,  sons  of  green  Erin,  hear:  for,  then  11 

*  The  foe  exultant  might  within  the  land 

*  Full  vigour  take.     O  warriors,  ye  are  brave, 

*  And  emulative  of  the  desert-storms, 

*  That  fearless  meet  the  rocks,  and  fierce  in  course 

'   O'erturn  the  woods  !■ — 'But,  like  a  gather'd  cloud,  11 

*  Slow  in  our  strength  let  our  approach  be  made. 

*  Then,  whilst  chill  tremors  shall  the  mighty  seize, 

*  From  their  brave  hands  the  pond'rous  spears  shall  fall. 

*  With  face  o'ersprcad  with  sorrow's  gather'd  gloom 

*  Soon  they  will  say  :  "  We  see  the  cloud  of  death  I"        12 

*  Hoary  with  age,  Fingal  will  greatly  mourn 

*  And  see  his  flying  fame. — On  Morven's  plains 

*  The  steps  of  his  brave  sons  will  be  no  more, 

*  And  moss  of  years  in  Selma's  halls  shall  grow.' 

Silent  their  sundry  counsels  Cairbar  heard  :—  1;; 

As  darkly  hangs  on  Cromla's  tow'ring  height 
I'he  silent  cloud  precedent  to  a  storm. 
Till  its  impregnate  side  the  lightning  bursts, 
And  with  r^ed  light  the  bright'ning  valley  gleams 
Amidst  the  joy  of  storm-creating  ghosts  :  13 

So  silent  stood,  deep-musing  in  his  thoughts, 
Temora's  king. — At  length  his  words  are  heard  : 

*  The  festive  treat  on  green  Moi-lena's  plains 

*  Now  spread  ;  and  let  my  hundred  bards  attend.-^ 
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Thou  red-lriir'd  Olla,  take  the  royal  harp,  135 

And  s|)eed  thy  way  to  Oscar,  chief  of  swords  ; 
And  bid  him  to  our  feast.     Amidst  the  song 

«  To-day  we  feast — to-morrow  break  tlie  spears. 

»  Tell  him  that  I  brave  Cathol's  tomb  have  rais'd— 

•  That  dirgeful  to  his  ghost  my  bards  have  sung.  140 
I*  Say,  that  his  fame  at  Carun's  sounding  stream 

'  Cairbar  has  heard. — Moreover,  absent  too 
11! «  Is  Cathmor,  Borbarduthul's  gen'rous  race. 
He,  with  his  matchless  thousands,  is  not  here, 
And  we  are  weak  in  arms.     To  festive  strife  145 

♦  Cithmor  is  hostile ; — radiant  as  that  sun 
Is  his  bright  soul.- — But  Oscar's  potent  arm, 

*  Chiefs  of  Temora  green  with  sylvan  groves, 

*  Will  Cairbar  try. — In  Cathol's  warm  defence 
His  words  were  many — Cairhar's  anger  burns,  150 

•  He  on  Moi-lena's  fertile  plains  shall  fall  : — 

'  Triumphant  in  his  blood  my  fame  shall  rise.' 

Whilst  gen'ral  joy  o'crspread  their  num'rous  tribes, 

They  o'er  Moi-lena  pour'd. — Prepar'd  appear'd 

iThe  feast  of  shells. — In  sweet  symphonial  strains  155 

Arise  the  songs  of  bards.     Along  the  coast 

jThe  voice  of  joy  we  heard.  'Twas  then  we  thought 
lJ[That  mighty  Cathmor  came — Cathmor  the  great — 

|The  friend  of  strangers,  but  in  blood  ally'd 

|To  red-hair'd  Cairbar  with  fraternal  tie. —  160 

lYtt,  how  unequal  this  relation  stood! 

Their  souls  were  not  the  same.  The  liglit  of  heav'n 
rlln  Cathmor's  bosom  glow'd  ! — On  Atha's  banks 

Arose  his  tow'rs,  and  to  his  friendly  hall 

Seven  avenues  led  ;  where  seven  kind-greeting  chiefs         lofi 

Stood  on  the  paths  and,  to  partake  the  feast 

The  stranger  call'd  ! — But  Cathmor,  in  the  wood, 

Avoidant 'of  the  voice  of  praise,  abode. 
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With  songs  came  Olla,  and  to  Caiibar's  feast  '] 

Went  the  brave  Oscar,  whilst  with  stately  gait  T 

Along  Moi-lena  of  the  sounding  streams 
Three  hundred  warriors  strode. — Upon  the  heath 
With  howlings,  echoing  through  a  wide  expanse, 
The  grey-dogs  bounded.     Great  Fin  gal  beheld 
The  hero  going,  and  with  sadness  heav'd  1' 

His  royal  soul  .'—^Amidst  the  feast  of  shells 
Dark  Cairbar's  thoughts  of  secret  gloom  he  fear'd  I— 
Aloft  my  son  the  spear  of  Cormac  rais'd, 
And  with  congratulative  songs  advanc'd 
A  hundred  bards  to  meet  him  ;  and  with  smiles  1 

The  death,  that  darkly  harbour'd  in  his  soul, 
Cairbar  conceal'd. — Awide  the  feast  is  spread — ■ 
The  shells  resound — persuasive  through  the  host 
One  gen'ral  joy  appear'd  ;  yet  like  the  beam 
Of  the  departing  sun,  about  to  hide  1 

His  redd'ning  head  amidst  the  gath'ring  storm. 

Girt  in  his  arms  rose  Cairbar : — on  his  brow 
Thick  darkness  gather'd,  and  at  once  were  mute 
The  hundred  harps.    The  clang  of  shields  was  heard  ! 
His  song  of  woe,  far  distant  on  the  heath,  1 

Olla  commenc'd.' — The  sign  of  death  my  son 
Perceiv'd,  and,  rising,  seiz'd  his  barbed  spear. 

*  Oscar!'  said  dark-hair'd  Cairbar,  *  I  behold 

*  The  spear  of  Innis-fail.     Within  thy  hand 

*  Tejnora's  spear,  O  woody  Morven's  son, 
'  Bright  glitters. — Of  a  hundred  warlike  kings 
'  'Twas  once  the  pride — of  chiefs  renown'd  in  war 
'   In  times  of  old  the  death  !     Yield — Ossian's  son,' 

*  Yield  it  to  Cairbar  of  the  stately  car.' 

Then  valiant  Oscar  thus  to  him  reply'd  : 

*  The  gift  of  Cormac  of  the  beauteous  hair — 
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*  The  valu'd  Ejift  of  Erin's  injur'd  king, 

*  When  Oscar  scatter'd  his  presumptuous  foes, 

*  Shall  I  give  up  ? — "When  Svvaran  from  Fingal 

'  Retreating  fled,  to  Cormac's  halls  of  joy  205 

*  With  laurels  crovvn'd  I  came.     Expressive  joy 

*  Rose  in  the  face  of  youth.     Temora's  spear 

•  *  To  me  he  gave  :  nor,  Cairbar,  to  the  weak 

*  In  arm  or  soul  did  he  the  weapon  give. 

*  The  darkness  of  thy  soul  bestorms  me  not,  210 

*  Nor  are  thy  eyes  to  me  the  flames  of  death, 

*  Do  I  the  clangor  of  thy  sounding  shield 

*  \\' ith  terror  hear,  or  tremble  at  the  song 

*  Of  011a? — No — go,  Cairbar,  with  thy  threats 

*  And  frisfht  the  feeble.     Oscar  is  u  rock.'  215 

\' 

^  *  And  wilt  thou  not  give  up  the  ancient  spear  ?' 

i  Said  Cairbar  in  reply,  with  rising  pride. 

«  Dost  thou  in  haughty  words  give  copious  vent, 

'  Because  Fingal  is  near  ?     Fingal  o'ergrown 

'  With  aged  locks  from  Morven's  hundred  groves !  220 

*  With  little  men,  in  fight  diminuti\e, 

'  Have  been  his  battles.     But  not  such  the  fight, 

*  When  he  with  Cairbar  strives. — Like  fleeting  mist 

*  Before  the  winds  of  Atha  sportive  driv'n 

*  In  pillars  thin,  must  be  his  fading  flight!'-—  225 

*  — Were  he  but  here,  who  fought  with  little  men 

*  Near  Atha's  dark'ning  chief,'  rous'd  Oscar  said, 

*  Then  Atha's  dark'ning  chief,  to  fly  his  rage, 

*  Would  yield  green  Erin. — Of  the  mighty  then, 

*  O  Cairbar,  speak  no  more:  but,  on  me  turn  339 

*  Thy  flaming  sword.     For  equal  is  our  strength : — 

*  But,  on  Fingal,  the  first  of  mortal  men, 

*  Fur-spreading  fame  her  laurels  huth  bestou'^d!' 
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The  darkening  of  the  chiefs  the  people  saw, 
And,  all  around,  their  crowding  steps  are  heard  ;  ^35 

Red-flaming  fire  darts  from  their  rolling  eyes, 
And  half-unsheath'd  a  thousand  swords  appear'd. 
Then  red-hair'd  Olla  rais'd  the  martial  song  : 

The  beaming  joy  of  Oscar's  soul  arose— 
The  wonted  joy  of  his  great,  rising  soul,  2'iiO 

When  the  shrill  clarion  of  Fingal  was  heard. 
Dark,  as  the  wave  of  ocean  turgid  swells 
Before  the  rising  winds,  when  near  a  coast 
It  bends  its  head,  grim  Cairbar's  host  came  on— 

Daughter  of  Toscar  I  why  that  falling  tear  ?  24S 

He  is  not  fall'n,  as  yet. — By  his  strong  arm 
Many  were  slain,  before  my  hero  fell ! 

Behold  !  as  when  the  stately  desert-groves 
Bow  down  before  an  angry,  passing  ghost 
Comprising  in  his  hand  their  verdant  heads  25C 

'Midst  midnight-gloom  ;  before  my  son  they  fall. 
Stout  Morlath  falls,  and  great  Maronnan  dies. 
And  mighty  Conachar  trembles  in  his  blood. 
Before  brave  Oscar's  sword  of  deathful  might 
Back  Cairbar  shrinks,  and  quick  behind  his  stone  255 

In  darkness  creeps : — then,  from  his  close  retreat 
With  lifted  spear  my  Oscar's  side  he  pierc'd, 
Porward  upon  his  bossy  shield  he  falls — 
His  knee  sustains  the  chief.     Yet,  still  his  hand 
Retains  the  spear. — See  !  gloomy  Cairbar  falls  !  260 

Into  his  forehead  pierc'd  the  pointed  steel 
And  shed  in  twain  his  yellow  hair  behind. 
He  lay,  in  semblance  like  a  shatter'd  rock, 
W^hich  from  its  shaggy  side  huge  Cromla  shakes  :— 
Yet  never  moie  shall  my  fuH'n  Oscar  rise  I  265 
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Upon  liis  shield  he  leans: — h's  drcacirul  liand 
Still  holds  his  spear,  while  distant  and  ohscure 
Stood  Erin's  sons.' — Like  crowded  ptreanis,  aloud 
Their  shouts  arose, — Moi-lena  echo'd  wide. 

Fingal  perceiv'd  the  sound,  and  the  dread  spear         270 
Of  his  forefathers  took. — Upon  the  heath 
Before  us  are  his  steps. — Along  he  strode 
With  hasty  gait,  and  spoke  the  wortls  of  woe : 
'  The  clanging  sound  of  roaring  war  I  hpar — 

♦  Young  Oscar  is  unaided  in  the  fight!  275 

*  Rise,  sons  of  Morven — ^join  the  hero's  sword.' 

Along  the  dusky  heath  then  Ossian  rush'd, 
And  Fillan  bounded  o'er  Moi-lena's  plain, 
Fingal,  with  stately  stride  in  his  great  strength, 
Gleam'd  terrible  amidst  his  glitt'ring  steel,  280 

Which  Erin's  sons  far  distant  shining  saw, 
And  trembled  in  their  souls.     The  royal  wrath 
Arising  they  perceiv'd,  and  thence  foresaw 
Their  speedy  death  approach.     We  first  arriv'd — . 
We  fought,  and  Erin's  chiefs  withstood  our  rage.  285 

But  when,  rebounding  in  his  sounding  course, 
The  king  came  up — what  heart  of  steel  could  stand  ! 
O'er  dark  Moi-lena,  Erin  sped  their  way, 
AVith  death  pursuant  of  their  headlong  flight, 
Supported  by  his  shield  we  Oscar  saw-—  290 

His  blood  around  we  saw.     On  ev'ry  face 
Mute  darkness  gatlier'd,  whilst  his  heaving  hack 
Each  turn'd,  and  wept. — To  hide  the  tears  of  grief 
The  royal  chief  endeavour'd. — In  the  wind 
Wav'd  whistling  his  grey  beard. — Above  his  son  295 

He  bent  his  head ;  his  words  were  mix'd  with  sighs. 
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*  And  art  thou,  Oscar,  fall'n  amidst  thy  course  ! 

'  O'er  thee  the  hosom  of  the  aged  heats  ! 

*  He  sees  thy  coming  wars — .the  wars  that  ought 

*  E'er  long  to  come  he  sees  !     But  from  thy  fame  30C 

*  Off  they  are  cut.     When  shall  returning  joy 

*  With  smiles  at  Selma  dwell  ?     From  Morven  when 

*  Shall  grief  depart  ?     My  sons  fall  by  degrees— 
'  Fingal  shall  be  survivant  of  his  race. 

*  The  fame,  which  crown'd  my  former  deeds  in  war,        SOS 

*  Shall  vanish,  and  of  friendship  orphanis'd 

*  My  hoary  age  will  pass  within  my  hall ; 

*  Whilst  lone  I  sit  like  a  grey  cloud,  nor  hear 

*  A  son  returning  girt  in  sounding  arms  J 

*  Heroes  of  Morven  !  weep — shed  tears  of  grief !  Sl( 

*  For,  never  more  shall  once-brave  Oscar  rise  !' 

And  they  did  weep,  Fingal  !     Dear  to  their  souls 
The  hero  was.     Forth  he  to  battle  went 
And  vanquished  the  foes  : — then,  back  in  peace 
Amidst  their  joy  he  came.     No  weeping  sire  3U 

His  fav'rite  son  in  youth's  meridian  day 
In  battle  slain  bewail'd  :  nor,  in  deep  grief 
Did  brother  mourn  the  brother  of  his  love. 
Tearless  they  fell — for,  low  the  people's  chief 
Was  laid — and  Bran  is  howling  at  his  feet.  S2( 

In  sadness  also  gloomy  Luath  stood  ; 
For,  he  had  often  led  them  to  the  chase, 
W^here,  in  the  desert,  leap'd  the  bounding  roo. 

When  Oscar  saw  his  friends  around,  his  breast 
With  turgid  sighs  arose  :  '  The  groans,'  he  said,  32' 

'  Of  arjed  chiefs — the  howling  of  my  dogs — 

*  'J'iie  sudden  bursts  of  mournful  songs  of  grief 

*  Have  melted  Oscar's  soul — my  soul,  that  ne'er 

*  Was  known  to  melt  before — steel'd  as  my  sword. 
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*  Convey  xnr,  0:-;sian,  to  my  native  hills;  330 

*  And  there  the  btones  of  my  renown  ereet. 

*  Within  my  narrow  house  the  cla'-ion-liorn 

*  Whicli  ceho'd  to  the  deer,  and  my  bright  sword 

*  Near  me  deposit. — In  the  days  to  come, 

*  When  heady  torrents  have  dislodg'd  the  mound,  335 
'  The  hunter  may  descry  the  lading  steel, 

*  And  say,  "  This  once  was  Oscar's  deathful  sword." 

*  And  fallest  thou,  son  of  my  sounding  fame, 

*  And  shall  I,  Oscar,  never  see  thee  more  ?' 

*  When  others  hear,  in  raptures,  of  their  sons,  340 

*  /  shall  not  hear  of  thee.     On  thy  four  stones 

'  Grey  grows  the  moss  ;  and  with  a  hollow  sound 

*  There  blows  the  mournful  wind.     W^ithout  liis  aid 

*  The  battle  shall  be  fought.     The  dark-brown  hinds 

*  He  shall  no  more  pursue.     When  back  from  wars  3i5 

*  The  hero  comes,  nnd  tells  of  other  lands, 

"  I  ha\e  beheld  a  tomb,'  *  he  will  announce,' 

"  The  shaded  dwelling  of  a  chief  of  fame, 

*'  Close  by  the  roaring  stream.     The  warrior  fell 

"  By  car-borne  Oscar,  first  of  mortal  men,"  3o0 

*  I  pcrad venture  too  shall  hear  his  voice, 

*  And  briglifning  joy  beam  orient  in  my  soul.' 

Full-charg'd  with  grief,  down  would  the  clouds  of  night 
Have  louring  fail'n  ;  and  sorrows  sable  gloom 
O'erhung  the  following  morn  : — our  weeping  chiefs,         255 
Like  dropping  rocks  on  thill  Moi-lena's  plain, 
Forgetful  of  the  war  would  have  remain'd  : 
Had  not  the  royal  chief  his  grief  dispers'd 
And  rais'd  his  mighty  voice.     Then,  all  at  once. 
As  new-aw;iken'd  from  a  transient  dream,  360 

The  rising  chiefs  lift  up  their  heads  around. 
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•  How  lonsi;  shall  we  upon  Moi-!e!i.i  weep, 
'  Or  pour  on  UUin's  verdant  land  our  tears  ? 

*  The  mighty  never  will  to  us  return, 

«  Nor  Oscar  in  his  wonted  strength  arise.  3( 

*  One  day  the  valiant,  in  his  turn,  must  fall, 

«  And  on  his  hills  his  name  no  more  be  known. 

*  Where,  warriors,  are  our  fam'd  forefathers  gone  ? 

*  Where  are  the  chiefs,  the  pride  of  other  years  ? 

*  Like  stars,  that  once  did  shine,  they  each  have  set : — ■   3' 

*  We  only  hear  the  mem'ry  of  their  praise. 

*  Yet,  in  their  day,  they  each  with  lustre  shone, 
'*  The  dread  of  other  times.     So,  in  the  day 

*  Of  our  departure,  warriors,  shall  we  pass. — ■ 

*  Then,  whilst  it  may,  let  fame  be  our  pursuit,  3 

*  And  our  renown  shall  bright  behind  us  shine 

*  With  lustre,  like  the  sun's  last,  raidiant  beam, 

*  When  redly  in  the  west  his  head  he  hides. 

*  Ullin    (my  aged  bard  !)   the  bounding  ship 

*  Of  royal  standard  take ;  and  Oscar  hence  3 

*  To  Selma  of  the  sounding  harps  convey. 

*  In  sadness  there  let  the  Morvenian  fair 

*  'Midst  solemn  dirges  weep.     In  Erin's  plains, 

*  Avengeful  of  great  Cormac's  fallen  race, 

*  Fierce  shall  We  fight.     Declinant  1  perceive  3 

*  The  setting  days  of  my  advanced  years, 

*  And  feel  the  growing  weakness  of  my  arm, 

*  iVIy  fithers,  to  receive  their  hoary  ton, 

*  Bend  kindly  from  their  clouds.     But  yet,  O  chiefs, 

*  Before  I  bid  departing  life  adieu,  3 

*  A  beam  of  fame  once  more  on  me  shall  rise: 

*  So  fame  shall  crown  the  ev'ning  of  my  days, 

*  As  on  the  morning  of  my  years  she  'rose. 

*  Hence  shall  my  life  once  stream  of  brightness  roll, 

*  The  constant  theme  of  future  bards  in  song.'  3 
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Ullin  his  albid  sails  rais'd  on  the  main, 
And  from  the  south  the  prosp'rous  breezes  blew. 
Whilst  he  tow'rds  Selma  bounded  ori  the  waves, 
Full-chargd  loith  grief,   but  silent,  I  remain'd. 
Tlie  spreading  feast  is  on  Moi-lena  serv'd,  400 

And  Cairbar's  tomb  a  hundred  heroes  rear'd  ; 
But,  o'er  the  chief,  no  solemn  dirge  is  rais'd  ; 
For,  blood  and  darkness  had  his  soul  obscur'd. 
Still,  Cormac's  fall   in  mind  the  bards  retain'd  .' 
Bat  what  could  they  in  Cairbar's  praise  advance  ?  40S 

The  night  came  rolling  down.     The  gleaming  light 
'Rose  from  an  hundred  oaks. — Beneath  a  tree 
Sat  Morven's  chief:  and  hoary,  in  the  midst. 
Old  Althan  stood,  and  Cormac's  fall  rchears'd  : — 
Alth :m,  the  son  of  Conachar  onoe  of  fame,  410 

Car-borne  CuchuUin's  friend  ; — When  Semo's  son 
With  gen'rous  Forlath  fought,  with  Cormac  he 
Amidst  Temora's  windy  groves  aliode. 
In  Althan's  eye  the  tear  of  pity  stood. 
And  mournful  was  the  melancholy  tale.  415 

*  The  setting  sun  high  Dora's  shaggy  side 
' ''  W^ith  golden  rays  illum'd.     The  evening  shades 
'■  •  Of  dusky  grey  descend.     Temora's  woods 

*  Shook  with  the  blust'ring  of  th*  inconstant  wind. 

*  A  cloud,  at  length,  thick  gather'd  in  the  west,  420 

*  And  from  behind  its  dusky  edge  a  stir 

}  *  Red-glitt'ring  look'd.     Alone  within  the  grove 

*  I  stooil,  and  on  the  dark'ning  air  beheld 

'  A  stately  gliost.     From  hill  to  hill  he  strode, 

*  And  dim  upon  his  side  his  shield  appear' d.  42.T 

*  'Twas  Semo's  son  : — the  warrior's  face  I  knew. 
^  *  But  swift  away  he  went  upon  his  blast, 

*  And  all  around  was  dark.     My  sou!  wiis  sad.-— 
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*  Straight  to  the  hall  of  shells  my  way  I  sped, 

*  And  found  a  thousand  lights  bright-shining  there,  43(i 

*  The  hundred  bards  had  strung  the  dulcet  lyre, 

*  And  in  the  midst,  bright  as  the  morning-star 

*  (When  it  rejoices  on  the  eastern  hill, 

*  And  its  young  beams  are  moist  with  vernal  show'rs) 

*  In  youth's  meridian  lustre  Cormac  stood.  43' 

*  The  sword  of  Artho  sparkled  in  his  hand, 

*  And  on  its  polish'd  studs  he  look'd  with  joy. 

*  To  draw  it,  thrice  he  strove,  and  tJirice  he  faiTd. 

*  Wide  on  his  shoulders  flows  his  yellow  hair, 

*  And  red  appear  his  che  -ks  of  youthful  bloom.  44i 

*  Inward  my  soul  was  mournful,  wliea  I  saw 

*  The  beam  of  youth :  for,  he  was  soon  to  set, 

"  Althan!"   (*  he  said  ,•   and  smiled  as  he  spoke,*) 
**  Hast  thou  beheld  my  father  ?     Sure,  his  arm 
"  Was  strong  :  for,  heavy  is  the  royal  sword,  4A< 

"  O  that,  as  when  iu  rage  his  wrath  arose, 
"  Like  him  I  were  in  figiit  !     So  would  I  tlien, 
•'   Cuchull in-like,  Cantela's  car-borne  son 
"  Have  dauntless  met !     But  (Althan  !)   on  may  come 
"  Years,  which,  at  length,  my  youthful  arm  may  sttel,  45 
"  Of  high  Temora's  chief,   great  Semo's  sou 
*•   (Say)  hast  thou  heard  ?     Ere  now,  he  with  liis  fame 
"   Back  might  have  come  ;  for,  he  his  promise  gave 
"  That  he  this  night  must  surely  would  return. 
•'  Him  with  the  plaudit-song  my  bards  await,  45 

**   And  wide  my  feast  is  in  Temora  spread." 

*  Tlius  spoke  the  king  ;  and  silent  I  rem:iin'd  ; 
'  Yet  bursting  grief  produc'd  my  flowing  tears. 

*  Them  with  my  aged  locks   I  kept  conceal'd, 

*  But,  though  rcprest  my  sorrow  he  pcrcciv'd.  46 
"  O  Conachar's  son  I"  *  to  mc,  in  huL-tc,  he  suid,' 
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•'  Is  mossy  Tura's  royal  chieftain  low  ? 

**  Why  bursts  thy  sigh  in  secret  ?     Why  descends 

«  The  falling  tear  ?     Does  car-borne  Torlath  come  ? 

"  Or,  comes  red-haired  Cairbar's  sounding  steel?  4G5 

**  Surely,  they  come  !     For  I  thy  grief  behold. 

"  Lozv  is  the  king  of  Tura! — -Now  to  fight 

"  Shall  I  not  rush?     But,  lift  I  can't  the  spear. 

"  O,  that  my  arm  Cuchullin's  strength  possess'd  ! 

"  Then  soon  would  Cairbar  fly — s»on  would  the  fame       470 

"  Of  my  forefathers,  and  the  noble  deeds 

"  Of  other  times  with  lastre  be  renew'd." 

*  His  bow  he  took. — From  both  his  sparkling  eyes 
'  Down  flow  the  tears.     Grief  saddens  all  around. 

*  Forth  from  their  hundred  harps  the  mournful  barda       475 

*  In  sadness  bend.     Their  trembling  strings  the  blast 

*  Lone — blowing  touch'd: — the  sound  is  sad  and  low  ! 

*  A  mournful  voice,  as  of  a  man  in  grief, 

*  Is  at  a  distance  heard  ! — ^Returning  back 

*  From  dark  Slimora,  'twas  ag'd  Carril's  voice.  480 

*  Then,  of  Cuchu'lin's  death,  and  his  great  deeds 
♦•  I^e  told  the  news.     He  said,  that  round  his  tomb 

*  Sad  stood  the  hosts :  their  arms  lay  on  the  ground. 

*  Their  thoughts  no  longer  on  the  war  were  turn'd, 

*  For  he,  their  lucent  fire,  was  seen  no  more,  483 

"  But  who  comes  bounding,"  *  soft-voic'd  Carril  said,* 
^  With  roe-like  feet  ?     Like  trees  upon  the  plain, 
'*  With  verdant  branches  crescent  with  the  show'r, 
"  Stately  they  stand :  their  cheeks  are  soft  and  red  : 
"  But,  fearless  from  their  eyes  forth  look  their  souls !       49(J 
"  MMio,  but  the  car-borne  chiefs  of  Etha's  groves, 
"  The  sons  of  Usnoth,— Straight,  on  ev'ry  side 
"  (In  semblance,  like  the  remnant-strength  of  fire 
'•  Tho'  half-extinct ;  when,  on  their  rustling  wings, 

Vol.  IL  N 
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'*   Forth  from  the  desert  suclclen  come  tlie  winds  4t)5 

«♦  With  force  rccruitive,)   bright  the  people  rise. 

"  Shrill  sounded  Cuithbit's  shield  of  loud  ;d:irm, 

**  And  bright  in  Nathos  brave  CuchuUin's  form 

*'  The  heroes  saw.     .So  roll'd  his  sparkling  eyes  : 

"  Such,  on  the  heath,  his  stately  steps  appear'd. —  5O0 

"  Battles  are  fought  at  Lego,  and  the  sword, 

*'  Of  Nathos  overcomes.     Soon  in  thy  halls 

"  King  of  Temora's  groves,  him  shalt  thou  sec." 

**  And  soon  may  I,"  '  reply'd  the  blue-ey'd  king,' 
"  The  noble  chief  behold  !     Yet  still,  my  soul  I  60 

**  Is  for  Cuchullin  sad  !     In  my  glad  ear 
•'  Sweet  was  his  voice.     To  chase  the  dark-brown  hinds, 
"  Which  bounding  brows'd  on  Dora's  windy  side, 
*'  ^Vhere  many  a  deer  we  pierc'd,  oft  have  we  mov'd. 
"  Upon  the  hills  unerring  was  his  bow.  51 

*•  Of  mighty  men  he  spoke.     And,  when  he  told 
*•  My  great  forefathers'  deeds,  I  felt  my  joy. 
"  But  tuneful,  at  the  feast,  with  all  thy  songs 
"  Sit  thou,  O  bard  :  oft'  have  I  heard  thy  voice, 
"  In  praise  of  fall'n  Cuchullin  of  the  shield,  51' 

"  And  of  that  mighty  stranger,  sweetly  sing." 

*  With  all  the  beams  auroral  of  the  east 
'  Day  rose  resplendent  on  Temora's  groves. 

*  To  the  ividc,  festive  hall,  with  steps  of  haste, 

*  Tralhin,  the  son  of  hoary  Gellama,  came,  53 
**  Dark  in  the  desert,  king  of  Innis-fail, 
♦*  A  cloud  I  see!"  *  he  said:'  "  a  darkly  cloud, 
"  At  first  it  seem'd  ; — but  now  a  crowd  of  men, 
*'  Before  them,  in  his  strength,  one  stately  strides, 
"  And  redly  flies  in  wind  his  floating  h^ir.  5S 
*'  Bright  to  the  eastern  beam  his  bossy  shield  ,, 
*'  Responsive  gleams.     Hi*  spear  is  in  his  hand."                 | 
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"  Invite  him  then,"  '  the  Kins;  of  Erin  said/ 
"  Pronounce  liini  welcome  to  Temora's  feast. 
*'  Son  of  the  generous  Gelhima,  (know^ — )   my  hall         530 
"   Is  freely  open  as  the  strangers'  house ! 
*'  Perhaps,  amidst  the  sound  of  his  renown, 
*'  Comes  Etha's  chief.     Thou  mighty  stiangcr,  hail ! 
"  Art  thou  of  Cormac's  friends  ?     But,  Carril,  see  I 
"  Dark  and  unlovely  is  the  stranger's  gait !  535 

"  And  he  a  glitt'ring  sabre  also  draws, 
"  Is  that  the  son  of  Usnoth,  ancient  bard  ?" 

"  'Tis  not  the  son  of  Usnoth,"  '  Cariil  said,' 
*'   But  Atha's  chief. — .0  Cairbar  of  dark  brow, 
**   \Vhy  to  Temora's  unprotected  walls  510 

"  Com'st  thou  in  arms?     Let  not  thy  sword  of  might 
•'  'Gainst  Cormac  rise  !     \\'herc  dost  thou  turn  thy  speed?" 

*  On,  in  his  darkness,  forward  still  he  pass'd, 
'  And  seiz'd  the  royal  hand.     Young  Cormac  then 

*  I  lis  death  foresaw,  and  rage  'rose  in  his  eyes.  515 
"  Thou  gloomy  king  of  Atha,  hence  retire— « 

"   With  angry  battle  valiant  Nathos  conies. 

"  In  Cormac's  hall,  because  his  arm  is  weak, 

"  Presumptive  are  thy  deeds,  thou  gloomy  chief." — - 

*  The  sword  of  Cairbar  pierc'd  lorn  Cormac's  side:  550 

*  He  in  the  halls  of  his  forefathers  fell. 

*  His  pulchrid  hair,  bcclotted  with  the  dust, 

*  Disheveli'd  lies!     His  blood  is  smoking  round,' 

"  And  art  thou  fall'n,"  *  said  Altham,'  "  in  thy  halls, 
"  O  noble  Artlio's  son?     Cuchullin's  shield  655 

"  W'as  not  at  hand  ;  nor,  thy  brave  father's  spear. 
"  With  grief  the  hills  of  Erin  clouded  stand, 
'*  For,  low  the  chief  of  the  sad  people  lies  ! 
"  May  blessings  rest,  -O  Cormac,  on  thy  soul  ; 
"  For,  in  thy  youth  has  darkness  on  thee  pass'd.'*  560 
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*  To  Cairbar's  ears  the  words  of  Althan  came, 

*  And  in  the  midst  of  darkness  us  he  clos'd. 

*  Against  the  bards,  though  his  grim  soul  was  dark, 

*  He  fear'd  to  stretch  his  sword. — In  sohtude 

*  Long  had  we  pin'd: — at  length,  to  our  great  joy, 

*  Came  noble  Cathmor,    From  the  cave  our  voice 

*  He  heard,  and  red  on  Cairbar  turn'd  his  eye, 

"  O  Atha's  chief,"  ■  he  said,'  "  my  troubled  soul 

*'  How  long  wilt  thou  afflict?     Thy  stony  heart 

"  Is  like  the  dcscrt-rock,  and  darkly  roll 

"  Thy  gloomy  thoughts.     But,  with  fraternal  tie 

*'  Since  Cathmor  stands  in  blood  to  thee  ally'd, 

«  Thy  battles  he  will  fight.     Yet,  Cuthmor's  soul, 

•'  Is  not  like  thine,  thou  feeble  hand  of  war! 

*'  With  thy  dark  deeds  my  bosom-light  is  stain'd; 

"  Nor  will  the  bards  my  fame  record  in  song. 

"  Of  Cathmor' s  hrav'ry  they  perhaps  may  speak— 

"  Yet  he  for  Cairbar  fought ;  they  will  aver. 

"  In  silent  mood  they  o'er  my  tomb  will  pass, 

"  Nor  shall  my  fame  be  heard.     Set  free  the  bards, 

"  Cairbar  I   they  are  the  sons  of  other  times, 

*'  In  other  years,  when  green  Temora's  kings 

*'  No  more  abide,  their  voices  shall  be  hearcj." 

'  Forth,  at  the  words  of  this  prevailing  chief, 

*  Direct  we  came.     Him  in  his  strength  we  saw 

*  Like  thee  Fingal,  when  in  the  flow'r  of  youth 

*  Thou  first  didst  lift  the  spear,  he  stately  stood, 

*  His  lace  was  like  the  surface  of  the  sun 

*  Of  unabated  light :  for,  o'er  his  face 

*  No  darkness  traveli'd.     But,  to  Ullin  he, 

*  To  aid  the  red-hair'd  Cairbar's  dark  designs, 

*  His  thousands  brought :  and  now  he  comes  his  death, 

*  O  king  of  woody  Morven,  to  revenge.' 
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'  And  let  him  come,'  reply'd  the  royal  tongue, 

*  I  love  a  foe  like  Cuthmor,  great  in  soul :  595 

*  Fam'd  are  his  battles,  and  his  arm  is  strong. 

*  But,  like  a  vapour  'round  the  marshy  lake, 

*  Slow,  hov'ring  lours  the  groveling,  little  soul, 
'  It  never  rises  on  the  verdant  hill, 

*  Lest  the  fierce,  roaring  winds  should  meet  it  there :       600 

*  Forth  from  its  mansion,  in  the  cave  obscure, 

*  The  dart  of  death,  at  intervals,  it  sends. 

'  But,  warriors,  like  our  great  forefathers'  fame 

*  Are  our  young  heroes.     In  the  strength  of  youth 

*  They  fight,  they  fall,  their  names  are  in  the  song,         <j{)5 
^  Though  now  Fingal,  amidst  his  dark'ning  years, 

*  Abidunt  is  ;  yet,  like  an  aged  oak 

*  Across  a  stream  obscure,  he  must  not  fall. 

*  Near  it,  beneath  the  tempest  prostrate  laid, 

*  The  hunter,  when  his  lonely  steps  he  takes,  610 
"  By  what  dire  tempest  fell  that  aged  tree," 

*  Slight  lie  enquires :  then,  whistling,  strides  along, 

*  That  our  sad  souls  may  now  forget  the  past, 
'  Yc  bards  of  Morven,  raise  the  song  of  joy. 

*  Down  from  the  clouds  on  us  red  look  the  stars  615 
'  From  heav'n's  expanse,  and  silently  descend. 

*  Soon  shall  the  beam  of  morn,  grey  on  us  rise, 

*  And  Cormac's  foes  unveil. — The  royal  spear 

*  (O  Fillan  I)  take ; — to  Mora's  dark-brown  side 

*  Now  speed  thy  way  ;  and  cast  thy  eyes  around,  620 

*  Like  flames  of  fire,  traversant  o'er  the  heath, 

*  The  enemies  of  Fingal  watch,  and  observe 

*  The  course  of  gen'rous  Cathmor.     Like  the  noise 
'  Of  tumbling  rocks,  that  in  the  desert  fall, 

*  A  distant  sound  I  hear.     But,  lest  through  night  625 

*  They  should  approach,  and  Morven's  fame  expire  ; 

*  At  times,  amidst  thy  way,  strike  thou  thy  shield. 
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*  Now  I  begin,  my  son,  to  be  alone, 

•  And  much  I  dread  the  fall  ot  my  renown.' 

Then  rose  the  voice  symphonious  of  the  bards,  ( 

And  on  the  shield  of  Trenmor  lean'd  the  king. 
Descending  slumber  clos'd  the  royal  eyes. 
And  in  his  dreams  his  future  battles  'rose. 
The  num'rous  host  are  sleeping  all  around, 
Save  dark-hair'd  Fillan,  watchful  of  the  foe.  t 

Whilst  on  a  lonely,  distant  heath  he  treads, 
We  hear,  at  times,  the  clangor  of  his  shield. 
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ARGUMENT. 
THTS  book  opens,  we  may  suppose,  about  midnight,  with  a  soliloquy  of  Oj- 
sian,  wlio  had  retired  from  the  rest  of  the  army,  to  mourn  lor  his  son  Oscar. 
Upon  hearing  the  noise  of  Cailimor's  army  approaching,  he  went  to  find  out 
hi^  brother  lillan,  wlio  kept  the  watch  on  the  hill  of  Mora,  in  the  front  of 
1  ingal's  array.  In  the  conversation  of  the  brothers,  the  episode  of  Conar, 
the  son  of  Trenmor,  who  was  the  first  king  of  Ireland,  is  introduced  ;  which 
Jays  open  tlie  origin  of  the  contests  between  the  Gael  and  Fiibolg,  the  two 
nations,  who  first  possessed  themselves  of  that  island.  Ossian  kindles  a  fire 
on  Mora:  upon  whicli  Cathmor  dtsisted  from  the  design,  which  he  had 
formed,  of  surprising  the  army  of  the  Caledonians.  He  calls  a  council  of 
his  cliiefs,  reprimands  foldalh  for  advising  a  niglit-attack  ;  as  the  Irish  army 
were  so  much  superior  in  number  to  the  enemy.  The  bard  Fonar  introduces 
the  story  of  Crolhar,  the  ancestor  of  the  king;  which  throws  further  light 
on  the  history  of  Ireland,  and  on  the  original  pretensions  of  the  family  of 
Atha  to  the  throne  of  that  kingdom.  The  Irish  chiefs  lie  down  to  rest,  and 
Cathmor  himself  undertakes  the  watch.  In  his  circuit  round  the  army,  he  is 
met  by  Ossian.  The  interview  of  the  two  heroes  is  described.  Cathmor 
obtains  a  promise  from  Ossian,  to  order  a  funeral  elegy  to  be  sung  over  the 
grave  of  Cairbar ;  it  being  the  opinion  of  the  times  tliat  the  souls  of  the  dead 
could  not  be  happy,  till  their  elegies  were  sung  by  a  bard.  Morning  comes. 
Cathmor  and  Ossian  part :  and  the  latter,  casually  meeting  with  Carril,  the 
son  of  Kiufena,  sends  that  bard  with  a  funeral-song  to  the  tomb  of  Cairbar. 
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TRENMOR,  nhidant  in  load,  eddying  winds. 
Where  rolls  hoarse  thunder  in  its  da  'k-red  course 
And  marks  the  troubled  clouds  f     *iny  storinv  halts 
Expand,  thou  sire  of  heroes,  and  at  hand, 
With  solemn  dirges  and  half-viewless  harps, 
In  concert  let  the  bards  of  old  appear. 
'Tis  no  mean  dweller  of  the  mistv  vale — > 
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Ko  obscure  hunter  at  his  streams  unknown, 

But  car-borne  Oscar  from  the  folds  of  war. 

That  claims  his  place. — Quick  is  thy  change  my  son, 

From  what  thou  wert  on  dark  Moi-lena's  heath  I 

Enskirted  in  the  blast,  along  the  sky, 

Rustling  thou  movest. — At  the  stream  of  night 

Behold'st  thou  not  thy  father?     Hence  afar 

Sleep  the  Morvenian  chiefs.     For,  of  a  sou 

They  undepriv'd  remain  : — but  know,  ye  chiefs 

Of  streamy  Morven,  that  to  you  is  lost 

No  common  hero, — ^Who  in  martial  strength, 

(When,  like  the  darkness  of  the  crowded  flood. 

Against  his  side  the  stream  of  battle  roH'd,) 

Could  with  him  peer?     Why,  then,  in  Ossian's  soul 

Should  rise  this  dusky  cloud  ?     In  peril's  hour 

It  ought  to  burn  ;   for,  Erin's  host  is  near : — • 

Unaided  and  alone  is  Morvcn's  king. 

Yet,  whilst  my  arm  can  wield  the  beamy  spear. 

Alone,  my  father,  never  shalt  thou  be. 

Attentive  to  the  wind  of  night,  I  rose. 
Girt  in  my  rattling  arms.     No  sound  is  heard 
From  Fillan's  shield.     Then,  for  Fingal's  brave  son 
Trembling  I  shook  :  for,  with  late'brous  ^im, 
Why  should  the  foe  advantage  take  by  night. 
And  why  the  dark-hair'd  warrior  fail  ':' — Afir 
Rise  sullen  murmurs,  like  the  jarring  noise 
Of  Lego's  lake  ;  when  in  the  days  of  fjost 
Down  shrink  its  waters,  and  self-burst  at  once 
Resounds  the  cleaving  ice.     Then  up  to  Jieaven 
Look  Lara's  people  and  the  storm  foresee. — • 
My  steps  are  still  advancing  on  the  heath, 
Whilst  glittering  in  my  hand  is  Oscar's  spear, 
Down  from  the  studded  arches  of  the  sky 
Red  look'd  the  stars,     1  gleam'd  along  the  nigh^^ 
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Red  look'd  the  stars.     I  gieam'd  alon;;  the  night. 

From  Mom's  rock  in  posture  bent  I  saw 

Before  me  Fillan  silent  and  attent. 

The  shouting  of  the  foe  he  heard.     His  soul 

With  rapture  'rose.     lie  heard  my  sounding  tread,  45 

And  turn'd  his  lifted  spear,  and  thus  began  : 

*  Thou  son  of  night,  approachest  tliou  in  peace  ? 

*  Or  meetcst  thou  my  wrath  ?     For,  rest  assur'd, 

*  Whoever  to  the  brave  Fingal  are  foes, 

*  These  are  my  foes.     Declare — or,  feel  mij  steel, 

*  The  shield  protective  of  high  Morven's  race, 

*  Rest  well-assured,  'tis  not  in  vain  I  stand.* 


50 


*  Never  in  vain,'  then  I  to  him  reply'd, 

*  May'st  thou,  O  son  of  blue-ey'd  Clatho,  stand, 

*  Fingal  begins  now  to  be  left  alone,  55 

*  And  darkness  veils  the  ev'ning  of  his  days. 

*  Yet  still  two  sons,  who  ought  to  shine  in  war, 

*  Has  he  remaining,  and  in  duty  bound 

*  On  his  departing  steps  twin  lights  to  beam  J 

'  Son  of  Fingal,'  reply'd  the  valiant  youth,  60 

*  'Tis  not  long  since  that  I  the  warlike  spear 

'   Began  to  raise.     In  war  my  glittering  sword 

*  Few  marks  has  made,  yet  is  my  flaming  soul 

*  To  martial  deeds  aspirant. — 'Round  the  shield 

'  Of  gen'rous  Catlimor  in  rank  order  crowd  65 

*  The  chiefs  of  Bolga. — On  that  sh::dowy  heath 

*  They  rank  together. — Shall  my  fearless  steps 

*  Their  host  approach  ? — On  eclioing  Cona's  heath, 

*  When  in  the  contest  of  the  race  we  strove, 

*  To  Oscar  only  was  I  knov/n  to  yield.'  70 
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*  Fil!;m,  their  host,'  I  to  the  hero  said, 

*  Approach  thou  shalt  not,  nor,  lelbre  thy  laiiie 
'   Is  gone  abroad,  slialt  thou  in  danger  t'alK 

*  When  needful,  /advance:  in  martial  song 

*  My  name  is  heard*     I,  from  the  skirts  of  night, 
'  Shall  view  their  gleaming  tribes.     Of  Oscar,  why, 
'  My  sigh  to  summon,  Fillan,  didst  thou  speak? 

*  The  warrior,  till  away  the  storm  is  i-oH'd, 

*  I  must  forget.     I'Vhere  danger  threafning  hangs, 
'   WitJiin  the  soul,  no  sadness  ought  to  diuell ; 

*  Nor  in  the  eije  of  war,  the  falling  tear, 

*  Until  the  din  of  arms  upon  the  plain 

*  Had  ceas'd,  our  ancestors  their  falTn  sons 

*  Left  in  oblivion.     Then  returning  grief 

*  Look'd  to  the  tomb,  and  mournful  dirges  'rose. 

*  The  brother  of  Trothal,  first  of  mortal  men, 

*  Was  Conar.     Dreadful  glcam'd  on  every  coast 

*  His  sword  victorious.     In  a  thousahd  streams 

*  Of  purple  roll'd  the  blood  of  his  slain  foes. 

*  Sweet  as  a  fragrant  gale,  his  swelling  fame 

*  Green  Erin  fill'd.     The  nations  from  around 
*.  In  Ullin  met,  and  bless'd  the  valiant  king— . 

*  The  king,  descended  from  the  land  of  hinds, 

*  Of  their  forefathers'  race  of  high  renown. 

*  Amidst  the  darkness  of  their  growing  pride 

*  The  southern  chiefs  assembled  ;  and  their  words 

*  In  Moma's  horrid  cave  in  secret  mix'd. 
«  Thither,  they  said,  their  ancestorial  ghosts 

*  Came  frequent,  darting  from  the  cliinky  rocks 

*  Their  forms  of  paleness,  and  of  Bolga's  fame  ] 

*  (Long  held  in  honour)  proin[)tive  to  their  minds, 
'  Subversive  of  great  Conar's  sway,  they  said, 
"  Why  should  the  son  of  streamy  Morvcn  reign." 
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*  Forth  with  the  roar  of  all  their  hundred  tril)cs. 

*  Loud  as  the  desert-streams,  they  came. — But  firm  105 

*  As  durant  adamant,  before  them  jstood 

'  Undaunted  Conar.     Soon,  on  every  side 

*  Their  broken  ranks  they  roU'd.     Yet,  stubborn  still, 

*  Thev  oft'  return'd  ;  and  in  fierce  battle  fell 

*  The  sons  of  Ullin.     Then,  amidst  the  tombs  110 

*  Of  his  fall'n  warriors,  stood  the  potent  king, 

*  And  darkly  bent  in  gri(-'f  his  mournful  face. 

*  \\'ith  shaded  soul  wrapt  in  itst'lf,  this  chief, 

*  \Vhere  he  must  shortly  fall,  oft'  mark'd  the  place; 

*  When,  in  his  strength,   (on  this  disaster  dire)  115 

*  Trathal,  the  chief  of  cloudy  Morven,  came, 

*  >s'or  came  alone:  for,  aidant  at  his  side, 

*  Great  Colgar  stood,  his  mighly  M'arlike  son  ; 

'  Colgar  the  brave,  sprung  from  the  noble  blood, 

*  That  in  white-bosom'd  Solin-corma  flow'd.  120 

*  As  from  the  halls,  where  pealing  thunders  roll, 
'  Trenmor  descends  in  robes  of  meteors  made, 

*  Before  him  pouring  o'er  the  troubled  sea 

*  Tlie  turbid  storm:  so  down  to  battle  came 

i  '  Brave  Colgar,  wastive  of  the  echoing  field.  12^ 

*  Exulting  o'er  the  hero's  matchless  feats 

*  The  father  stood  :  but  soon  an  arrow  came, 

*  His  tomb  without  a  tear  was  rais'd.     The  king 
!  *  Was  to  revenge  his  son. — In  battle  dire 

'  Forward  in  brightness  was  the  royal  course,  130 

*  Till  Bolga  yielded  at  her  sounding  streams, 

*  When  smiling  peace  returned  to  the  land, 

*  And  his  blue  waves  the  king  to  Morven  bore: 

*  Then,  on  the  fall  of  his  brave  son  he  thought, 

*  And  pour'd  the  silent  tear.     Thrice  did  the  bards,  135 
'  Where  hoarsely  echoes  huge  Furmono's  cave, 
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*  Great  Colgar's  fo\\]  invoke.     Him  to  the  liills 

*  Of  his  own  land  the)'  cali'd:  and  in  his  mist 

*  He  heard  them. — Then,  his  sabre  in  the  cave, 

*  To  gladden  his  son's  ghost,  fam'd  Trathal  plae'd.'  140 

Tlien  I'iilan  thus :  '  Renown'd  wert  thou  in  youth, 

*  O  Colgar,  son  of  Trathal !— But  the  king 

*  My  sword  brioht-strcaming  on  Ih'  embattl'd  field 

*  Has  not  remark'd.     Promiscuous  with  the  crowd 

*  I  march  to  battle  ;  and  without  my  fame  14£ 

*  Thence  I  return. — But — Ossian,  near  at  hand 

*  I  hear  the  foe  move  murmurant  on  the  heath, 

*  As,  when  the  hills  their  groves  with  tremors  shake, 

*  And  not  a  blast  pours  from  the  darken'd  sky, 

*  The  thunder  rolls  embosom'd  in  the  ground.'  15C 

Sudden,  I  turn'd  upon  my  spear,  and  rais'd 
From  a  huge  oak  the  Ihime  ascending  high, 
And  spread  it  large  on  Mora's  roaring  wind. 
Then  in  his  course  the  gcn'rous  Cathmor  stop'd :— • 
Gleaming  he  stood,  as  shines  a  glitt'ring  rock,  l^if 

Whose  sides  contain  the  wand'ring  of  chill  blasts, 
Which  seize  its  echoing  streams  and  them  array 
With  icv  garb  :  so  stood  the  strangers'  friend. 
Heavy  his  locks  wave  in  the  current  air. 
In  stature  large,  O  streamy  Atha's  king,  1& 

Thou  far  exceed'st  the  rest  of  Erin's  race  ! 

*  Fonar,  thou  first  of  bards,'  said  Cathmor,  *  call 

*  The  chiefs  of  Erin. — Red  liair'd  Cormar  call, 

*  And  dark-brow'd  Malthos,  with  Maronnan  fierce 

*  Of  side-long-looking  gloom:  Turlotho's  eve    .  16. 

*  Red-rolling :  and  the  pride  of  Foldath  too, 

*  Nor  let  Hidalla  be  forgo.t,  whose  voice 

*  In  danger 
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*  \\'l!cn  in  tlie  valley  blasted  by  its  force, 

-  Near  Athu's  stream  cascadeiit  it  descends.'  170 

In  all  the  echo  of  their  clanging  arms 
They  came:  and  forward  to  the  royal  vorc, 
As  if  puissant  from  a  cloud  of  night 
A  ghost  of  their  forefathers  spoke,  they  bent. 
Dreadful  they  glitter'd  to  the  beam  of  light,  175 

Like  Brumo's  stream,  where  falling  waters  roar 
Coruscant  to  the  nightly  stranger's  eye 
With  gleams  responsive  to  the  meteor's  blaze, 
Shudd'ring  he  stops  amidst  his  lonely  way, 
And,  wishful  for  the  morn,  looks  tovv'rds  the  sky.  ISO 

*  Why,'  said  theJving,  '  to  pour  the  blood  of  foes 
'  By  night,  of  choice,  should  Foldath  take  delight  ? 

*  Fails  he  in  battle  in  the  beams  of  day, 

*  In  armour  hapless?     Few,  to  us  oppos'd, 

*  In  number  stand  our  foes.     AVhy  then  in  mist  185 

*  Should  we  be  clad?      In  battles  of  their  land 

*  The  bra\e  delight  to  shine. — O  Moina's  chief, 

*  Viiin  was  thy  counsel  :  for,  the  watchful  eyes 

*  ( Jf  Morven  sleep  not. — In  the  watch  of  night 

'  They  stand,  as  eagles,  on  their  mossy  rocks,  IPO 

*  His  roaring  tribe  of  strength,  beneath  his  cloud, 
'  Let  each  of  us  collect,     lor,  Boiga's  fues 

*  'Fo  meet,  in  light,  to-morrow,  now  I  move! 

*  Tlie  low-laid  warrior,  that  now  fights  no  more— 

*  yUgJity  was  he  :  of  Borbar-Lulhul's  race  I"  195 

Foldath  reply'd  :  *  Nor  were  my  steps  unmark'd 

*  Before  thy  race.     In  light  I  Cairbar's  foes 

*  Undaunted  met :  the  warrior  prais'd  my  deeds, 
'  But  lo  I  without  a  tear  his  lonely  stone 

'  Was  rais'd  !  nor  o'er  the  kin^  of  Erin  fall'n  200 
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*  Sung  one  sad  bard  !     And  shall  his  haughty  foes 
'   Along  their  mossy  hills  in  ])ride  rejoice  ? 

*  No : — joy  they  shall  wo/.— He  was  Foldath's  friend. 

*  Our  words  in  Moma's  awful  silent  cave 

*  \A^ere  mix'd  in  secret,  whilst  to  thee,  a  boy,  205 

*  The  thistle's  beard  was  pastime  in  the  field. 

*  With  Moma's  sons,  a  race  for  valour  fam'd, 

*  Abroad  I'll  rush,  and  in  his  dusky  hills 

*  Detect  the  foe  ;  and  low  without  his  song 

*  Fingal,  high  Morven's  grey-hair'd  king,  shall  lie.'  210 

*  Dost  thou  suppose,' — then  Atha's  chief  reply'd, 

*  Dost  thon  su])pose  that  he,  without  his  fame, 

*  Can  fall  (weak  man  I)   in  Erin  ?     Could  the  bards 

*  The  tomb  of  great  Fingal   in  silence  pass  ? 

*  The  song  would  burst  in  secret  ;  and  the  sound  215 

*  Would  glad  the  royal  ghost. — When  thou  shalt  full, 

*  'Tis  then  the  bard,  forgetful  of  the  song, 

*  Shall  pass  the  tomb  neglectivc. — Moma's  chiefs 

*  Though,  like  a  tempest,  thou  in  battle  rage, 

*  Yet  thou  art  dark. — ^Vithin  his  narrow  house  220 

*  Do  /  green  Erin's  royal  ch\ci  forget  ? 

'  To  Cairbar  low,  the  brother  of  my  love, 

*  My  soul  not  yet  is  lost. — When  I  return'd 

*  'Midst  plaudit-fame,   to  Atlia  of  the  streams, 

'  The  beams  of  joy,  which  o'er  his  cloudy  mind  225 

*  Traversant  shone,  observant  I  beheld.' 

Tall  they  remov'd  beneath  the  royal  woods. 
Each  to  his  own  dark  tribe  :  where  on  the  heath 
They  humming  roll'd,  fdint-glittering  to  the  stars, 
Like  moving  billows  in  a  rocky  bay  230 

Before  the  nightly  wind.^ — Beneath  an  oak 
I>ay  Atha's  chief:  his  shield,  a  dusky  round, 
On  high  was  hung.    Near  him,  against  a  rock. 
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Lcan'd  the  fair  strani^er  of  Inis-Iuin;v's  plains, 

That  beam  of  light,  from  Lumon  of  the  roes  235 

With  wand'ring  locks  in  graceful  beauty  come, 

Kchcarsant  of  the  deeds  of  days  long  past, 

Far  'rose  the  voice  of  Fonar ;  whilst  the  song 

In  Lubar's  growing  roar,  at  times,  is  lost. 

*  At  Atha's  mossy  stream,'  begun  the  bard,  2iO 

*  First  Crothar  dwelt  ;  and,  from  the  mountains  brought, 
'  A  tiiousand  oaks  his  echoing  hall  compos 'd. 

*  There  'round  the  blue-ey'd  chieftain's  royal  feast 

*  The  people  gather'd,  faithful  to  his  cause, 

*  Bat,  who  amongst  his  num'rous  chiefs  could  peer  2i>^i 

*  With  stately  Crothar  ?     In  his  presence 'rose 
'  Warriors  of  fire  :  and  for  him  burst  profound 

*  The  virgin-sigh  from  heaving  breasts,  till  then 

*  Strangers  to  love. — The  first  of  Bolga's  race 

*  The  warrior  was  in  green  AInecma  own'd,  250 

*  In  Ullin,  on  Drurnardo's  moss-grown  top, 

*  The  chace  he  practis'd. — From  the  wood  of  groves 

*  Conlama's  eye  (brave  Cathmin's  daughter  fair  I) 

*  Blue-rolling  look'd  ;  and  with  the  secret  sigh 

*  High  rose  her  breast.     Amidst  lier  wand'ring  Jocks        255 

*  Her  beauteous  head  she  bent.     With  lucid  rays 

*  In  look'd  the  full-orb'd  moon,  at  night,  and  saw 

*  Her  arms  white-tossing;  for,  amidst  her  dreyms, 

*  The  mighty  Crothar  still  her  thoughts  engag'd. 

'  Three  festive  days  with  Cathmin  Crothar  spent,     26Q 

*  And  on  the  fourth  the  bounding  hinds  they  wak'J, 
'  With  all  hci  lovely  steps  Coplama  mov'd 

*  Bright  to  the  chase. — She  in  the  narrow  path 

'  Met  Crotha;  when,  at  once,  from  her  fair  hand 

*  Down  fell  the  bow. — Half-hid  beneath  her  locks  2G.5 
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*  Her  face  away  she  turn'd.     'Twas  then  arose 

*  The  love  of  Crothar.     He  to  Atha  l)rou<i;ht 

*  The  maul  white-hosom'd.     Straight,  the  bards  their  sons 

*  Rais'd  in  her  prcsenee  ;  and  around  the  fair, 

*  From  Uihn  come,  one  stream  of  joy  abode.  270! 

*  Young  Torloch's  heart  then  full  of  hostile  wrath, 

*  Who  iov'd  Con-lania  of  the  snow-white  hand, 

*  Repaginant  rose.     He  to  AJnecraa  came, 

*  To  Atha  of  the  roes,  in  arms  cnm  aild. 

*  Then  forth,  opponent  to  the  earning  foe,  275 

*  Cormul,  the  brother  of  car-borne  Crothar  went  :— 
'  He  went — hut  fell,  and  universal  sighs 

*  Burst  from  the  people.     Then  across  the  stream 

*  Silent  and  tall,  enrob'd  in  darkness,  came 

*  The  strength  of  Crothar. — Soon  the  stubborn  foe 

*  He  from  Alnecma  roU'd  with  forcive  mi:,ht, 

*  And  'midst  Con-lama's  plaudits  safe  return'd. 

*  Battle  on  battle  comes,  and  blood  on  blood 

*  Is  pour'd  around  ;  and  frequent  on  the  plain 
'  Arise  the  tombs  of  heroes.      'Round  ■with  ghosts  28i 

*  Are  hung  the  clouds  of  Erin  :  and  around 
'  The  echoing  shield  of  Crothar,  ranked  close, 

*  The  southern  chieftains  stand.     Then,  he  with  death 

*  The  hostile  paths  approach'd. — By  Ullin's  streams 
-    The  virgins  wept  ;  and  towards  tlie  misty  hill  29( 

*  Their  eyes,  amidst  abortive  tens,  were  turn'd  : 
Yet,    from  its  dusky  fclds  no  hunter  came. 

*  Drear  darkness  o'er  the  land  in  silence  iumg, 
'  And  lonely  sigh'd  the  blasts  on  grassy  tombs. 

'   Descending  (like  the  vult'rlne  bird  of  hcav'n  29 

*  With  all  his  rustling  wings,  when  he  with  joy 

*  The  blast  Ibrsakcs)  from  Morven  of  the  groves 
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*  Conar,  the  arm  of  death,  great  Trcnitlor's  son, 

*  Of  direful  pow'r  advanc'd.     His  might  he  pour'd 

*  Along  green  Erin,  whilst  behind  his  sword  500 

*  Death  dimly  strode.     Then,  from  his  wastive  courae, 

*  As  from  a  stream,  which,  from  the  desert-storm 

*  Forth  bursting,  rolls  the  fields,  the  swarth,  the  soil, 

*  With  all  their  woods  :  the  sons  of  Bolgu  fled. 

*  Him  Crothar  met  in  battle !  but  dismay*d  305 

*  Alnecma's  warriors  fled. — In  grief  of  soul 

*  Slowly  rctir'd  green  Atha's  vanquish'd  chief. — ■ 

*  Yet,  sometime  after,  in  the  south  he  shone — 

*  But  dim  :  as,  in  autumnal  days,  the  sun, 

*  When  in  his  robes  of  vapour,  Lara's  streams  510 

*  He  darkly  visits  with  his  half-form'd  beam. 

*  Enrob'd  in  dew  th(J  wither'd  grass  is  seen, 

*  And  all  the  field,  though  bright,  in  sadness  lours.' 

♦  Why  wakes  the  bard  before  me,'  Cathrtior  said, 
'  The  memory  of  those,  that  fled  in  war?  315 

*  Has  some  dim  spirit  from  his  dusky  cloudy 

*  To  frighten  Cathmor  from  the  roaring  field 

'  With  tales  of  old  ,•  bent  forward  to  thy  ear  ? 

*  To  me,  ye  dwellers  of  the  folds  of  night, 

*  Your  voice  is  but  a  blast,  wiiose  utmost  might  320 

*  But  takes  the  thistle's  head,  and  strews  around 

*  Its  grisly  beard  on  streams. — Within  my  breast 

*  Embasom'd  is  a  voice,  whose  promptlve  call 

'  No  other  hears. — His  rising  soul,  from  war 

*  Forbids  the  king  of  Erin  back  to  shrink.'  325 

Abash 'd  the  bard  sinks  back  amidst  the  night, 
And,  bending  o'er  a  stream,  retired  stood  ; 
On  Atha's  days,  in  solemn  mood,  he  thought — • 
The  days  M'hcn  Cathmor  heard  his  song  with  joy. 

Vol,  a  P 
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The  winils  are  hi  his  beard,  and  down  his  checks  330 

The  rolling  tears  of  bursting  grief  descend. 

The  silent  hosts  of  Erin  sleep  around  : 
But  down  on  Cathnior's  eyes  no  slumber  falls. 
Dark,  in  his  soul,  amidst  his  gloomy  thoughts, 
The  low-laid  Cairbar's  shady  ghost  he  saw  :  SJf 

Him,  still  remaining  fameless  in  the  song,  ' 

And  shaded  in  a  blast  of  night,  he  view'd. 
Up  he  arose,  and  'round  the  slurab'ring  host 
Silent  he  strode,  and  struck,  at  times,  his  shield* 
On  Mora's  mountain  of  the  bounding  hinds  3'K 

The  air-borile  clangor  reached  Ossian's  ear* 

*  Fillan,'  I  said,  *  the  sounding  foes  advance. 

*  I  liear  the  shield  of  war.     Assume  thy  post 

*  Within  the  narrow  path.     Their  secret  course' 

*  Shall  Ossian  mark. — If,  roaring,  o'er  my  fall  34f 

*  The  host  shall  pour;  th(?n,  be  thy  buckler  lieard: 

*  Awake  the  king  upon  his  shady  heath, 

*  Lest  his  renown  at  once  should  cease  entire,' 

Wide  bounding  o'er  a  stream,  that  in  a  field 
Before  the  king  of  Atha  darkly  wound,  351 

In  all  my  rattling  arms,  at  once,  I  strode. 
Then,  forward  and  obstructive  of  my  course. 
Green  Atha's  king  with  lifted  spear  advanc'd. 
Now,  like  two  ghosts,  that,  bending  from  the  clouds. 
With  strength  oppos'd  send  forth  the  roaring  winds,         35! 
Would  we  have  fiercely  mix'd  in  horrid  fray  ; 
Had  not  th'  high-crested  helm  of  Erin's  kings 
By  Ossian,  at  that  crisis,  been  discern'd. 
Above  it,  rustling  in  the  nightly  breeze. 
Wide  spread  the  eagle's  wing;  whilst  through  the  plumes  360 
Look'd  a  red  star. — I  stop'd  the  lifted  spear. 
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^  Tlie  liclmet  of  kings/  said  I,  '  l^cfore  mc  sliincs  I 

*  Who  urt  thou  son  of  night  ?     Siiall  Ossian's  spear, 

*  When  thou  art  lowly  laid,  rise  in  renown  ?" 

At  once,  the  gleaming  lance  he  drnp'd — the  form     363 
Growing;  before  me  seem'd, — Then,  forth  in  night 
His  hand  he  stretch'd,  and  spoke  the  words  of  kings  : 

*  Friend  of  the  ghosts  of  those,  who  brightly  shone 

*  In  feats  of  war,  meet  I  thee  thus  in  shades  ? 

*  In  grovy  Atha,  in  the  days  of  feasts,  370 

*  Oft'  have  I  wish'd  thy  stately  steps  to  meet:— 

*  But  why  should  now  my  beaming  spear  arise  ?— . 

*  When,  gleaming,  in  the  heat  of  strife  we  bend, 

*  Ossian,  the  sun,  with  bright,  meridian-beamsj 

*  Must  on  us  look,  and  indicate  the  depd,  375 

*  Hence,  the  fam'd  place  shall  future  warriors  mark, 
'  y\nd  shuddering  call  the  days  of  old  to  mind. 

*  It  thev  shall  tftarJc,  like  the  dread  haunt  of  ghosts, 
i*  Pleasant  and  dreadful  to  the  shivering  soul,' 

*  And  shall  it  be  forgotten,  I  reply'd,  3S0 

*  That  we  did  meet,  and  luhere  we  meet  in  peace  ? 
1*  Is  the  remembrance  of  the  din  of  war 

I'  ^Always  delightful  to  the  soul  of  man  ? 

1*  Behold  we  not,  upborne  on  rapture's  wings, 

I'  The  place  where  our  forefathers  held  the  feast?  39>3 

*  But,  when  the  fields,  where  once  in  loar  they  met, 

*  Our  eyes  behold,  the  tears  in  torrents  rush. 

!*  This  sionc,  with  all  its  moss,  shall  rise  and  stand 

*  In  record  speaking  down  to  other  years : 

"  Here  Cathmor  and  Ossian  met,  unmov'd  by  war!         390 
**  'Twas  Iiere  in  peace  the  dauntless  warriors  met !" 
1*  When  thou,  O  stone,  for  evermore  shalt  fail  ; 
i*  Atid  Lubar's  stream  entire  be  roll'd  away: 

*  Then,  lonely  shall  the  weary  trav'ller  come, 
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*  And  peradvcnture  here  in  rest  recline.  395 

*  When  o'er  his  head  is  roU'd  the  darkcn'd  moon, 

*  Our  shadowy  forms  may  come,  and  with  liis  dreams 

*  Mixing  remind  him  of  this  noted  place, 

*  But,  Borbar-duthul's  son  thy  grief  bespeak-—? 

*  Say  now — wliy  turnest  thou  so  dark  away  ?  iCXJS' 

*  Son  of  Fingal,  hereafter,  not  forgot  f 

*  Shall  we  these  winds  ascend. — Our  martial  deeds 

*  Are  streams  of  light  before  the  eyes  of  bards,— 

*  But  dim  on  Atha's  plains  is  darkness  roU'd ; 

*  Low  lies  the  royal  chief,  "without  Jus  song,  405; 

*  Yet  dim,  as  in  the  thunder's  dark-red  course 

*  The  sickcn'd  moon  shines  palely  through  a  cloud, 

*  A  beam  from  his  rough  soul  tow'rds  Cathmor  glcam'd'. 

Then,  in  reply,  I  said :  *  My  flaming  wrath 

*  Dwells  not,  O  Erin's  son,  within  his  house.  41€( 

*  From  the  late  foe,  low-laid  within  the  plain, 

*  On  eagle-wing  my  parting  hatred  flies. 

*  The  song  of  bards  shall  shortly  meet  his  car, 

*  And,  bright'ning  on  his  winds,  shall  Cairbar  joy,' 

Fill'd  with  delight,  the  soul  of  Cathmor  'rose:  415 

His  shining  dagger  from  his  side  he  took. 
And  plac'd  it  gleaming  in  my  peaceful  hand. 
He  plac'd  it  in  my  hand,  with  heaving  sighs. 
And,  in  the  depth  of  silence  strode  away  ; 
Whilst  his  departure  I  atlent  survey'd,  4-20' 

As,  on  tlic  darkly  skirted  heath,  a  ghost 
Of  shady  form,  with  gliding  motion,  meets  ,  | 

The  traveller  by  night,  he  dimly  gleamd,  •  | 

With  mystic  accents,  like  the  songs  of  old, 
With  morning  strides  th*  unfinisli'd  shade  away.  4-25 
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But,  who  now  comes  from  Lubar's  winding  vale  ? 
From  the  dusk  ibldings  of  the  morning-rmist  r 
The  drops  of  heav'n  stand  frequent  on  his  head  ; 
He  in  the  paths  of  mourners  makes  his  steps. 
*Tis  Carril  of  other  times,  w^ith  sv/eetcot  voice  '130 

Returning  sad  from  Tura's  silent  cave. 
Through  the  thin  foldings  of  the  hazy  mist, 
Dark  in  the  rock  the  lonely  place  I  see. 
There,  on  the  blast,  that  bends  its  yielding  trees 
Perhaps  Cuchullin  sits.— Sweet  is  the  song  435 

Of  fragrant  morn  from  Erin's  tuneful  bard. 

•  Away  the  fearful  waves,  in  shrinking  crowds, 

*  At  the  shrill  noise  cf  thy  approach,  O  sun, 

*  Speed  their  swift  flight  I     When  in  thy  locks  grim  death 

*  Is  dimly  folded  : — when  before  thy  course  44C) 

*  Thy  vapours  o'er  tin;  blasted  host  thou  roll'st, 

^  O  sun  of  heav'n,  thy  beauty  dreadful  shines  !— 
f  But,  when  thou  lookest  from  thy  parted  cloud  ; 
And  with  thy  rays  his  dewy  locks  illum'st, 

*  The  smiling  hunter,  shelt'ring  at  the  rock  4i5 

*  Amidst  the  storm,  rejoices  at  thy  beam  :— 
'  Down  from  the  cliff  upon  the  streamy  vale 
f  He  looks  and  sees  the  low  descent  of  roes. 

*  How  long  on  war  shalt  thou,  O  sun,  arise, 

*  And  direful  roll,  a  bloody  shield,  through  heav'n?        450 

*  With  dusky  wand'rings  o'er  thy  gleaming  face 

*  Th'  approaching  deaths  of  hei-oes  I  percei\c!' 

*  Why  wander  Carril's  words? — Enrob'd  in  grief 

*  Does  hcav'n's  bright  fountain  of  the  morning  mouni  ?j 

'  Ever  exulting  in  his  lucent  fire,  455 

*  Unstain'd  he  moves  amidst  his  constant  course. 

*  Roll  on,  thou  careless  light : — yet,  from  thy  height 
t  Perhaps  thcu  also,  in  //^y  turn,  must  fail ; — 
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*  Wifh  dark  approach  tliy  dun  and  sickly  robe 

*  May  seize  thee,  struggling,  in  thy  vaulted  sky.*  460  ' 

*  To  Ossian's  soul,  O  Carril,'  I  reply'd,  ' 

*  Enrapt'ring  are  the  accents  of  the  song. 

*  'Tis  like  the  Melcome  shovv'r  of  vernal  morn, 

*  That  flies  refrigerant  through  the  rustling  vale 

*  On  which  the  sun,  just  rising  from  his  rocks,  465' 

*  Through  the  thin  foldings  of  the  vapour  looks. —  • 

*  But  down  to  sit,  amidst  the  strife  of  song,  ' 

*  This  is  no  time,  O  bard  ! — Bright,  on  the  vale,  -' 

*  Fingdl  appears  in  arms.     The  royal  shield 

*  Flames  in  thy  eyes. — Between  his  hoary  locks  470 

*  The  growing  darkness  his  bright  face  pervades ; 

*  Whilst  Erin's  sons  wide-rolling,  he  beholds. 

*  Does  not  that  tomb  beside  the  roaring  stream 

*  The  eyes  of  Carril  meet  ?• — With  grisly  heads 

Beneath  a  bending  oak  three  stones  arise.  473 

There  low  is  laid  a  king. — Bright  to  the  wind 

*  Give  thou  his  spirit.     For,  by  fraternal  tie 

*  He  is  the  Cathmor  join'd  ! — His  airy  hall 

*  Expand  in  haste ! — To  Cairbar's  darken'd  ghost 

*  A  stream  of  joy  let  thy  soft  song  arise.  460 
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Cemora. 


■     THE  ARGtTMENT. 

MORNTMCr  coming;  on,  Fingal,  after  a  speech  to  his  people,  devolves  the  com- 
imand  on  Gaul,  the  son  of  Morni  ;  it  being  the  custom  of  the  limes,  tliat  the 
king  should  not  engage,  till  the  necessity  of  affairs  required  his  superior  va- 
lour and  conduct.  The  king  and  Ossian  retire  to  the  rock  of  Cormui,  which 
Overlooked  the  field  of  battle.  The  bards  sing  a  war-song.  The  general 
conflict  is  described.  Gaul,  the  son  of  Morni,  distinguishes  himself,  kills 
Turlathon,  chief  of  Merutli,  and  other  chiefs  of  less  name.  t)n  the  other 
hand,  Foldath,  who  commanded  the  Irish  army  (for  Cathnior,  after  thr  ex- 
ample ot  Fingal,  kept  himself  from  battle)  fights  gallantly  ;  kills  Connal, 
chief  of  Dun-lora,  and  advances  to  engsge  Gaul  himself.  Gaul,  in  the  mean 
<ime,  being  wounded  in  the  hand  by  a  random  arrow,  is  covered  by  I'illan, 
'  the  son  of  I'ingal,  who  performs  prodigies  of  valour.  Night  comes  on.  The 
horn  of  ringal  recalls  his  army.  The  bards  meet  them,  with  a  congratulatory 
song,  in  wliich  the  praises  of  Gaul  and  Fillan  are  particularly  celebrated- 
The  chiefs  sit  down  at  a  feast.     Fingal  misses  Connal.     The  episode  of 

■  Connal  and  Duth-caron  is  introduced  ;  which  throws  further  light  on  the 
ancient  history  of  Ireland.  Carril  is  dispatched  to  raise  the  tomb  of  ConnaJ. 
The  action  of  this  book  takes  up  the  second  day,  from  the  opening  gf  the 
pcem. 


BOOK  III. 


NIGH  tlfc  blae  streams  of  Lubar's  wlading  flood 
Beneath  the  bending  hill  of  branchy  roes, 
PV/io  novv  appears  ?     ( — Majestically  tall 
He  on  a  mountain-oak,  by  nightly  winds 
"tJprooted,  leans: — )   IV/io,  but  great  Comlial's  son, 
Bright'ning  amidst  the  last  of  his  fam'd  fields  ? 
Gray  floats  his  hair  upon  tlie  volant  breeze, 
And  Luno's  flaming  sword  lie  Imlf  unsheathes. 
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To  the  (lark  rolling  of  his  foes,   hi«  eyeg 

Are  tow'rds  Moi-lena  turn'd.     Hark  !  dost  thod  hear         10 

The  welcome  echo  of  the  royal  voice  ? 

^Tis  like  the  bursting  of  the  desert  streiam 

When  to  the  field,  with  sultry  drought  bescorch'd, 

Between  its  echoing  rocks  it  rolls  its  wayi 

*  Wide-skirted  from  the  hills  down  comes  the  foe  !     If 

*  Strong  as  the  durant  rocks  of  my  domain, 

*  On  whose  brown  sides  perpetual  waters  rolI> 

*  Ye  sons  of  Morven  of  the  groves,  arise, 

*  A  beam  of  joy  pervades  my  rising  soul ; 

*  For,  strong  before  me  I  perceive  the:  foe.  2(1 

*  'Tis  when  th'  opposing  foe  is  weak  in  arms, 

*  That  from  Fingal  the  bursting  sigh  is  heard  ; 

*  Lest  fameless  death  should  terminate  his  days, 

*  And  darkness  in  oblivion  veil  his  tomb* 

*  Against  Alnecma's  host  which  of  my  chiefs 

*  Shall  lead  the  war  ?     When  thrcat'ning  danger  grows— 

*  'Tis  t^ien  alone  my  waving  sword  shall  shine. 

*  Such  was  the  constant  usuage  heretofore, 

*  Of  Trenmor   (ruler  of  the  winds)  ;  and  thus 

*  Blue  shielded  Trathal  down  to  battle  came.'  3C 

Approvant  of  the  royal  voice,  the  chiefs 
Attentive  bent : — the  honour  of  the  w.ir 
Each  darkly  seems  to  claim.     By  halves  they  scefiil 
Their  mighty  deeds  to  tell,  and  their  red  eyes 
On  Erin  turn.    But,  far  before  the  rest,  oj. 

Stood  Mornl's  son  :   in  silence  deep  he  stood  ; 
For,  who  brave  Gaul's  atchievements  had  not  heard?         ;  I 
Within  his  soul  the  brightness  of  them  rose.  '1 

His  deathtul  hand,  in  secret,  seiz'd  the  sword : 
The  sword  which,  when  the  strength  of  I^orni  fail'd,         4( 
The  warlike  chief  i'rom  streamy  Strumon  brought, 
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On  liis  bright  spear,  amidst  liis  wand'ring  locksj 
Stood  Clatho's  son.     Thrice  to  Fingal  his  eyes 
He  rais'd  J  and  thrice,  but  with  abo  rtive  pow'r, 
To  ypeak  assay'd.^For,  of  no  feats  in  war  45 

Could  Fillan  boast : — at  once  he  strode  away. 
He  o'er  a  distant  stream  inclining  stood  : 
The  tear  hung  in  his  eye.     The  thistle's  Iieard 
At  times  he  struck  with  his  inverted  spear. 

Nor  does  tlic  youth  escape  the  royal  eye  :—  50 

Sidelong  his  rising  son  Fingal  beheld. 
Him  he,  with  bursting  joy,  beheld,  and  turn'd 
Amidst  his  crowded  soul.     The  royal  chief 
Tow'rds  Mora  of  the  woods  in  silence  turn'd. 
With  his  large  locks  he  vcii'd  the  rolling  tear,  55 

And  tlius,  at  length,  his  royal  pleasure  spoke, 

I  *  Thou  first  of  Morni's  soiie,  and  chief  in  fame, 

*  Thou  durant  rock,  defiant  of  the  storm ! 

*  For  low-laid  Cormac's  race,  with  martial  skill 

*  Lead  thou  the  battle.     For,  no  puerile  statf  60 
'  Is  thy  dread  spear  ;  nor  is  thy  flaming  sword 

,  *  An  harmless  beam  of  light. — Thou  valiant  son 
I*  Of  steed-borne  Morni,  mark  tiie  fge- — destroy.—* 

*  Fillan,  with  eye  attent  observe  the  chief :  ^ 

'  lie  is  not  calm  in  strife,  nor  in  the  fight  6a 

*  Burns  he  regardless : — watch,  my  son,  the  king. 

*  Ue  rolls  in  strength  like  Lubar's  sweeping  stream, 
I  *  But  never  foams  and  roars.     From  high,  Fingal, 

.  *  On  cloudy  Mora,  shall  behold  the  war. 

*  Near  to  thy  fatlier,  by  the  falling  stream,  70 

*  Stand,  Ossian,  king  of  songs.     Lift  up  the  voice 
*.  Q  bards  ! — Morveni'ans,  move  beneath  the  sound, 

i*  Think,  warriors,  think!  it  is  my  latter  field  ; — ^ 
'  O'erspread  it,  then,  with  never-fading  light,' 
VuT,.  li.  Q 
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As  o'er  an  isle  low-scited  on  tlie  dco]-),  7." 

For  many  a  dark-brown  year  tlie  seat  of  mist, 
When  some  dark  gliost,  in  wrath,  tlie  billows  heaves  ; 
At  once  the  winds  'rise  sudden,  or  afar 
The  troubled  seas  with  angry  motions  roll : 
So  terrible,  wide-moving  o'er  the  field,  SO 

Advanc'd  with  dauntless  tread  the  sounding  host. 
Whilst  bright  between  his  strides  the  streamlets  gleam'd, 
In  tallness  Gaul  before  the  forces  mov'd  ; 
And,  by  his  side,  the  tuneful  song  the  bards 
High-rais'd  (at  intervals,  the  shield  he  struck), 
And  on  the  skirted  blast  their  voices  rose. 

*  Dimly  by  night  on  Crona,'  said  the  bards, 

*  There  bursts  a  stream.     It  swells  in  its  dark  course 

*  Till  morning's  early  beam.     Then,  from  the  hill 

*  With  its  gray-skirted  rocks  and  hundred  groves,  ! 

*  Its  streams  descend  white-foaming  as  they  fall. 

*  From  rocky  Crona,  and  its  falling  floods, 

*  Far  be  my  steps :  for,  death  is  tumbling  there, 

*  Such,  cloudy  Morven's  sons,  be  your  dire  force  ; 

*  And,  like  a  stream  from  bending  Mora,  pour. 

*  Who,  from  his  car,  on  Clutha  rises  bright? 

*  Before  the  king  the  hills  in  trouble  stand  I 

*  The  dusky  woods  consenting  echo  give, 

*  And  lighten  at  his  sparkling,  gleaming  steel, 

*  See,  how  amidst  the  trembling  foe  he  stands,  I 

*  Like  Colgath's  sportful  ghost,  when  he  descends 

*  Dispersant  of  the  tliick-embody'd  clouds, 

*  And  rides  triumphant  on  their  eddying  wings  I 

*  'Tis  valiant  Morni  of  the  bounding  steeds  !— . 

*  Dreadful  in  might,  be  like  thy  father,  Gaul,  1 
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*   Awide  tlic  gates  of  Selma's  mansion  stand, 

*  And  tunetul  Ijards  the  trembling  harps  assume: 

*  Ten  vout-lis  robust  the  festive  oak  conve)', 

*  A  distant  sunbeam  mnrks  the  grovy  liill, 

*  And  o'er  th.c  fields,  array'd  with  matted  grass,  110 
'  Swift  ily  the  dusky  billows  of  the  blast. 

f*  Siy,  Morven,  why  should  silence  thee  pervade? 

*  With  all  his  liglit  of  fame  the  king  returns, 

*  Did  not  the  flaming  battle  on  the  plain 

*  As  thunder  roar  ?     Yet,  peaceful  is  his  brow.  115 
'  It  roar'd,  and  Morven's  mighty  king  prcvuil'd. 

*  Filian,  be  like  thy  father,  strong  in  war.' 

B^Mieath  the  song  they  mov'd.     High  wa\'d  their  arms, 

As  rushy  fields  beneath  autumnal  \virids« 

Brislit  in  his  arms  on  IMora  stood  the  king,  120 

\'.  mist  'round  iiis  buckler  broad,  as  on  a  bough 

Ah)ft  it  hang  on  Cormul's  mossy  rock, 
I)u^'    flew  the  mist. — 'In  silence  by  Fingal 
:  I  stood;  and  (lest  mine  eyes  sliould  see  the  host, 
I  A  id  thence  my  swelling  soul  perforce  should  rush)  125 

'On  shadowy  Cromla's  wood  my  eyes  I  turn'd. 
j  With  foot  advanceant  on  the  dark-brown  heath 
13  glitter'd  tall,   in  sliining  steel  bcclad. 

So,   sparkling  shines  huge  Tromo's  falling  stream, 

By  nightly  winds  begi)-t  with  ice  constrict.  130 

Aloft,  and  gleaming  to  the  early  beam, 
I  The  buy  beholds  it,  and  attentive  turns 

His  bending  ear;  and  in  amazement  stands, 
.  Intransed  by  the  smallness  of  the  sound. 

Nor,  like  a  youth  within  a  peacful  field,  135 

?Bent  Catiimor  o'er  a  slrcam  :   for,  wide  the  war, 
A  dark  and  troubled  wave,  at  once  he  drew, — 
But,  when  Fingal  on  Mora  he  belie  1-d, 
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His  gcn'rous  pride  arose: — *  Shall  Atha's  chief 

*  Fight  in  the  field  without  a  royal  foe  ?  J4Q 

*  Foldath,'  he  said,  '  my  people  forth  conduct : — . 

*  As  gleams  a  beam  of  lire,  thou  shin'st  in  war.' 

Forth,  like  a  cloud  (the  airy  robe  of  ghosts), 
Advanc'd  the  chief  of  Moma.     From  his  side 
His  sword,  bright-gleaming  like  a  flame,  he  drew,  X4fi 

And  bade  the  battle  iBOve.-^Like  ridgy  waves. 
Dark  pour  the  tribes  their  gath'ring  strength  around. 
Haughty  he  strides  before  them,  and  his  eye 
Red  rolls  in  wrath.     He  cali'd  Dunrathon's  chief, 
And  thus  his  measures  to  arrange  was  heard.  15C 

*  That  path,  which  verdant  winds  behind  the  foe, 

*  Conspicuous,  Cormul,  to  thy  view  appears. 

*  There  place  thy  people,  guardant  of  the  ground, 
'  Lest  Morven  should  my  deathful  sword  avoid, 

*  Bards  of  grecn-valley'd  Erin,  let  no  voice  15i 

*  Of  yours  arise.. — Unfam'd  in  tuneful  song 

*  Must  Morven's  sons,  great  Cairbar's  deadly  foes, 
'  Fall  in  the  war.     Their  dark  and  foggy  mist 

*  On  Lena  wand'ring  with  their  shady  ghosts, 

*  Beside  the  reedy  lake,  in  midnight  gloom  1© 

*  Hereafter  shall  the  shaking  trav'ller  meet, 

*  To  the  bright  dome  of  thin,  transparent  winds^ 

*  Without  the  song,  they  never  shall  ascend.' 

Fierce  Cormul  darken'd  as  he  went :  his  tribes 
Behind  him  rush'd.     Beyond  the  rock  they  sunk. —  l6j 

Tlien  Gaul,  whose  watchful  eye  pursu'd  and  mark'd 
Dunratho's  dark-cy'd  king's  latebrous  course. 
To  Fillan  of  Moruth  spoke  and  gave  command  j 

*  The  steps  of  Cormul  thou  perceiv'st  ;  exert 

*  Thy  arm  of  strcngtb. — Low  when  the  chieftain  lies,      Ifl 
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*  Son  of  Fingal,  remcmbei-  Gaiil  in  war, 

*  Amidst  the  moving  ridge  ol'  bossy  shields, 

*  Here  I'orvvard  into  battle  fierce  I  fall.' 

The  sign  of  death,  the  sound  of  Morni's  shield 
Dreadful  arose.     Gaul  pour'd  his  voice  between, j  175 

High  rose  Fingal  on  Mora ;  and  beheld 
From  wing  to  wing  them  bending  in  the  strife. 
In  gleaming  brightness  on  his  own  dark  hill 
The  royal  strength  of  Atha  also  stooxl. 

So,  radiant  stand,  each  on  his  gloomy  cloud,  180 

Two  ghosts  of  lieav'n,  when  in  their  might  abroad 
They  pour  the  winds,  and  lift  the  roaring  seas. 
The  waves  blue-tumbling,  mark'd  with  yawning  gulphs, 
The  paths  of  whales,  distinctly  they  behold  : 
Yet,  bright  and  undisturb'd  theirselves  remain,  185 

With  locks  of  mist,  light  rising  in  the  gale. 

What  splendent  beam  of  light  high  hangs  in  air  ? 
'Tis  Morni's  dreadful  sword.     Death  on  thy  paths, 
O  Gaul,  is  strew'd.     Together  in  thy  rage 
Those  paths  are  join'd  and  blended  by  thy  tread.  190 

Like  a  young  oak,  with  all  his  branches  'round 
Turlathon  falls. — To  the  returning  king, 
Amidst  her  sleep  by  gurgling  Moruth's  stream. 
His  spouse,  high-bosom'd,  forth  her  snow-white  arms. 
In  dreams  in  her  disorder'd  locks,  protrudes.  195 

Oichoma,  'tis  his  ghost.     Thy  chief  is  1ow.^-h 
No  more,  attentive  to  the  wind's  blue  course, 
Turlathon's  echoing  shield  expect.     'Tis  pierc'd 
Close  by  his  streams : — its  sound  is  past  away. 

Not  peaceful  is  great  Foldath's  hand  :  in  blood  200 

His  course  he  winds.     Him  Connal  met  in  fight, 
And  terrible  their  clanging  shields  they  mix'd. 
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Why  should  muic  eyes  behold  the  carnage  dire  I  I 

Grey,  Connal,  a;e  thy  locks  of  years  advanc'd  !  ' 

Thou,  at  Dun-lora's  rock  with  moss  o'crspreud,  203 

Open  to  strangers  bid'st  thy  house  to  stand. 

\Vhcn  louring  skies  in  clouds  of  night  were  roll'd, 

The  feast  was  spread  ;  whilst,  at  thy  burning  oak. 

The  winds  without  the  joyful  stranger  heard. 

Duth-caron's  son  !  why  art  thou  laid  in  blood  !  210 

Above  thee  bends  the  blasted  tree  ;  and  near, 

In  pieces,  lies  thy  shield.     Hot  with  the  stream 

Thy  blood  is  mix'd,  thou  breaker  of  the  shields  ! 

In  wrath.  I  took  the  spear  ;  but  on  the  foe 
Gaul  forward  rusli'd,  and  by  his  stately  side  21 5 

L  nnotic'd  pass'd  the  weak  :  on  Moma's  chief 
His  tlaming  rage  is  turn'd.     Their  death ful  spears 
'Now  had  they  rajs'd — ^unseen  an  arro'-jo  came. 
The  hand  of  Gaul  it  pierc'd  ;  and  to  the  earth 
Down  sounding  fell  his  steel. — With  Gormul's  shield         2:0 
Young  Fillan  came,  aiDd  large  before  th6  king 
Stretch'd  its  expanse,  .  Exultant  FoWath  sent 
The  shout  abroad  and  kindled  all  the  field. 
So  lifts  the  sullen  blast,  with  stormy  roar 
Through  Lumon's  echoing  groves,  \.\\q  broad-wing'd  flame.  2- 

*  O  blue-ey'd  Clatho's  son,'  then  said  great  Gaul, 

*  Thou  art  a  welcome,  genial  beam  from  heav'n, 

*  That  adventitious  o'er  tlie  troubled  jnain 

*  Bin-'s  up  the  teaipe&t's  wing. — Before  thy  sword 

*  Is  Corinul  falTn,     In  thy  forefathers'  fame  230 
'  Early  thou  shin'st.     Great  heed,  my  hero,  take, 

*  Nor  rush  too  far  ;  lor,   thy  brave  arm  to  aid, 
'  1  cafu'ot  lift  the  spear.     1  therefore  stand 

'   Harmless  in  battle ;  but,    my  voice  abroad 

*  Shall  in  its  :vontcd,  echoing  strength  be  pour'd.  233 
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*  //  sliall  the  valiant  sons  of  Morvcn  hear, 

*  Whilst  they  to  mind  my  former  ckeds  recall,' 

Dreadful  his  voice  rose  on  the  frcsh'ning  wind, 
And  in  the  fight  impetuous  bend  the  host. 
Oft,  when  he  call'd  them  to  the  chase  of  hinds,  24:0 

At  Strumon  had  they  heard  him.— Tall  he  stood 
Amidst  the  gathering  of  the  growing  war. 
So,  in  the  skirts  wild-broken  of  a  storm, 
Majestic  stands  the  stately,  tow'ring  oak. 
One  while,  on  high,  'tis  cloth'd  with  dusky  mist ;  245 

Then,  shews  its  broad  and  waving  head  ;  by  turns. 
From  his  own  rushy  field,  to  view  the  scene, 
^The  musing  hunter  lifts  his  wondring  eye. 

^         O  Fill  m,  through  the  path  of  thy  renown 
My  soul  pursues  thee.     Thou  before  thy  might  2£>0 

Rolledst  the  foe.     Perchance  now  from  thy  steel 
Would  Foldath  fly  :< — but,  nigiit  with  all  its  clouds 
Came  thick'ning  down,  and  Cathmor's  horn  was  heard.— 
Fingal's  loud  voice,  from  Mora's  gather'd  mist. 
The  sons  of  Morven  heard.     The  bards  their  song  255 

On  the  returning  war  now  pour'd,  like  dew. 

*  Amidst  her  wand'ring  locks,  who  comes,'  they  said, 
'  From  roaring  Strumon  ?     Up  tow'rds  Erin  she 

*  Her  blue  eyes  lifts  : — sad  in  her  steps  she  moves, 

*  'Why  Evir-choma,  art  thou  sad  ? — In  fame  260 

*  Who  emulates  thy  chief?     Down  to  the  war 

*  He  dreadful  went,  and  splendid,   as  a  light 

*  Forth  darting  from  a  cloud  opaque,  returns. 

'  In  wrath  the  sword  he  lifted  high,  and  quick 

*  Before  blue-.^hieldcd  Gaul  back  slirunk  the  foe,  265 
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'  Joy,  like  tlie  rustling  gale,  the  royal  soul 

*  Pervades  entire.     The  battles  of  old,  the  days 

*  Wherein  his  fathers  fought,  to  mind  recur. 

*  Fresh  on  Fingal's  glad  mind,  as  he  beholds 

*  His  son's  renown,  the  days  of  old  return.  itT 

*  As  on  a  tree,  which  his  fond  beams  ha\  e  rais'd, 

*  Whilst  on  the  heath  its  lonely  head  it  shakes, 

*  Down  from  his  cloud  the  sun  with  gladness  looks : 

*  So  Fillan's  return  the  king  with  rapture  vicM's. 

*  As,  when  green  Lara's  fields  are  still  and  dark,       27 

*  Hoarse  rolls  the  thunder  on  the  trembling  hills  ; 

*  Such  to  the  ear  are  Morven's  mighty  steps  :— 

*  Pleasant  and  dreadful  they  at  once  are  heard. 

*  With  all  their  sound  they  from  the  field  of  blood 

*  Return,  like  eagles  to  their  dark-brow 'd  rock,  28l 

*  When  the  dun  offspring  of  the  bounding  hind, 

*  Their  late-fall'n  prey,  lies  mangled  on  the  plain. 

*  Down  with  delight  from  their  bright-skirted  clouda 

*  Your  fathers,  sons  of  streamy  Cona,  lookV 

Such  was  the  mighty  music  of  the  bards,  23 

On  Mora  of  the  hinds.     A  spreading  flame 
'Rose  from  a  hundred  oaks,  from  Cormul's  steep 
Uprooted  by  the  storms  of  roaring  winds. 
Around  the  feast,  wliich  in  the  midst  was  spread. 
Sat  down  the  gleaming  chiefs.     In  all  his  strength  291 

Fingal  was  there,  and  from  the  vult'rine  plumes. 
His  helm  encrcsting^  rose  a  whistling  sound. 
The  rustling  blast,  which  from  the  westward  blew, 
Unequ  d  riish'd  through  night.- — In  silence  long 
'Round  look'd  the  king.     At  length,  his  words  were  hcarcK 

*  My  soul  still  feels  a  want  amidst  our  joy, 
'  A  breach  among  my  friends  I  sec ;  and  low 
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*  Is  one  tree's  head.     In  pours  the  squally  wind 

*  On  Selma. — Say,  wliere  is  Dun-lora's  chief? 

*  Ought  he  to  be  forgotten  at  the  fer.st  ?  oOO 

*  When,  in  the  mansions  of  his  echoing  hall 

*  Did  /le  forget  the  stranger  ?     'Mongst  my  host 

*  No  voice  is  heard  ! — Then,  Connal  is  no  more  ! 

*  Joy  meet  thee,  warrior,  like  a  stream  of  light; 

'  And  swift,  enfolded  in  the  mountain-winds,  505 

*  To  thy  forefathers  be  thy  airy  course ! 

*  Ossian,  thy  soul  is  fre:  of  this  good  king 

'  The  mem'ry  kindle  : — the  wars  of  Connal  'wake, 

*  When  first  in  battle  he  shone. — The  flowing  locks 

*  Of  Connal  floated  gray.     His  days  of  youth  310 

*  Were  mix'd  with  mine.     Duth-caron,  in  one  day, 

*  Our  bows  against  Dun-lora's  roes  first  strung.' 

*  Many,'   I  said,  *  to  battle  are  our  paths, 

*  In  green-hill'd  Inis-fail.     Oft'  'rose  our  sails, 

'  O'er  the  blue-tumbling  waves,  in  other  days,  315 

'  When  we  to  aid  the  race  of  Conar  came. 

*  Once,  by  Duth-ula's  headstrong,  foaming  streams, 
'  The  deathful  strife  in  green  AInecma  roar'd. 

*  Down  to  the  war  from  cloudy  Morven  came 

*  Duth-caron's  aid  with  Cormac's  strength  conjoin'd.         320 
'  Nor  came  the  brave  Duth-caron  there  alone, 

*  His  son  was  by  his  side,  the  long-hair'd  youth 
'  Of  Connal,  with  the  first  of  his  bright  spears. 

*  To  aid  the  king  of  Erin,  thou  Fingal, 

*  Clad  in  thy  arms  assum'dst  the  chief  command.  ?>'l^ 

'  As  bursts  a  stream  in  all  its  strength,  to  war 

*  The  sons  of  Bolga  rush'd.     Before  thena  dark 

*  Blue-streaming  Atha's  chief,  Colc-ulla  mov'd. 

*  Upon  the  plain,  as  meet  two  stormy  seas, 

'  Mix'd  was  the  battle. — As  his  forefathers*  forms,  330 
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'  In  his  own  strife  bright  Cormac's  valour  shone, 

*  But  fierce  Duth-caron,  far  before  tlie  rest, 

*  Hew'd  down  the  foe.     Nor,  by  his  father's  side, 

*  Slept  Connal's  arm.     Fierce  Atha's  battling,  steel 

*  Prevail'd  upon  the  plain  : — like  scatter'd  mist  335 

*  The  people  of  Ullin  back,  retreating,  fled. 

*  Then  'rose  Duth-caron's  sabre,  and  the  steel, 

*  Which  in  the  strife  broad-shielded  Connal  wore. 

*  They,  like  two  rocks,  with  all  their  heads  of  pine, 

*  Over  their  friends  amidst  retreating  flight  otO 

*  A  shade  effective  plac'd. — When  lalling  clouds 

*  Duth-ula's  plains  envelop'd  in  black  night, 

*  Along  the  field  the  chiefs  in  silence  strode. 

*  Loud  roar'd,  across  the  path,  a  mountain-stream, 

*  Nor  o'er  its  channel  could  Duth-caron  bound.  345 
*'  Why  stands  my  potent  father  ?"  *  Connal  said  :' 

"  I  hear  the  rushing  of  the  roaring  foe," 

"  Fly,  Connal,"  *  he  reply'd,'  "  thy  father's  strength 
"  Begins  to  fail : — here  let  me  rest  in  night : 
'*  Wounded  from  battle  hither  am  I  come." —  3hQ 

"  But  unattended  thou  shalt  not  remain," 
'  Said  Connal's  bursting  sigh.'     "  Dun-lora's  chief 
"  To  hide,  my  shield  is  like  an  eagle's  wing." 

*  He  darkly  bends  above  the  bleeding  chief, 

*  And  in  his  strength  the  brave  Duth-caron  dies.  355 

•  Day  rose,  and  night  return'd  :  yet  on  the  heath 

*  In  thoughtful  mood  appear'd  no  lonely  bard, 

'  Could  gen'rous  Connal  leave  his  father's  tomb, 

'  Till  the  dead  warrior  should  his  fame  receive? 

*  Against  Duth-ula's  roes  lie  bent  the  bow,      ^  ,.  30'0 

*  And  spread  the  lonely  feast.     He  on  the*^dmb 

*  Seven  nights  repos'd  his  bead  ;  and  in  liis  dreams 
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*  His  lather's  dusk  and  troubled  form  Ix-hcld. 

*  Dark,  in  a  blast,  like  reedy  Lego's  mist, 

*  Convoivent  roU'd  his  father's  ghost  he  saw. —  365 

*  At  Icngtii,  deep-musing,  tuneful  Colgan  came, 

*  The  bard  of  high  Temora  of  the  groves. 

*  His  lasting  fame  Duth-caron  then  receiv'd, 

*  Bright'ning  in  air  as  on  the  wind  he  rose." 

'  Delightful  to  the  ear,'  then  said  Fingai,  370 

*  The  praises  of  the  kings  of  men  resound  ; 

*  Whose  bows  are  strong  in  battle  ;  but,  ag:iin, 

*  Who  melt  in  pity,  wiien  the  sad  they  see. 

*  Thus,  when  the  bards  shall  clear  my  rising  soul, 

*  Enroll'd  in  fame  bright  let  my  name  remain.  375 

*  Carril,  Kinfena's  son,  now  take  tlic  bards, 

*  And  raise  a  ridg}'  tomb.      T/n's  n'lght.  in  peace, 

*  Within  his  narrow  house  let  Connal  dwell  ; 

*  Nor  let  the  valiant  soul  on  winds  remain. 

*  Through  the  broad-headed,  waving  mountain-groves      330 

*  The  moon,  faint-glimmering,  on  Moi-lena  sliines. 

*  Beneath  its  beams,  of  all  the  fall'n  in  war 

*  The  mem'ry  to  record,  the  stones  erect. 

'*  Though  they  rank'd  not  as  chiefs,  yet  still  their  hands 

*  In  fight  were  stout  and  strong.     In  danger  they  o'^o 

*  Were  my  firm  rock — and  they,  the  mountain  strong, 

*  From  which  my  eagle-wings,  in  plumes,  I  spread, 

*  Thence  sprung  for  me  a  fountain  of  renown. 

*  Carril,  let  not  oblivion  veil  the  low. 

Loud,  from  the  hundred  bards,  at  once,  the  song      390 
Of  fun'ral  dirge  arose.     Kinfena's  son 
Before  them  strode.     Behind  him  sound  their  strains, 
Like  murm'ring  stroams  ;  whilst  in  Moi-lena's  vales 
(Where  each,  with  its  own  darkly-gliding  streams, 
Deep  winds  between  the  hills),  still  silence  dwells.  395 
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The  solemn  voices  of  the  mournful  bards 

Still  less'ning,  as  along  they  mov'd,  I  heard. 

Forward  in  posture  from  my  shield  I  lean'd. 

And  felt  the  kindling  of  my  glowing  soul. 

Forth  eager  burst,  upon  the  nightly  breeze,  40Q 

The  half-form'd  accents  of  my  embryo-song. 

So,  hears  a  tree,  lone  standing  in  the  vale 

The  voice  of  spring  around.     With  shooting  leaves 

It  hails  the  sun,  and  shakes  its  verdant  head. 

The  breeze-borne  humming  of  the  mountain-bee  405 

Near  it  is  heard,  and  from  the  blasted  heath 

The  hunter  sees  it  with  ecstatic  joy. 

Young  Fillan  distant  stood,  and  on  the  ground 
His  helmet  glitt'ring  lay.     Loose  to  the  blast 
Is  his  dark  hair  ;  and,  like  a  beam  of  light,  410 

Leaning  upon  his  spear,  stood  Clatho's  son  ; 
List'ning  with  gladness  to  the  royal  voice. 

Car-borne  Fingal  then  said  :  *  My  valiant  son  ! 

*  Thy  deeds  I  saw,  and  gladness  filTd  my  soul ! 
*'  Bright  from  its  black  and  gather'd  cloud,"  '  I  said,'       415 
"  Bursts  our  forefathers'  fame."     *  O  Clatho's  son, 
'  Brave  is  thy  soul,  but  headlong  in  the  strife, 

*  Fingal,  though  ever  fearless  of  the  foe, 

*  Not  so  advanc'd.     Behind  thee  keep  thy  host 
'  Close-ridg'd.     They  are  thy  bulwark  in  the  field.  420 

*  Then,  shall  renown  long  clothe  thy  honour'd  name, 
'  And  thou  the  tombs  of  thy  forefathers  see, 
'  Fresh  to  my  thoughts  the  mem'ry  of  the  past, 

*  My  deeds  in  other  years  perform'd  (when  first 

*  On  the  green-valley'd  isle,  amidst  the  host,  42S 
'  1  bounding  came  from  ocean),  now  return.' 
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Attentive  to  the  royal  voice  we  bend, 
Whilst  the  pale  moon  looks  from  her  cloud  abroad  : 
Near,  with  her  dusk,  grey-skirted  comes  the  mist. 
The  vap'ry  dwelling  of  the  ghosts  of  air,  430 
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ARGUMENT. 
THE  secar.d  night  continues.  Fingal  relates,  at  tiie  feast,  his  own  first  expe- 
dition into  rieland.and  his  marriage  with  Ros-craoa,  the  daughter  of  Coriiiac, 
king  of  that  island.  The  Irish  chiefs  convene  in  the  presence  of  Cathmor. 
The  situation  of  the  king  described.  The  story  of  Sul-malla,  the  daughter 
of  Conmor,  king  of  luis-hiina,  who,  in  the  disguise  of  a  young  warrior,  had 
followed  Cathmor  to  the  war.  The  sullen  behaviour  of  Foldath,  who  had 
commanded  in  the  battle  of  the  preceding  day,  renews  the  diflcrence  be- 
tween him  and  Malthos;  but  Cathmor  interposing,  ends  it.  'J'iie  chiefs 
feast,  and  hear  the  song  of  I'onar  the  bard.  Cathmor  retires  to  rest,  at  a 
distance  from  the  army.  The  ghost  of  liis  brother  Cairbar  appears  to  him 
in  a  dream  ;  and  obscurely  foretels  the  issue  of  the  war.  The  soliloquy  of 
the  king.  He  discovers  Sul-malla.  Morning  comes.  Her  soliloquy  closes 
the  book. 
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*  ON  Sclma's  streamy  rock,'  then  said  the  king, 
Beneath  an  oak  I  sat,  when  from  the  sea 
'Rose  Connal,  with  Duth-caron's  broken  spear. 
Far  distant  stood  the  youth,  whilst  his  sad  eyes 
Away  he  turn'd  ;  for,  on  his  own  green  hills,  5 

Where  once  his  father  walk'd,  he  thought  in  grief, 
I  darken'd  in  my  place,  and  o'er  my  soul 
Koll'd  dusky  thoughts. — Before  my  presence  'rose 
The  kings  of  Erin.     Then,  my  flaming  sword 
I  half-unsheath'd,  when  slow  approach'd  the  chiefs  10 

With  silent  eyes  uplifted.     Still  they  stood 
(As  stationed  hangs  a  ridge  of  stormy  clouds) 
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*  Expectant  of  the  bursting  of  my  voice  ; 

*  Which  was  to  them  a  forcive  wind  from  heav'n, 

*  The  dusky  mountain-mist  away  to  roli.  15 

*  To  rise  before  the  roar  of  Cona's  wind 

*  My  albid  sails  I  bade.     Three  hundred  youths, 

*  Up  from  their  waves,  upon  my  bossy  shield 

*  Attentive  look'd.     Aloft  upon  the  mast 

«  It  hung  and  mark'd  the  dark-blue  sea  beneath  20 

*  With  answ'ring  shade.     But  when  the  night  came  down, 

*  The  warning  boss  at  intervals  I  struck — 

I  struck,  and,  upward,  for  Ul-erin  look'd, 

With  fiery  hair.     Nor  was  the  star  of  heav'n 

Lost  to  my  eyes :  for,  red  between  the  clouds,  25 

It  made  its  way,  whilst  I  the  lovely  beam. 

On  the  faint-gleaming  deep,  in  haste  pursu'd. 

Enrob'd  in  mist  'rose  Erin,  with  the  morn  : — 

Into  Moi-lena's  bay,  in  echoing  woods 

*  Einbosom'd,  where  its  azure-waters  roU'd,  30 
Shortly  we  came.     Here,  in  his  secret  hall, 

Colc-ulla's  strength  to  shun,  was  Cormac  clos'd. 
Nor  this  dark  foe  did  he  alone  avoid  : 
Ros-crana,  with  blue  eyes,  is  also  there, 

*  The  maid,  white-handed,  daughter  of  the  king.  35 

*  Gray,  on  his  pointless  spear,  forth  slowly  came 

*  The  aged  steps  of  Cormac.     Irom  his  locks. 
Wide-waving,  came  the  smile  ;  but  in  his  soul 

'  Sat  grief  corrosive.     In  his  presence  few 

Us  he  beheld,  and  deep  arose  his  sigh.  40 

"  'Tis  true,"  *  he  said,'  "  great  Trenmor's  arms  I  see  ; 

And  these,  too,  are  the  steps  of  Morven's  king  ! 
*'  Fingal  !  to  Cormac's  darken'd  soul  thou  shin'st 

A  beam  of  light ;  and,  early  is  thy  fame, 
<"  My  son  :  but  strong  are  Erin's  dark'ning  foes.  43 
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*'  They  in  the  land,  like  streamy  torrents,  roar, 
"  O  son  of  car-borne  Comhal,  Morven's  chief.** 

"  Yet,"  *  in  my  rising  soul  I  said,'  "  away 

"  They  may  be  roli'd.     King  of  blue-shielded  hosts, 

"  Not  of  the  race  of  weakness  are  we  sprung. —  ftO  ' 

"  Why,  like  a  ghost  of  night,  should  pallid  fear 

"  Amongst  us  come  ? — As  foes  upon  the  field 

"  Increase,  the  rising  souls  of  warlike  men 

"  Grow  in  proportion.     On  the  young  in  war, 

"  O  king  of  Erin's  plains,  no  darkness  roll."  55 

*  Whilst  bursting  tears  came  down  from  Erin's  king^ 

*  He  seiz'd  my  hand  in  silence,  and  reply'd  : 
"  Race  of  the  daring  Trenmor,  I  no  cloud 
"  Before  thee  roll.     In  ancestorial  fire 

"  Fervent  thou  burn'st ;  and  I  behold  the  flame.  60 ' 

"  Thy  course  in  battles,   like  a  stream  of  light, 
*'  It  marks  characteristic.     But  th"  approach 
"  Of  Cairbar  wait,  my  son  must  join  thy  sword. 
"  From  distant  streams  all  UUin's  sons  he  calls." 

*  Then  to  the  mansion  of  the  royal  chief,  65 

*  Where  stately,  and  inclos'd  by  rocks  antique 

*  It  rose,  we  came :  rocks,  on  whose  shady  sides 

*  Enfluted  were  the  marks  of  streams  of  old. 

*  Broad  oaks  around  bent  with  their  grisly  moss  ; 

*  And  the  thick  birch  high  waves  its  verdant  head. 

*  Half  hid,  within  her  shady  grove,  the  song 
'   Ros-crana  rais'd.     Upon  the  dulcet  lyre 

*  Her  hands  of  whiteness  rose.     Her  beauteous  eye? 
'  Blue-rolling  I  beheld. — A  spirit  of  heav'n 

*  Half-folded  in  a  broken  cloud  she  s?cm'il. 
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*  Three  festive  days  we  ;it  Moi-Iena  spehf, 

*  And  briglit  amidst  my  troubled  soul  she  rose. 

*  Cormac  beheld  me  dark.     He  gave  the  maid 

*  \V^itli  snow-white  bosom. — Then,  with  bending  eye, 

*  Amidst  the  wand 'ring  of  her  tressy  locks,  SO 
'  She  came.     She  came :  and,  straight,  the  battle  roar'd. 

*  Colc-uila  rush'd.     My  spear  I  seiz'd. — My  sword 

*  Rose  with  my  people,  'gainst  the  ridgy  foe. 

*  Alnecma  fled ;  Colc-ulla  fell  ;  and  back 

*  Amidst  renown,  Fingal  victorious  came.  85 

*  O  Fillan  him,  who  in  his  people's  strength 

'  Fights,  fame  will  crown.     His  steps,  through  lands  hostile, 

*  The  bard  pursues.     But,  he  who  fights  alone— 

*  Few  are  /lis  deeds  to  other  times. — A  light 

*  Mighty  he  shines  to-day  : — to-morrow,  low.  90 
'  His  fame  one  song  contains.     On  one  dark  field 

'  His  name  remains.     His  mem'ry  lies  forgot, 

*  Save  where  his  tomb  sends  forth  the  tufted  grass.* 

In  words  like  these,  on  Mora  of  the  roes, 
Fingal  his  deeds  and  thoughts  rehears'd.     Three  bards,        95 
From  Cormul's  rock,  pour'd  down  in  graceful  strains 
The  song  melodious.     Slumber,  in  the  sound. 
On  the  broad-skirted  host  descended  sweet.— 
From  the  rais'd  tomb  of  dark  Dun-Iora's  king 
Carril,  attended  by  the  bards,  return'd.  100 

Not  to  the  bed,  where  low  the  hero  sleeps 
In  darkness,  shall  the  voice  of  morning  come. 
No  more,  around  thy  narrow,  silent  house, 
Siuill  the  fleet  roes  with  boundings  meet  thy  ear. 

As  round  a  nightly  meteor  roll  the  clouds  103 

With  troubled  motion,  when  their  dark-brown  sides 
They  brighten  with  its  light,  whilst  raging  swells 
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The  rolling,  hiaving  sea:  so  Erin's  host 

Around  the  gleaming  form  of  Atha's  king 

In  crowds  conven'd,  whilst  stately  in  the  midst,  1 10 

Careless,  he  lifts,  at  times,  the  pond'rous  spear, 

As  swells  or  falls  the  distant,  tuneful  harp 

By  Fonar  touch 'd.     Near  him,  against  a  rock, 

Sul-malla  lean'd,  the  snow-white  bosonVd  maid, 

The  daughter  of  Con-mor,  Inis-huna's  king,  115 

With  eyes  blue-rolling,  from  the  land  of  roes. 

To  Con-mor's  aid  blue-shielded  Cathmor  came, 
And  roll'd  away  his  foes.     His  stately  mien 
Within  the  festive  hall  Sul-malla  saw ; 

Nor  on  the  long-haird  maid  of  matchless  form  120 

With  heedless  unconcern  roll'd  Cathmor's  eyes. 

The  third  day  'rose. — From  Erin  of  the  streams 
Came  Fithil,  and  of  Morven's  bossy  shield 
Uplifted,  and  red  hair'd  Cairbar's  plight 
With  danger  pregnant,  spoke: — straight,  Cathmor  rais'd  125 
The  sail  at  Cluba:  but  in  other  lands 
The  winds  abode.     He,  therefore,  on  the  coast 
Three  days  remain'd,  and  turn'd  on  Con-mor's  halls 
Steadfast  his  eyes.     For,  in  his  lab'ring  mind 
The  stranger's  daughter  ran,  and  from  his  breast  13© 

'Rose  the  deep  sigh. — Now,  when  th'  approaching  gales 
Awak'd  the  wave,  descending  from  the  hill 
Appear'd  a  youth  in  shining  armour  clad  ; 
To  lift  with  Cathmor  in  his  echoing  field 
The  sword  of  battle.     'Twas  the  white  arm'd  fair,  135 

Sul-malla  ;  who  in  secret  beauty  dwelt 
Beneath  the  helmet.     In  the  king's  own  path 
Her  steps  abode;  and  stili  on  Atha's  chief. 
When  by  his  roaring  streams  he  lay,  her  eyes 
Rolled  incessant.     Yet,  the  chief  suppos'd  140 
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That  still  on  Lumon  she  pursu'd  the  rocs, 

Or,  splciKk-nt  on  a  rock  she  to  the  wind 

Her  white-lumd  stretch'd,  observant  of  its  course 

Whether  with  friendly  gales  from  Inis-fail, 

The  verdant  dwelling  of  her  love,  it  blew.  145 

He,  with  his  sails  white-bosom'd,  to  return 

Had  pledg'd  his  promise. — Near  thee,  Atha's  king. 

Reposing  on  iier  rock  the  maid  abides. 

Around,  the  stately  persons  of  the  chiefs 
(All,  but  the  dark-brow'd  Foldath)  stood.— Beneath         150 
A  distant  tree,  roll'd  in  his  haughty  soul, 
He  stood  in  darkness,  whilst  his  bushy  hair 
Whistl'd  in  wind.     At  intervals,  a  song 
In  hums  breaks  forth.     At  length,  tlic  sturdy  tree 
In  wrath  he  struck,  and  rush'd  before  the  king.  153 

Stately  and  calm,  before  the  beaming  oak 
'Rose  young  Hidalla's  form.     His  flowing  hair 
In  wreaths  o ("^waving  light,  around  his  cheek 
O'crcast  with  blushes,  falls.     When  he  the  lyre 
Within  his  hall,  near  roaring  waters,  touch'd,  IGO 

In  Clonra,  in  his  ancestorial  vale, 
Soft  were  the  accents  of  his  tuneful  voice. 

*  Now  is  the  time  for  feasts,  O  Erin's  king,' 
Begun  the  youth :  *  Now  give  the  bards  command 
'  To  raise  the  voice,  and  roll  the  night  away.—  16^ 

'  More  terrible  to  war,  when  rous'd  with  song, 
*  The  soul  returns.     Upon  green  Inis-fail 
'  Thick  darkness  settles,  and,  from  hill  to  hill, 
'  Descending,  bend  the  skirted  clouds. — Far  off 
'  And  gray  upon  the  dusky  heath  are  seen  170 

■  The  dreadful  strides  of  ghosts :  the  ghosts  of  those, 

Who  fell,  bend  forward,  list'ning  to  their  song, 
'  Bid  thou  the  harps  to  rise,  and,  at  the  sound, 

The  dead  shall  brighten  on  their  wand'ring  blasts.' 
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*  Be  all  the  dead  forgot,'  then  Foldath  said,  175 

In  bursting  wrath.     *  In  fight  upon  the  field 

*  Did  not  I  fail  ?     And,  shall  1  hear  the  song? 

*  Yet  without  harm  was  not  my  course  in  fight : 

*  Blood  stream'd  around  ray  steps. — But,  in  my  rear        180 

*  Abode  the  weak,  and  hence  the  foe  escap'd 

*  My  flaming  sword.     Therefore  in  Clon-ra's  vale 

*  Touch  thou  the  harp,  and,  answ'ring  to  thy  voice, 

*  Let  Dura  sound  ;  whilst  from  the  neighb'ring  grove 

*  On  thy  long,  yellow  locks  some  virgin  looks.  185 

*  From  Lubar's  echoing  plain,  the  field  of  death, 

*  Where  heroes  strive,  thou  needles  harper,  fly,' 

Then  Malthos  thus :  *  'Tis  thine  to  lead  in  war, 

*  King  of  Temora. — On  the  dark-brown  field 

*  Thou  to  our  eyes  art  flaming  as  a  fire,  190 

*  Thou  quick  and  fierce,  as  rolls  the  rushing  blast, 

*  O'er  hosts  hast  forc'd  thy  way,  and  low  in  blood 

*  Them  laid.     Yet,  when  thou  from  the  roaring  field 

*  Victorious  cam'st,  what  ear  has  heard  thy  words  ? 

*  In  death  the  -wrathful  only  take  delight.  195  i 

*  On  the  dire  wounds  their  deathful  spears  have  made, 

*  Dark  in  their  souls,  their  'vengeful  minds  repose. 
'  Strife  is  enfolded  in  their  thoughts  :  their  woids 

*  Frequent  are  heard.     O  Moma's  chief,  thy  course 

*  Was  like  a  troubl'd  stream.     On  thy  dark  path  200 

*  Were  roll'd  the  dead: — yet,  others  too  the  spear 

*  With  warlike  prowess  lift.     Nor  in  thy  rear 

*  Remain'd  we  feeble,  but  the  foe  was  strong.' 

The  bending  forward  and  the  rising  rage 
Of  either  chief,  the  gen'rous  king  perceiv'd.  205' 

For,  half-unsheath'd,  their  glitt'ring  swords  they  held. 
And  roll'd  their  silent  eyes. — In  horrid  fray 
Now  dreadful  had  they  mix'd,  had  not  the  breast 
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Ol'  Cathmor  burn'd  with  wrath.     His  sword  he  drew 
(Which  gleam'd  in  night  responsive  to  the  oak 
Hi2;h-tiHminiz;),  and  in  intervention  said  : 

•  ^'our  swelhng  souls,  ye  sons  ol"  pride,  allay. 

•  In  night  retire  :  why  should  my  rage  arise  ? 

'  With  both  in  arms  should  I  contend?     For  strife 

*  This  is  no  time: — ye  clouds  at  my  repast,  215 

*  Retire.     Awake  my  kindling  soul  no  more.' 

'         Then,  from  the  king  on  either  side  they  sunk. 
So,  vanish  quickly  from  the  rays  of  morn 
Two  rolling  columns  of  dark-vapour'd  mist, 
When  on  its  glitt'ring  rocks  the  orient  sun  220 

Between  them  darts.     Obscure  on  either  side 
Each  rolls,  retiring  to  its  reedy  pool. 

In  silence  sat  the  chieftains  at  the  feast. 
At  times  on  Atha's  king,  where  on  his  rock 
He  strode  amidst  the  setting  of  his  soul,  225 

They  look'd. — At  length,  upon  Moi-Iena  fell 
The  shades  of  sleep,  and  on  the  field  of  war 
The  liost  repos'd. — Beneath  his  distant  tree 
Rose  Fonar's  voice  alone. — In  Cathmor's  praise 
Larthon  of  Lumon's  son,  it  sweetly  'rose.  2.)0 

But  Cathmor  heard  not. — At  the  roaring  stream 
The  warrior  lay,  whilst  o'er  his  whistling  locks 
The  rustling  breeze  of  night  with  briskness  blew. 

Cairbar,  half-seen  from  his  low-hanging  cloud. 
Came  to  his  dreams;  whilst  darkly  in  his  face  235 

Joy  rose  :  the  song  of  Curril's  solemn  dirge 
His  ear  had  reach'd  :  his  shady-skirted  cloud 
A  blast  sustain'd,  which,  tow'rds  his  airy  hall 
As  with  his  fame  he  'rose,  he  sudden  seiz'd 
In  night's  chili  bosom.     Thus  his  feeble  words  240 
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Half-mixed  with  the  streamy  noise,  he  pour'd  : 

*  Joy  met  the  soul  of  Cathmor  :  and  his  voice 
'  Was  on  Moi-lena  heard. — His  song  the  hard 
'  To  Cairbar  gave :  he  on  the  aerial  blast 

*  Now  tra\els. — Terrible  as  glides  the  light  2't5 

*  Across  the  desert  in  a  midnight  storm 

*  Winding,  my  form  is  in  my  father's  hall. — . 
'  When  thou  art  low,  no  bard  of  solemn  song 

'  Shall  at  thy  tomb  be  wanting.     For,  the  brave 

*  Delight  the  sons  of  song,     A  pleasant  gale  250 

*  Is  thy  fam'd  name,  O  Cathmor,  and  the  sounds 

*  Mournful  arise. — On  Lubar's  field  of  night 

*  There  is  a  voice!   still  louder  be  that  voice, 

*  Ye  shadowy  ghosts  !  the  dead  -were  full  of  fame. 

*  Shrill  swells  the  feeble  sound.     The  rougher  blast  25.5 

*  Alone  is  heard  I     Ah,  soon  is  Cathmor  low  !' 

He  spoke:  and,  straight,  into  himself  ron\olv'd, 

Wide  on  the  bosom  of  his  blast  he  flew 

His  sudden  flight  the  aged  oak  perceiv'd, 

And  shook  its  whistling  head. — Then  from  his  rest  260 

Started  the  king,  and  took  his  deathful  spear. 

Around  he  lifts  his  eyes ;  but,  when  he  sees 

Dark-skirted  night  alone,  he  thus  begins  : 

'  'Twas  the  kind's  voice ;  but  now  his  shady  form 

*  Is  vanish'd. — Children  of  the  silent  night,  2^)5 

*  Unmarked  is  your  path  in  liquid  air. 

*  Like  a  reflected  beam,  in  deserts  wild 

*  Often  are  ye  beheld  ;  yet  in  your  blasts, 

*  Before  our  steps  approach,  ye  swift  retire. 

*  Go  then,  ye  race  of  weakness  !     For,  with  you  270 

*  Knowledge  is  none  :  weak  are  your  utmost  joys, 

*  And  like  the  somnal  dream,  or  light-wing'd  thought, 

*  That  flies  across  the  soul. — Is  Cathmor's  fate, 

*  Soon  to  be  low  ?  in  darkness  to  be  laid 


Book  IV.)  T  E  M  O  R  A.  138 

*  Within  the  narrow  house,  where,  with  her  eyes  275 

*  Hulf-open,  morning  never  makes  approjich  ? 

*  Away,  thou  empty  shade— far  hence  away  ! 

*  To  fight  is  mine  !     Away,  all  further  tliouglits  ! 

*  To  seize  my  beam  of  fame,  in  might  I  rush 

*  On  eagle-wings. — Low  in  the  lonely  vale,  280 

*  Where  eddying  waters  roll  their  murm'ring  streams, 

*  Abides  the  little  soul.     His  obscure  name, 

*  Though  seasons  return,  and  years  themselves  roll  on, 

*  Remains  unnotic'd.     Cloudy  death  e'er  long 

*  Blast-borne  approaches,  and  his  hoary  head  285 

*  In  dust  deposits. — On  the  fenny  field 

*  His  ghost  is  roll'd  in  vapour  :  but  on  hills, 

*  Or  mossy  vales  of  wind,  it  has  no  course, 

*  But  so  departs  not  Cathmor.— In  the  field 

<  No  boy  was  he,  that  on  the  echoing  hills  290 

*  But  marks  the  bed  of  roes.     My  issuing  forth 

*  Was  with  great  kings,  and  in  dread,  roaring  plains 

*  My  joy  rebounds  ;  when  hqsts  are  roU'd  away 

*  In  broken  ranks,  like  seas  before  the  wind.' 

So  spoke  Alnecma's  king,  whilst  in  his  soul  295 

Bright'ning  he  grows  ;  for,  like  a  pleasant  flame, 
Gleams  valour  in  his  breast. — Upon  the  heath 
Stately  he  strides,  whilst  Vith  refulgent  blaze 

•  The  golden  beam  of  cast  around  is  pour'd.— 

I  Whilst  he  his  host  upon  the  field  beheld,  300 

1  In  light  their  ridges  spreading  wide,  and  gray  ; 
Joying  he  stood.     So  joys  a  spirit  of  heav'n, 
When  forth  upon  his  seas,  in  steps  of  pride, 

1  He  comes,  and  all  th'  sequoreal  surf  around 
Peaceful  beholds,  and  all  the  winds  are  laid.  30.5 

But,  soon  he,  rousant,  'wakes  the  sleeping  waves, 
And  to  some  echoing  coast  them  largely  rolls. 
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Upon  the  rushy  bank,  where  glides  a  stream, 
The  daiii^hlcr  of  Inis-huna  slept  profound. 
Fall'n  from  her  head  the  helmet  lay. — In  dreams  310 

She  on  the  lands  of  her  forefathers  thought. 
She  thought,  that  morning  bcam'd  upon  the  field — 
Down  from  the  rocks  gray  leap'd  the  falling  streams — 
In  shadowy  waves  above  the  rushy  fields 
The  breezes  fly.     Preparant  for  the  chase  SIS' 

There  is  the  sound,  and,  moving  from  the  hall, 
The  tread  of  warriors.     But  above  the  rest 
Tow'rds  streamy  Atha's  hero  : — from  his  steps 
His  eye  of  love  he  on  Sul-malla  bends. 
Away  with  pride,  vain-glorious  at  the  sight,  3^0! 

Her  face  she  turns,  and  careless  bends  the  bow. 

Such  were  the  dreams  deceptive  of  the  maid, 
When  Atha's  warrior  came. — He  her  fair  face, 
Amidst  her  wand'ring  looks,  before  him  saw: 
The  maid  of  Lumon  he  beheld  and  knew —  3^ 

But  what  should  Cathmor  on  this  crisis  do  ? 
His  sigh  arose  :  then,  from  his  melting  eyes 
Fell  the  warm  tears — but,  straight,  he  turn'd  away. 

*  This  is  no  time,  O  Atha's  king,'  he  said, 

*  To  "wake  thy  secret  soul.     Before  thee  rolls  350 

*  The  roar  of  battle,  like  a  trou]}lcd  stream.' 

That  warning  boss,  where  dwelt  the  voice  of  war. 
He  struck  ;  and  'round  him  Erin's  sons  arose. 
Loud  as  the  wings  of  eagles. — From  her  sleep, 
In  her  disorder'd  locks,  Sul-malla  starts.  ^2^ 

She  from  the  earth  her  helmet  seiz'd,  and  stood 
In  tremors  in  her  place.     *  Ah,  why' — she  cry'd  ; 

*  That  Inis-huna's  daughter  here  abides 

*  In  Erin,  why  shotild  Erin's  people  know  ?* 
For,  now  the  race  of  king*  was  in  her  mind,  340 
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And  at  the  thought  her  soul  of  pride  arose. 

Her  steps  she  took  behind  a  shadowy  rock, 

By  tlie  bhie-winding  streamlet  of  a  vale, 

Where  dwelt  the  dark-brown  hind,  ere  yet  the  war 

(Her  grief)  arose.     There,  to  Sul-malla's  ear,  345 

At  times,  the  breeze-borne  voice  of  Cathmor  came. 

Her  soul  is  sad  :  she  pours  her  words  on  wind  : 

*  The  dreams  of  Inis-huna  are  no  more — 

*  They  from  my  dark-sad  soul  are  roll'd  away. 

*  Within  my  land  the  echo  of  the  chase  350 

*  No  more  I  hear. — Here  in  the  skirts  of  war 

'   Conceal'd  1  stand.     Forth  from  my  sable  cloud 

*  I  look  ;  but  yet,  to  light  my  troubled  path, 
'  No  beam  appears.     I  see  my  warrior  low  ; 

'  For,  the  broad-shielded  king,  Fingal  of  spears — ■  355 

*  He,  that  in  danger  conquers,  now  draws  near.— 

*  Deceased  Con-mor's  spirit !   are  thy  steps 

*  By  winds  upborne  ?     At  times,  to  other  lands, 

*  Fatlier  of  sad  Sul-malla,  dost  thou  come  ? 

*  Yes:  thou  dost  come  ;  for,  I  thy  voice  at  night,  360 

*  \\  hile  yet  to  streamy  Inis-fail  I  rose 

'  Upon  the  wave  of  ocean  heaving  high, 

*  Distinctly  heard. — The  ghosts  of  sires,  they  say, 
'  Can  seize  the  souls  of  their  descendants,  whilst 

'  1'liem  lonely  in  the  midst  of  woe  they  see.  oQS 

*  When  low  in  earth  is  laid  the  royal  chief, 
'  Call  me,  my  father!  for,  in  solitude 

'  Lorn  I  shall  be  amidst  the  pai^igs  of  woe  !' 
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THfe  ARGUMPNT. 
OSSIAN,  after  a  short  address  to  the  harp  of  Cona,  describes  the  arrangement 
of  both  armies  on  either  side  of  the  river  Liibar.  Fingal  gives  the  command 
to  Fillan  ;  but,  at  the  same  time,  orders  Gaul,  tiie  son  of  Momi,  who  had 
been  wounded  in  tlie  hand  in  the  preceding  baitle,  to  assist  him  with  his 
counsel.  The  aimy  of  the  I'irbolg  is  commanded  by  Foldath.  The  general 
cnset  is  described.  The  great  actions  of  I  illan.  He  kills  Rothmar  and 
Culmin.  But  when  Fillan  conquers  in  one  wing,  Foldath  presses  hard  on 
the  oilier.  He  wounds  Deimid  the  son  of  Dutlino,  and  puts  the  whole  wing 
to  flight.  Dermid  deliberates  with  himself,  and,  at  las',  resolves  to  put  a 
stop  to  the  progress  of  Foldath,  by  engaging  him  in  single  combat.  When 
the  two  chiefs  were  approaching  towards  one  another,  Fillan  came  suddenly 
to  the  reliefof  Dermid  ;  engaged  Foldath,  and  killed  him.  The  behaviour  of 
Malthos  towards  the  fallen  Foldath.  Fillan  puis  the  whole  army  of  the  Fir- 
bolg  to  flight.  The  book  closes  with  an  address  toClaiho,  the  mother  of  that 
hero. 
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THOU,  that  on  high  between  the  pendent  shields 
In  Ossian's  liall  abid'st !     Down  from  tliy  place, 
O  trembling  harp,  descend,  and  thy  sweet  voice 
Now  let  mc  hear !   now  strike  the  tuneiul  string, 
O  Alpin's  son,  with  art. — Thou  must  awake  5 

The  bard's  deep  slumb'ring  soul.     Away  the  tale 
The  rapid  Lora's  murm'ring  streams  luive  roll'd. 
"Within  the  cloud  of  years,  which  tow'rds  the  past 
Seldom  expands,  I  stand  ;  and  to  my  view 
Whene'er  the  vision  deigns  a  transient  stay,  10" 


Book  v.]  TEAfORA.  142 

It  comes  !);it  dim  nnJ  dark. — Sweet  Cona's  lyir, 
I  hear  thy  sound  ;  and,  like  a  fresh'ning  breeze, 
Back  by  the  sun  brought  to  the  briglit'ning;  vale, 
Whcrv.'  dwelt  the  lazy  mist,  my  soul  returns. 

Bright,  in  the  windings  of  its  bending  vale,  15 

Before  me  Lubar  shines.     Upon  their  hills, 
On  cither  side,  tall  rise  the  forms  of  king^. 
Around  them,  forward  bending  to  their  words 
(As  if,  descending  from  their  rolling  winds, 
Their  fathers  spoke)  their  num'rous  hosts  are  pour'd.  20 

J)ut,  in  the  midst,  and  like  two  airy  rocks. 
Each  with  its  dusky  head  of  tow'ring  pines. 
When  they  above  the  thick,  low-sailing  mist 
Are  in  the  desert  seen  ;  the  kings  appear'd. 
High  on  the  surface  of  these  rocks  resound  25 

Cascading  streams,  which  spread  their  foam  on  blasts. 

Loud  as  the  roar  of  desolating  flames 
Beneath  the  voice  of  Cathmor  Erin  pour'd. 
'J'o  Lubar's  flood,  wide-spreading  down  they  came, 
Ai.d  Foldath  in  his  strength  before  them  strode,  30 

L' it  royal  Cathmor,  'neath  his  bending  oaks 
Back  to  his  hill  retir'd. — Near  to  the  king 
Clear  rolls  a  tumbling  stream:  his  gleaming  spear. 
At  times,  he  lifts. — Amidst  the  gath'ring  war 
''JVas  to  his  people  as  a  burning  flame.  35 

TJic  daughter  of  Con-mor,  leaning  on  her  rock, 
Stood  near  at  hand:   yet  could  not  on  the  strife 
\\  ith  pleasure  look  :  her  soul  shrunk  back  from  blood. 
With  its  three  streams,  blue-rolling  in  their  beds, 
A  verdant  vale  behind  the  hill  expands.  40 

Tiiere,  silent  darts  the  sun  his  genial  rays, 
And  the  dim  mountain-rocs  in  peace  descend. 
On  these  the  maid  from  Inis-huma  come, 
^^'ith  snow-white  bosom,  cast  her  wistful  eyes. 
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Fingal,  on  liigh,  great  Borbar-duthul's  son  45 

Dark'ning  bi-helcl,  and  on  the  crowded  plain 
Deep-roliing  Erin  saw.     That  •warning  boss, 
Which  (when  before  them,  to  the  field  of  fame 
It  is  his  royal  will  his  chiefs  to  send) 

Enjoins  obedience  on  the  hosts,  he  struck.  50 

Wide  rose  their  spears  bright-glitt'ring  to  the  sun. 
And  loud  their  echoing  shields  around  reply. 
Fear,  like  a  vapour,  'mongst  the  warlike  hosts 
Wound  not  its  way :  for  he — the  king  was  near. 
The  strength  of  streamy  Morven,     Crescent  joy  55 

lllum'd  the  royal  chief: — he  heard  his  words: 

*  As  o'er  thq  plain,  loud-roaring,  rush  the  winds, 

*  Sound  Morven's  sons !  determin'd  in  their  course, 

'  Like  mountain-streams  they  pour.     Hence,  to  Fingal 

*  Renown  arises,  and  in  other  lands  CO 

*  His  name  is  heard.     Nor  like  a  lonely  beam 

*  Was  he  in  danger  ;  for,  your  sounding  steps 
'  Were  always  near.     But  never  into  wrath 

*  Was  I  before  you  dark  and  dreadful  turn'd. 

*  No  thunder  were  my  speeches  to  your  ears  ;  (^'5 

*  Mine  eyes  sent  forth  no  death.     Whene'er  the  proud 
'   Before  me  with  their  haughty  prowess  came, 

*  Them  I  beheld  not.     Backward  thrown  in  shades, 

*  They,  at  my  feasts  unnotic'd  and  unknown, 

*  Like  vapour  vanish'd. — But,  before  you  now  70 
'   Is  a  young  beam  :  few  are  his  paths  to  war : 

*  His  paths  are  few,  but  valour  swells  his  veins. 

*  Defend  my  dark-hair'd  son;  and  back  with  joy 

*  Him  safe  conduct.     Hereafter,  he  alone 

*  In  might  may  stand.     His  great  ancestors'  form  75 

*  He  emulates.     Their  fire  inflames  his  soul, 

*  Behind  the  son  of  Clatho  vigorous  move, 

*  O  car-'borne  Morni's  son.     Let  thy  firm  voice 
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t  Koach,  iVora  the  skirts  of  war,  his  prompted  ear, 

'  Bt'lore  thee,  noble  breaker  of  the  shields,  SO 

*  Not  unobscrv'd  the  diirk'ning  battle  rolls.' 

Away,  at  once,  to  Cormul's  airy  rock 
Then  strode  FingdI. — As  slow  1  lifted  up 
My  steps  behind,  the  strength  of  mighty  Gaul 
Forward  advanc'd. — Upon  the  coral  thong  85 

Loose  hung  his  shield.     Quick,  he  to  Ossian  spoke: 

*  Son  of  Fingal,  fast  bind  this  bossy  shield — 

*  High  bind  it  to  the  side  of  wounded  Gaul. 

*  On  it  the  foe  may  look,  and  trembling  think 

*  I  lift  the  spear. — If  now  I  chance  to  fall,  90 

*  Let  my  dark  tomb  be  private  in  the  field  ; 
'  For,  tameless  must  I  fall  :  my  feeble  arm 

*  No  more  can  lift  the  steel.     Let  not  the  news 

*  From  Evir-choma,  redd'ning  in  her  locks, 

'  The  blush  of  shame  compel. — O  Clatho's  son,  95 

*  On  us  the  mighty  look  !     Let  us  not  be 

*  Forgetful  of  the  strife.     Why  from  their  hills, 

*  To  aid  our  fiying  field,  should  they  descend  ?* 

Then  with  the  sounding  clangor  of  his  shield 
Onward  he  strode:  and,  in  his  bold  advance,  100 

My  voice  pursu'd  him  :  *  Can  great  Morni's  son 

*  In  Erin  fameless  fall  ?     But,  heroes'  deeds 

*  Forsake  their  souls  of  fire.     O'er  fields  of  fame 

*  They  careless  rush  :  their  words  are  never  heard.' — 
Straight,  to  the  rock,  where  in  his  wand'ring  locks  105 
Sat  Morven's  king  amidst  the  mountain-wind. 

Rejoicing  in  the  chieftain's  steps  I  strode. 

At  Lubar's  sounding  streams  the  gath'ring  hosts, 
In  two  dark  ridges,  tow'rds  each  other  bend. 
A  pillar  of  darkness  here  fierce  Foldath  rose  :  1 10 
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There  briehtcn'rl  Fillan's  youth.     Facli,  in  the  stream 

With  his  blight  spear,  forth  sent  tlie  voice  ot  war. 

G:\ul  struck  the  shield  of  Morven :  they  at  once 

In  battle  jiUmge.     Steel  pour'd  its  gleam  on  steel. 

Like  falhng  streams  from  two  dark-browed  rocks  1 

In  scite  oppos'd,  when  in  their  rhazy  fail 

Their  foam  they  mix  ;  the  field  of  battle  shone. 

Behold  he  comes  :  behold  the  son  of  fame  : 

He  lays  the  people  low  !     (3n  airy  blasts 

Deaths  sit  around  him  I     Lo  !   where'er  thou  go'st,  1 

Thy  deathful  paths,  O  Fillan,  warriors  strew  ! 

Between  two  chinky  rocks  grim  Rothmar  stood — 
Rothmar,  the  shield  of  warriors.— On  each  side, 
Bent  from  their  wonted  height  by  desert-winds. 
Two  oaks  their  branches  spread.     His  dark'ning  eyes         1 
He  rolls  on  Fillan,   and,  with  cautious  aim, 
In  silence  shades  his  friends.     Th'  approaching  fight 
Fingal  beheld,  and  all  his  soul  arose. 
But,  as  (when  spirits  heave  the  earth  in  wrath) 
The  pond'rous  stone  of  Loda  falls,  at  once  1 

From  rocking  Drumon-ard's  foundation  shook, 
So  from  his  place  blue-shielded  Rothmar  fell. 

Near  are  the  steps  of  Culmin  : — bath'd  in  tears 
The  youth  advancM.     E'er  yet  with  Fillan's  steel 
His  strikes  he  mix'tl,  he  wrathful  cut  the  wind.  1 

He,  at  the  rock  of  his  blue,  native  streams. 
First  strung  the  bow  with  Rothmar,      There,  tiie  place 
Where  brows'd  the  roe,    as  o'er  the  scorched  fern 
The  redd'ning  sun-beam  flew,  they  jointly  mark'd. 
Why  on  that  beam  oi'  light,  Cul-ailin's  son,  I 

Rash  dost  thou  rush  ?     'Tis  a  consuming  f  re. 
O  Strutha's  youth,  retire.     Unequal  stood 
Your  fathers  in  the  glitt'ring  strife  of  war* 
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Tlie  mother  of  Culmin,  thousiilitrul  in  the  hall 
Remain?,  and  on  blue-rolling  Strutha  looks.  145 

D,irk-P(klying  round  the  spirit  of  her  son, 
A  whirlwind  rises  on  the  surgy  stream. 
His  mournful  dogs  are  howling  in  their  place, 
And  bloody  is  his  shield  within  the  hall. 

*  And  art  thou  fall'n,'  she  mournfully  complain'd,  l/)0 
i  My  fair-hair'd  son,  in  Erin's  dismal  war!' 

I 

p        As  by  her  wonted  streams  a  prostrate  roe, 

In  secret  pierc'd,  lies  panting  on  the  ground 

(Over  her  feet  of  wind  the  hunter  looks, 

And  on  her  late  swift,  stately  bounding  thinks),  155 

So  lay,  'ncath  Fillan's  eve,  Cul-allin's  son. 

His  floating  hair  rolls  in  a  little  stream, 

And  on  his  shield  hot  runs  his  wand'ring  blood. 

The  sword,  that  fail'd  him  in  the  fatal  day. 

Still  in  his  hand  retentively  he  held.  160 

\  *  Low  art  thou  fall'n',  said  Fillan,  '  ere  thy  fame 
;  *  Abroad  had  gone.     Thee  to  the  field  of  war 
I  *  Thy  father  sent :  and  of  thy  valiant  deeds 

*  He  waits  to  hear.     Perhaps,  gray  at  his  streams 

*  His  age-dim  eyes  he  tow'rds  Moi-lena  turns.  165 

*  But,  witli  the  plunder  of  the  low-laid  foe 
'  Never  hereafter  shalt  thou  mure  return.' 

The  flight  of  Erin  o'er  the  echoing  heath 
Before  him  Fillan  pour'd.  But,  man  on  man. 
Fell  Morven  under  Foldath's  dark-red  rage.  170 

For,  far  upon  the  raging  field  he  pour'd 
The  roar  of  half  his  tribes.     Before  him  stood 
'   Dermid  in  wrath  { — thick-folding  gather  'round 
The  sons  of  Cona)  ;  but  by  Foldath's  hand 
The  shield  is  cleft,  and  o'er  the  shady  heath,  lit) 

In  close  battalion  form'd,  the  people  pour'd. 
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Exultant,  In  his  pride,  then  said  the  foe  ; 

*  Now  they  have  fled  ;  and  my  renown  begins, 

*  Go,  Malthos,  and  the  darkly-rolUng  main 

*  Command  the  king  to  guard  ;  that  from  my  sword         I8( 

*  Fingdl  may  not  escape.     He  on  the  earth 

*  Low  must  be  laid.     Beside  some  marshy  fen 

*  Shall  people  see  his  tomb. — Without  a  song 

*  His  hill  shall  rise,  and  in  the  misty  shade 

*  His  ghost  shall  hover  o'er  the  reedy  pool.  IS; 

Malthos  attended,  yet  with  dark'ning  doubt, 
And  all  around  his  eyes  in  silence  roU'd. 
Well-vers'd  in  Foldath's  pride,  up  to  the  hill, 
Where  stood  the  royal  chief,  intent  he  look'd : 
Then,  darkly  turning,  plung'd  his  sword  in  war.  19( 

Close  by  the  brook  in  Clone's  naiTOw  vale. 
Where  bent  two  trees  above  its  rolling  streams, 
Dark  in  his  grief  stood  Duthno's  silent  son. 
Down  from  his  thigh  red  rush'd  the  trickling  blood : 
His  shield  lay  broken  near.     Against  a  stone  19, 

Lean'd  his  vain  spear.     Why,  Dermid,  why  so  sad  ? 
'  I  hear  the  roar  of  battle,  and  alone 

*  My  hosts  defenceless  stand  ;  and  on  the  heath 

*  My  steps  are  slow:— besides,  no  shield  is  mine. 

*  And  shall  he  then  prevail  ?     'Tis  then  alone,  20' 

*  IVhen  Dermid  prostrate  on  the  earth  shall  lie  ! 

*  Thee,  Foldath,  will  I  summon  forth  to  come, 

*  And  meet  thee  yet  with  fortitude  in  fight.' 

With  dreadful  joy  his  spear  again  he  took — • 
'Twas  then  that  Morni's  son  came  up  and  said  :  20. 

<  Stay,  Duthno's  son,  stay  thy  abortive  speed  ; 

*  Thy  steps  arc  mark'd  with  blood.     No  bossy  shield 

*  Is  thine.     Why,  tjicn,  shouid'st  thou  unarmed  fall  ?' 
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*  Give  thou  tliy  shield,  O  Strumon's  king,'  he  said  : 

*  The  stream  of  war  it  back  has  often  roli'd,  210 
'  And,  with  my  sword  I'll  stop  the  chiefs  career. 

*  Dost  thou,  O  Morni's  son,  that  stone  discern  ? 

'   Gray  through  the  grass  it  lifts  its  head  antique: 

*  There  dwells  a  chief  of  falling  Dermid's  race  ; 

*  And  there  in  night  my  breathless  corse  intcrr*'  215 

Against  the  hill  he  slowly  rising,  saw 
The  troubled  field. — Disjoin'd  and  broken  round. 
The  glimm'ring  ridges  of  the  fight  appear'd. 
As  distant  fires,  on  dark-brown  heath  by  night, 
Now  seem  as  lost  in  smoke,  then  on  the  hill  220 

Red  rear  their  streams,  as  blow  or  cease  the  winds  ; 
So  met  broad-shielded  Dermid's  watchful  eye 
The  intermitting  war. — Like  some  dark  ship 
On  wint'ry  waves,  when  from  between  two  isles 
It  iosues  sportive  on  the  echoing  main,  225 

Through  the  loud  host  majestic  Foldath  strides. 


And  strove  to  rush  along  : — but,  vain  th'  attempt. — < 
Amidst  his  steps  he  fail'd,  and  from  his  eyes, 
Ne'er  wont  to  weep,  big  fell  x\\e  tear  of  grief.  230 

His  father's  horn  then  sounding,  thrice  he  struck 
His  bossy  shield  ;  and,  from  his  roaring  tribes. 
Thrice  Foldath  call'd.     Dark  Foldath  saw  the  chief, 
And  joyful  lifted  high  his  bloody  spear. 

As  a  dark  rock  is  mark'd  with  lashing  streams,  235 

That  in  a  storm  fell  troubled  down  its  side  ; 
So  Moma's  form  is  streak'd  with  wand'ring  blood. 
From  the  contention  of  the  royal  chiefs 
Aloof,  on  eitlier  side,  the  host  withdrew  ; 
And  high,  at  once,  their  gleaming  points  they  rais'd,        2i0 
Then,  fiercely  rushing,  Fillan  of  Moruth  came, 
Vol.  IT.  U 
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AikI  back'  three  paces,  diizzled  with  llie  view 

Of  that  briglit  beam  (ns  issuing  from  a  cloud) 

Which  came  tiie  wounded  hero  now  to  save 

From  the  dire  blow,  dark  Foldath  quick,  retir'd  : —  2t3 

Then,  growing  in  pride,  he  boldly  made  a  stand, 

And  instantaneous  call'd  forth  all  his  steel. 

As  in  tlieir  sounding  strife,  upon  the  winds, 
Two  broad-wing'd  eagles  dark  with  vengeance  meet  ; 
So  the  two  chiefs,  on  dark  Moi-lena's  plains,  250 

Forth  rush'd  in  anger  into  gloomy  fight. 
By  turns  the  steps  advanceant  of  the  kings 
Upon  their  rocks  appear  :  for,  now,  the  war 
Seems  dusky  on  their  sabres  to  descend. 

The  jot/  of  warriors,  their  ewZ^e;o7?zW  joy,  255 

When  dangtrs  equal  to  their  souls  arise, 
Cathmor,  upon  his  mossy  hill,  now  feels. 
No  more  on  Lubar,  but  on  Morven's  king 
Dreadful  in  strength,  his  thoughtful  eye  is  turn'd ; 
For,  him  in  arms  he  saw  on  Mora  rise.  260 

Down  on  his  bossy  shield  dark  Foldath  fell; 
For,  Fillan  pierc'd  the  king.     Nor  did  the  youth 
Look  on  the  fall'n  ;  but  onward  roll'd  the  war. 
Then,  all  at'once,  death's  hundred  voices  'rose: 

*  Son  of  Fingal,  stay  now,  O  stay  thy  speed  J  2G5 

*  That  gI^aming  form,  ?//«/ dreadful  sign  of  death, 

*  Percci\ 'st  thou  not?'    O  stop  thy  bold  career, 
«  Nor  venture  thou  Alnecma's  king  to  'wake! 

*  O  blue-ey'd  Chitho's  son,  at  once  return.' 

M.dthos  saw  Foldath  low. —  Above  the  king  270 

He  darkly  stood,  and  from  his  shaded  soul 
Fell  hatred  roll'd.     He  seem'd  a  desert- rock 
Forsaken  by  the  turdy-suiling  mist, 
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O'crluino;  willi  trces^  dark-bkisted  loy  the  wincls, 

On  who:,!:'  brown  side  the  trickling  wateisd'ill,,  27{) 

About  the  narrow  ho tise,  where  dwell  in  night 

The  sl!e:it  dead,  he  to  tiic  hero  spoke: 

*  Sliall  thy  gray  stone  in  UUin's  plains. arise, 
'  Or  in  the  groves  ct'AIoma,  where  the  sun 

*  On  1)1  ue  Dal-rutho's  streams  in  secrgt  looks  ?  250 

*  There,  close-retired  in  the  lone  retreat, 

'   Thy  blue-ey'd  daughter  Dardu-lena  walks.* 

*  Think'st  thou  on  licr,'  the  dying  Foiuath  said, 

*  Because  no  son  is  mine,  no  youth  to  roll 

'  The  war  before  him,  in  revenge  otmc?  2S5 

'  1  am  revenged,  Malthos. — In  the  field 

'  I  was  not  peaceful. — 'Hound  my  narrow  house 

*  The  tombs  of  those,  wdio  fell  beneath  me,  raise. 
'  Often,  exulting  o'er  their  silent  graves, 

*  When  with  their  grass  long-whistling  spread  around      290 

*  Them  I  behold,  shall  I  the  blast  forsake.' 

Then  rush'd  his  soul  to  Moma's  verdant  vales, 
And  made  to  Dardu-lena's  dreams  approacli, 
Where  she,  returning  from  the  chase  of  hinds. 
Still  by  Dal-rutho's  winding  streamlet  slept.  295 

Near,  lies  her  bow  unstrung ;  and  her  long  hair 
On  the  fair  virgin's  breast  the  breezes  fold. 
Enrob'd  in  all  the  charms  of  blooming  youth, 
The  love  of  heroes  lay:  when  to  her  dreams 
Dark-bending  form  the  borders  of  the  wood  300 

Her  wounded  father  came.     Plain  he  to  her 
At  times  appeard:  then,  seem'd  as  hid  in  mi>t. 
In  firm  persuasion  that  the  chief  was  low. 
Amidst  a  flood  of  tears  the  fair  one  rose. 
Irom  his  light  soul,  when  folded  in  its  storms,  305 

To  her  a  beam  arrivVl. Of  his  fam'd  race 

Thou,  blue-ey'd  Dardu-lena,  wert  the  last. 


151  T  EM  OR  A.  [Book  V, 

O'er  echoing  Lubar  the  wule-spreading  flight 
Of  Bolga  rolls  along. — Forth  on  their  steps 
Brave  Fillan  hung;  and  strew'd  with  dead  the  heath.        .SIO 
Fingal  rejoiced  o'er  his  flaming  son, 
And  in  his  might  blue-shielded  Cathmor  rose. 

Son  of  Alpin  bring  the  lyre 

Pregnant  with  no  common  fire: 

Cause  the  zeph'rous  breeze  to  bear  515 

Fillan's  praises  through  the  air. 

In  my  hall  of  echoing  sound 

Send  the  trembling  airs  around, 

Ev'n  while  yet,  he  shines  in  war — . 

Send  the  hero's  deeds  afar,  520 

Blue-ey'd  Clatho,  at  my  call, 

Quit,  O  quit  thy  spacious  hall. 

Ere  the  sparks  of  youth  can  shine, 

See  that  early  beam  of  thine! 

Wither'd  is  the  once-brave  host,  32^ 

Dark,  inj^purse!     Its  beam  is  lost: 

Lost  before  this  splendent  one  : 

Further  look  not — it  is  gone  ! 

From  the  lyre,  light-trembling  'round. 

Strike,  O  virgins,  strike  the  sound.  330 

From  the  mountain's  dewy  lea. 

Where  the  bounding  roebucks  stray, 

Now,  no  hunter,  he  descends 

Sportive  with  his  secret  friends: — 

Now,  he  bends  not,  on  the  gale,  S3«j 

His  yew-bow  within  the  vale: 

Nor,  upon  air's  devious  way 

Sends  abroad  his  arrow  gray. 
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Deep-folded  in  the  redd'ning  heat  of  war, 
Ai^ainst  his  side  the  battle  rolls  from  'far:  340 

C>r,  mighty-striding  'midst  the  ridgy  strife. 
He  sabres  thousands,  hast'ning  out  of  hfc. 
As  from  the  skirted  blast  a  ghost  c)escendsj 
From  his  aerial  liall :  so  Fillan  bends. 

Whilst  the  dread  ghost  from  wave  to  billOw  strides,  345 

The  troubled  main  its  sinking  surface  hides. 
His  path,  behind  him,  blazes  as  he  treads 
Upon  the  swells,  and  islands  shake  their  hcadso 
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ARGUMENT. 

THFS  book  opens  with  a  speech  of  Fingal,  who  sees  Cathmor  descending  to  the. 
assistance  of  his  flying  army.  The  king  dispatches  Ossian  to  the  relief  of 
Fillan.  He  hiiiiseH  retires  behind  the  rock  of  Cormul,  to  avoid  the  sight  of 
the  engagement  between  his  son  and  Cathmor.  Ossian  advances.  The  des- 
ceiaof  Cathmor  described.  He  rallies  the  army,  renews  the  battle,  and, 
before  Ossian  could  arrive,  engages  l'"illan  himself.  Upon  the  approach  of 
Ossian,  the  combat  between  the  two  heroes  ceases.  Ossian  and  Caih 
prepare  to  fight,  but  night  coming  on  prevents  them.  Ossian  returns  to  the 
place  where  Cathmor  and  Fillan  fought.  He  finds  l-illan  mortally  wounded, 
and  leaning  against  a  rock.  Their  discourse.  Fillan  dies  :  lli^  body  is  laid, 
by  Ossian,  in  a  neighbouring  cave.  The  Caledonian  army  retnin  to  lingal, 
He  questions  them  about  liis  son,  and  understanding  that  he  was  killed,  re- 
tiies,  in  silence,  to  the  rock  of  Cormul.  Upon  the  retreat  of  the  army  of  I  in- 
gal,  the  I'irbolg  advance.  Cathmor  fmas  Bran,  one  of  the  dogs  ot  Fingal, 
lying  on  the  shield  of  Fillan,  before  tlie  mouth  of  the  cave,  where  the  body 
of  that  hero  lay.  His  tetiections  theicupon.  He  letuins  in  a  melancholy 
mood  to  his  army.  Malthos  endeavours  to  comfort  him,  by  the  e.-.ample  o) 
his  father  Boibar-duthul.  Cathmor  retires  to  rest.  -The  song  of  Siil-mallj 
concludes  tlie  bookrVhicli  ends  about  the  middle  of  the  thud  night,  fiom, 
the  opening  of  the  poem. 
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*  NOW,  Cathmor  rises  on  his  echoing  hill ! 
Shall  Morven's  king  the  sword  of  Liino  take? 
Yet,  if  so  did  Fingal ;  then,  of  thy  fame, 
White-bosom'd  Clatho's  son,  what  would  become  ? 
Thy  azure  eyes,  O  daughter  of  Inistore, 
Avert  not  from  Fingal !     Thy  early  beam 
I  shall  not  quench:  it  shines  along  my  soul  ! 
But,  with  thy  shades  between  the  war  and  me 
Rise,  O  wood-skirted  Mora,  quickly  rise  ! 
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*  Why,  lest  his  ilark-liair'd  warrior  now  should  fall  10 
In  battle,  should  Fingal  behold  the  strife  ! 

*  The  sound,  O  Carril,  of  the  trembling  lyre 
Mix  with  the  song:  here  rocks  their  voices  give, 

*  And  here  the  lucid  streams,  bright-tumbling,  roar. 
Father  of  Oscar,  lift  the  spear  :  defend  15 
Tiie  young  in  arms.     Thy  steps  from  Fillan's  eyes 

*  Conceal :  nor  must  he  know  that  I  once  doubt 

*  His  waving  steel.     Upon  thy  soul  of  fire 

*  No  dark'ning  cloud  of  mine,  my  son,  shall  rise.' 

Amidst  the  echoing  sound  of  Carril's  song  2Q 

Beiiind  his  rock  he  sunk.     Temora's  spear 
Then  bright'ning,  in  mv  growing  soul,  I  took. 
Along  Moi-lena's  plains,  the  strife  of  death, 
In  2;I earning  rows  disjoin'd  and  broken  'round, 
The  roaring  ranks  of  battle  tumbling  wild  2.5 

I  saw.     Then,  fierce  as  moves  a  beam  of  fire 
'Fillan  advanc'd. — From  wing  to  wing  his  course     , 
Wasteful  he  makes.     The  ridges  of  red  war 
Before  him  melt,  and  yielding,  as  he  moves. 
Are  from  the  plains  of  battle  roU'd  in  smoke,  30 

Now,  Cathmor  sallies  forth,  dark  in  the  arms 
Of  kings  !     Above  his  fiery  helmet  roll'd 
The  eagle's  wing. ,   As  if  to  Atha's  chase 
His  steps  were  bent,  without  concern  he  mov'd. 
sedate  in  course,  his  voice  at  times  he  rais'd  : —  .o5 

Zrin,  abash'd,  now  gather'd  dark  around. 
BSack,  like  a  stream,  their  growing  souls  return'd : 
Fbcy  wonder'd  at  their  fear.     For,  he  arose 
Beaming,  as  gleams  upon  a  haunted  heath 
The  cheering  beam  of  morn  with  all  its  rays.  40 

5ack  on  the  .field  of  dreadful,  fiery  forms 
The  briaiht'ning  traveller  .looks  with  .bending  eye.-— 
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Quick,  from  Moi-l6na's  rock,  with  trembling  steps 

Sul-malla  moves.     An  oak  from  her  fair  hand 

The  spear  arrested  ; — she  the  lance,  half-bent,  45 

Loos'ning  resum'd  :  yet  full  upon  the  king 

Her  eyes,  amidst  her  wand'ring  locks,  she  kept. 

*  No  friendly  strife,'  she  said,  '  before  thee  moves : — 

*  No  light  contention  of  the  sounding  bou's, 

*  As  when  the  youth  of  Cluba's  winding  streams  50' 

*  Forth  from  beneath  the  eye  of  Con-mor  came.'  j 

As  Runo's  rock,  which  for  its  robe  assumes 
The  passing  clouds,  seems,  o'er  the  streamy  heath, 
Growing  in  gather'd  darkness :  Atha's  chief 
Taller  appear'd,  when  'round  his  hosts  were  pour'd.- 
As  diffrent  blasts  loud-roaring  o'er  the  sea, 
Each  one  protrusive  of  its  dark-blue  wave, 
Coercive  fly  :  so,  forth  on  ev'ry  side 
Great  Cathmor's  words  his  pouring  warriors  mov'd. 
Nor  silent  stood  brave  Fillan  on  his  hill  ; 
'Whilst  with  his  echoing  shield  his  words  he  mix'd. 
Like  a  fierce  eagle,  arm'd  with  pinions  loud, 
The  wind  commanding  to  his  airy  clifi', 
When  he,  on  Lutha's  rushy  fields,  beholds 
The  coming  forth  of  branchy  roes ;  he  seem'd. 

In  battle  nov/  they  forward  bent  :• — harsh  'rose 
Death's  hundred  voices  ;   for,  on  either  side 
LJke  fires  upon  the  people's  kindled  souls 
Imaged  the  kings.     Along  I  bounded  forth  ; 
Between  tlie  war  and  me  tall  rocks  arid  trees 
Rush'd,  as  I  went*     Yet  loud  the  noise  of  steel,' 
Between  my  clanging  arms,  distinct  I  heard. 
Then,  rising,  gleaming,  on  the  hill  I  saw 
The  backward  steps  of  hosts—their  backward  steps, 
On  either  side,  ;*n.j  wiJdly  looking  eyes. 
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The  chiefs,  the  two  blue-shlekled  kings,  were  met 

In  dreadful  fight.     Through  gleams  of  waving  steel 

The  striving  heroes,  tall  and  dark,  are  seen. 

Instant  I  rush'd  : — for,  then  in  all  their  rage 

Across  my  soul  my  fears  for  Fillan  flew.  80 

I  came :  nor  Cathmor  fled — nor  yet  advanc'd : 
^delong  he  stalk'd  along.— An  icy  rock, 
Both  cold  and  tall,  he  seem'd.     I  all  my  steel 
Forth  summon'd  ;  when  defiant,  for  a  time. 
Along  each  margin  of  a  rushy  stream  85 

We  silent  strode  :  then,  turning  all  at  once, 
Sudden  we  rais'd  our  pointed,  beamy  spears — 
We  rais'd  our  spears ; — but  night  came  black 'ning  down. 
Around  'tis  dark,  and  silent,  save  the  sound 
Of  distant  steps  of  hosts  along  the  heath.  90 

Then,  to  the  place  where  Fillan  nobly  fought 
I  came  : — nor  voice  nor  sound  is  there. — On  earth 
A  broken  helmet  lay,  a  buckler  cleft. 

*  Young  chief  of  echoing  Morven,'  loud  I  cry'd, 

*  Where,  Fillan,  where  art  thou  ?' — Against  a  rock,  95 
Which  its  gray  head  extended  o'er  the  stream. 

He  leaning  heard — he  heard  me  :  yet,  he  stood 
Sullen  and  dark, — At  length,  I  saw  the  chief. 

*  Why  standest  thou,  O  woody  Selma's  son, 

*  In  darkness  rob'd  ?     Bright,  in  this  dark-brown  field,    100 

*  My  brother,  is  thy  path.     In  battle  long 

*  Has  been  thy  strife :  and  now  aloud  is  heard 

*  Fingal's  shrill  horn.     Ascend  now  to  the  cloud 

*  Of  thy  great  father,  to  his  hill  of  feasts. 

*  In  eve's  dusk  mist  he  sits,  and  hears  attent  105 

*  The  voice  of  Carril's  harp. — To  the  gray  head, 

*  Young  breaker  of  the  shields,  delight  convey.' 

Vol.  II.  W 


157  TEMORA.  [Book  Vi 

*  Can  possibly  the  vanquish'tl  give  delight  ? 
'  Ossian  no  shield  is  mine  :'  he  then  reply 'd. 

*  In  pieces  on  the  field  it  lies;  and  lo !  110 

*  The  eagle-wing  is  from  my  helmet  torn. 

*  'Tis  when  the  (bes  dismay 'd  before  them  fly, 

*  That  vahant  fathers  in  their  sons  delight. 

*  But,  when  their  youthful  warriors  yield,  their  sighs 

*  In  secret  buret: — No!  Fillan  will  not  see  IIS 

*  The  royal  chief.     Why  should  the  hero  mourn  ?' 

*  Why,  blue-ey'd  Clatho's  son,  dost  thou  my  soul 

*  Awake?'  I  said.     *  Bright  as  a  burning  fire 

*  Wert  thou  not  in  his  presence  ?  and  shall  he 

*  Not  glory  in  thee  ?     Ossian  such  great  fame  120 

*  Never  attain'd,  yet  still  a  sun  to  me 

*  The  royal  hero  was.     He  on  my  steps 

*  Look'd  with  delight,  and  never  on  his  face 

'  'Rose  shadows. — Up  to  Mora,  Fillan,  go : — 

*  Within  the  folds  of  mist  his  feast  is  spread.'  125 

*  Ossian,  that  broken  shield  give  me,'  he  said  ;  , 

*  — These  plumes,  the  sport  of  winds,  that  Fillan's  fame 

*  May  suffer  less,  deposit  near  my  side. 

*  To  fail  I  now  begin.     Me,  Ossian,  place 

*  Within  that  hollow  rock.     Raise  not  a  stone  13(^ 

*  Above  me,  lest  my  fame  should  be  enquir'd, 

*  I  in  the  earliest  of  my  fields  have  fall'n — 

*,  Fall'n  without  fame.    Now,  to  my  flying  soul 

*  Do  thou  alone  forth  send  the  voice  of  joy  :^ 

*  For,  where  the  beam  obscure  of  Clatho  dwells,  135 

*  Why  should  the  feeble  sons  of  weakness  know  ? 

*  And  flies  thy  ghost,  O  blue-ey'd  Clatho's  son, 

*  Upon  the  eddying  winds  ?     I  then  reply'd. 

*  Through  his  convolved  clouds  may  joy  pursue 

«  My  hero, — Fillan  !  thy  forefathers*  forms  140 
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*  Bend  to  receive  their  son.     Their  spre:uling  fire, 

*  The  azure-rolling  of  their  misty  wreath >, 

'  On  Mora  1  behold !     May  joy  thee  meet, 

*  My  brother  !  but,  we  dark  and  sad  remain. 

*  Around  the  aged,  and  his  wasting  fame,  ]45 

*  I  see  the  foe.     Yes,  Selma's  gray-hair'd  king, 

*  Alone  thou  standest  on  the  dark'ning  field.' 

Him  at  the  roaring  of  the  nightly  stream 
Within  the  hollow  rock  I  laid.     One  star 
With  fiery  aspect  on  our  hero  look'd  :  1  oO 

His  locks,  at  times,  were  lifted  by  the  winds. — 
TJie  warrior  slept,  nor  did  my  list'ning  ear 
Perceive  a  sound. — As  lightning  on  a  cloud, 
A  thought  came  rushing  o'er  my  soul.     My  eyes 
Red  roU'd  in  fire,  and  in  the  clang  of  steel  155 

I  strode  :  '  Though  guarded  by  thy  thousands  strong, 

*  Thee,  Atha  s  chief,  I'll  find.     ^A'hy  should  that  cloud 
'  That  quench 'd  our  early  beam,  escape  ?     To  light 

*  My  steps,  my  daring  steps,  great  ancestors, 

*  Your  meteors  kindle.     In  my  gather'd  wrath  160 
'   I  will  consume 

*  Hold — should  I  not  return  ? — 

*  Gray-hair'd  amidst  his  Iocs,  without  a  son, 
'   The  king  abides.     Nor,  as  in  days  of  old, 

'  Strong  is  his  arm  ;  and  his  decreasing  fame  l(j5 

'  Grows  dim  in  Erin. — -In  his  latter  field 

'  Let  me  not  him  laid  low,  from  high  behold. — 

*  But  can  1  then  return  ?     Will  he  not  ask 

*  About  his  son  ?     "  Thou  art  in  duty  bound 

"  Young  Fillan  to  defend." — *  I'll  meet  the  foe,  170 

*  Resoh  'd  I'll  rush  :  for,  pleasant  to  my  ear, 

'  Green  Inis-fail,  now  comes  thy  sounding  tread. 

*  Upon  the  ridgy  host,  to  shun  the  eyes 

*  Of  ag'd  Fingal,  I  rusl; — but,  hark  !  I  hear. 
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*  On  Mora's  misty  top,  the  royal  voice  !  175 
'  He  summons  his  two  sons  : — Here,  in  my  grief : 

*  O  father,  here  I  come — alas,  I  come 

*  Like  the  lorn  eagle,  which  the  flame  of  night 

*  Met  in  the  desert,  and  half  spoil'd  his  wings.' 

Distant,  on  Mora,  'round  the  king  are  roll'd  180 

High  Morven's  broken  ridges.     Back  they  turn'd 
Their  eyes  of  grief.— On  his  own  ashen  spear 
Each  darkly  bends.     Encircled  by  the  host 
In  thoughtful  silence  stood  the  royal  chief, 
Whilst  thought  on  thought  roll'd  lab'ring  o'er  his  soul.     184 
So,  on  a  secret  mountain-lake  dark  waves, 
Each  with  its  back  of  form  tumultuous  roll. 
He  look'd — but,  lo,  with  his  long-bending  spear. 
No  son  appear 'd.     Close-crowding  from  his  soul 
Arose  the  sighs  ;  but  he  repress'd  his  grief.  I9Q 

At  length,  beneath  an  oak  I  stood.     Yet  still 
No  voice  of  mine  was  heard.     What  could  I  say  ?•— 
What,  to  Fingal  in  his  dark  hour  of  woe  ? 
But  in  the  midst  his  words,  at  last,  were  heard  : 
And  backward  shrunk  the  people,  as  he  spoke.  195 

*  Where  is  the  son  of  Selma,  he,  who  led 
"  In  war  ?     I  see  not  in  my  crowding  host 
•*  His  steps  returning  from  the  field  of  strife. 
'  Fell  the  young  bounding  roe,  who  on  my  hills 
'  So  stately  strode  ? — He  fell ;  for,  ye  are  mute,  200 

'  Broke  is  the  shield  of  war!  His  armour  place 
'  Near  to  Fingal,  and  dark-brown  Luno's  sword. 
'  Upon  my  hills  now  is  my  soul  awake, 

*  And  with  the  morn  to  battle  I  descend.* 

Aloft  on  Cormal's  rock  flam'd  to  the  wind  205 

A  massy  oak.     The  dusky  skirts  of  mist 


Book  VI.]  TEMORA.  160 

Are  roU'd  arounr].     There,  then,  great  Morven's  king 

Striding  repair'd  in  wrath. — Within  his  soul 

^^^len  battle  burn'd,  he  distant  from  his  host 

Always  repos'd. — Upon  two  beaming  spears  210 

High  hung  his  shield,  the  gleaming  sign  of  death  : 

That  shield,  which  he,  before  he  rush'd  to  war 

In  his  great  strength,  by  night  was  wont  to  strike. 

'Twas  then  his  warriors  knew  the  royal  will 

To  lead  in  strife  ;  for,  nev^er  till  Fingal  215 

In  wrath  arose,  was  this  loud  buckler  heard. 

As  in  the  beam  wide-spreading  from  the  oak 

He  shone,  une(jual  were  his  steps  on  high. 

Dreadful  M^as  he .'     Such  is  the  ghost  of  night 

When,  on  the  hills,  with  mist  his  gestures  wild  .220 

He  clothes,  and  mounts  the  bounding  car  of  winds 

Forth  issuing  on  the  troubled,  roaring  main. 

Nor  from  the  storm  is  Erin's  sea  of  war 
Yet  settl'd.     They  still  on  th'  embattl'd  plain, 
Glitt'ring  beneath  the  moon's  pale-beaming  rays,  225 

Low-humming  roU'd.     Before  them  Cathmor  strides 
In  pride  alone,  upon  the  dusky  heath. 
With  all  his  arms  on  Morven's  flying  host 
Forward  he  hung. — Now,  to  the  mossy  cave, 
Where  Fillan  lay  in  night,  had  he  arriv'd.  230 

Above  the  stream,  which  glitter'd  o'er  the  rock, 
Bent  a  lone  tree.     There  to  the  lucid  moon 
In  pieces  shone  the  shield  of  Clatho's  son 
And  near  it  lay,  upon  the  silent  grass. 

The  hairy-footed  Bran.     For,  he  the  chief  235 

Had  miss'd  on  Mora,  and  along  the  wind 
For  him  had  search 'd  ;  and  lay  upon  his  shield, 
Supposing  that  the  blue-ey'd  hunter  slept.^ — 
No  blast  came  o'er  the  heath  unknown  to  bounding  Bran. 
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The  dog's  wliite  breast  the  mighty  Cathmor  saw  :     240 
He  saw  the  broken  shield. — Back  on  his  soul 
Is  darkness  blown  :  and  now  he  calls  to  mind. 
How  fast  the  withering  people  fall  away  ! 
'  They  come,'  he  said,  *  a  stream :  away  they're  roU'd : 
'  Another  race  succeeds ;  but  some  the  fields  24*5 

*  Mark,  as  they  p.iss,  with  their  own  mighty  names. 

*  Theirs  is  the  dusky  heath,  through  dark-brown  years  ; 

*  Some  bright-blue  stream  meanders  to  their  fame. 

*  Of  these  be  Atha's  chief,  when  down  on  earth 

*  Himself  he  lays.     May  Cathmor  in  the  air  250 

*  (When  he  from  wind  to  wind  majestic  strides. 

*  Or,  in  the  winged  storm  himself  enwarps) 

*  The  frequent  voice  of  future  ages  hear.' 

Around  the  king,  to  hear  his  voice  of  pow'r. 
Green  Erin  gather'd.— — Tow'rd  the  burning  oak,  255 

Their  joyful  faces  they,  unequal,  bend. 
They,  who  were  terrible  in  combat  dire, 
Were  now  remov'd :  again,  amidst  their  host 
Winds  streamy  Lubar.     Cathmor  was  that  beam, 
Which  shone  from  heav'n  when  dark  the  people  stood.     260 
He  in  the  midst  was  honour'd,  and  around 
Their  trembling  souls  arose.     The  king  alone 
Ko  gladness  shew'd — no  stranger  he  to  war! 

*  Why,'  cagle-ey'd  Malthos  said,  *  why  is  the  king 

*  So  sad  ?     Is  there  at  Lubar's  streams  a  foe  ?  2€5 
'  Lives  there  among  them,  who  can  lift  the  spear  ? 

*  Not  so  unmoved,  not  so  peaceful  was  t 

*  TMy  father  Borbar-duthul — chief  of  spears.  ^ 

*  Always  on  flame,  his  anger  rag'd  :  his  joy  / 

*  Over  fall'n  foes  was  great.     When  he  the  news  21 Q^ 

*  Of  Calmar's  fall  rcceiv'd,  dark  Calmar,  who 

*  From  Lara's  streams  came,  Ullin's  race  to  aid  ; 
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'  Three  festive  days  the  gray-hair'd  hero  kept. 

*  The  steel,  which  (as  they  said)  had  pierc'd  the  foe, 

*  Often  witii  the  hands  of  age  the  hero  felt —  275 

*  Groping  he  felt  it  with  his  hands  of  age  ; 

*  For,  Borbar-diithul's  eyes  through  years  had  fail'd. 

*  Yet  to  his  friends  the  king  was  like  a  sun  ; 

*  Mild  as  a  gale,  to  lift  their  branches  'round. 

*  Around  him  in  his  halls  was  joy  ;  he  lov'd  280 

*  The  sons  of  Bolga.     And  in  Atha  still 

*  Terrific,  like  the  memory  of  ghosts, 

*  Whose  presence  chill'd  the  sons  of  night  with  awe, 

*  Yet  they  dispell'd  the  storm  ;  remains  his  name. 

*  Let  Erin's  voices,  with  the  lyre  conjoin'd,  285 

*  Now  raise  the  royal  soul — the  soul,  that  shone 

*  When  war  was  dark,  and  laid  the  mighty  low, 

*  Now,  from  that  gray-brow'd  rock,  with  all  thy  fire, 

*  The  tale  of  other  times,  O  Fonar,  pour, 

*  Upon  wide-skirted  Erin,  settling  round,  290 

*  In  tones  melodious  pour  the  martial  song.' 

I         *  To  me,'  they  Cathmor  said,  *  no  song  shall  'rise : 

*  Nor,  on  the  rock  of  Lubar,  Fonar  sit : — 

*  There  low  arc  laid  the  strong.     Their  rushing  ghosts 

*  Disturb  ye  not.     Far,  Malthos,  far  remove  2P.> 

*  The  sound  of  Erin's  song.     Noi-  o'er  the  foe, 

*  When  he  to  lift  the  warlike  spear  has  ccas'd, 
'  Do  I  rejoice.     We  pour  with  niorn  abroad 

'  Our  strength  ;  and  on  his  hill  Fingal  is  rous'd.' 

Like  waves,  blown  back  by  sudden,  gusty  winds,     300 
Erin  rctir'd  when  they  the  king  had  heard. 
Into  the  field  of  night  their  humming  tribes, 
Deep-roU'd,  they  spread.     The  bards,  at  times,  sat  down; 
Each  with  his  harp,  beneath  his  own  lone  tree. 
They  rais'd  the  song,  and  touch'd  the  trembling  string;    305 
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Each  to  the  chief  he  lov'd.     At  times,  the  harp, 

Before  a  burning  oak,  Sal-malla  touch'd  : 

She  touch'd  with  snow-white  hands  the  harp,  and  heard, 

At  graceful  rests,  the  breezes  in  the  hair. 

In  darkness  near,  beneath  an  aged  tree,  3 10 

Lay  Atha's  king.     From  him  the  lucent  beam, 

Proceedent  from  the  oak,  was  turn'd  :  the  maid 

He  saw,  but  was  not  seen.     Her  tearful  eye 

When  he  beheld,  forth  pour'd  his  secret  soul  :— 

But,  Borbar-duthul's  son,  thee  battle  waits.'  315 

Amidst  the  lonely  warblings  of  the  lyre  ; 
Whether  the  warriors  slept,  attentive  ear. 
At  intervals,  she  gave.     Her  anxious  soul 
With  grief  was  up. — To  pour  her  own  sad  song 
She  long'd  in  secret. — Silent  is  the  field.  320 

Each  on  its  wing,  the  blasts  of  night  retire. 
The  bards  had  ceas'd : — red-winding  with  their  ghosts 
Fierce  meteors  came.     Dark  grew  the  low'ring  sky. 
The  forms  of  the  deceased  with  the  clouds 
Entwining  blended.     But,  unheeding,  bends  325 

The  daughter  of  Con-mor  o'er  the  dying  flame, 
'vVithin  her  soul,  O  car-borne  Atha's  chief. 
Thou  wert  alone.     She  rais'd  the  voice  of  song 
\\'^ith  accents  soft,  and  touch'd  the  lyre  between  : 

Clun-galo  came — she  miss'd  the  maid —  530 

Amaz'd  she  flew  away : — 
'  Where  art  thou,  beam  of  light  ?'  she  cry'd— 

•  Where  does  my  virgin  stray  ? 
'  You  hunters  from  the  mossy  rock, 

'  Saw  you  the  blue-ey'd  maid  ?  35!^ 

'  Walks  she  on  grassy  Lumon's  hills, 

'  Where  roes  at  rest  are  laid  ? 

*  Ah  me !  I  se6  her  bow  hang  in  the  hall  ! 

*  Where  art  thou,  beam  of  light  ?  'tis  thou  I  call.' 
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Cease,  love  of  Conmor,  cease,  I  pray,  340 

Amid  the  nightly  bourn — 
Upon  the  I'ulgy  heath  thy  voice 

I  hear  not : — here  I  mourn. 
Unto  the  king  mine  eye  is  turn'd, 

Whose  path  is  hot  in  fight —  ,345 

To  him,  for  whom  my  soul  is  up 

Amidst  the  gloom  of  night.— 
In  war  deep-bosom'd,  hence  afar  he  lies : 
Nor  from  his  cloud  does  he  once  cast  his  eyes. 

Why  dost  thou  not  put  forth  thine  eye,  350 

Sun  of  Sul-maila,  dear  ? 
Why  not  one  glance  to  me  afford  ? 

I  dwell  in  darkness  here  :^ 
\Vide  o'er  me  flies  the  shady  mist— 

My  locks  are  fill'd  with  dew  : —  555 

Why  not  on  thy  Sul-malla  look. 

Her  gladness  to  renew  ? 
Sun  of  Sul-malla's  soul!  with  cheering  light 
Look  from  thy  cloud,  amidst  the  silent  night  I     *     *     * 
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ARGUMENT. 

THIS  book  begins  about  tlie  middle  of  the  third  night  from  the  opening  of  the 
poem.  The  poet  describes  a  kind  of  mist,  which  rose  by  night  from  the  lake 
of  Lego,  and  was  the  usual  residence  of  tlie  souls  of  the  dead,  during  the  in- 
terval between  their  decease  and  the  funeral  song.  The  appearance  of  tlie 
ghost  of  Fillan  above  the  cave,  where  his  body  lay.  His  voice  comes  to 
Fingal,  on  tlie  rock  of  Cormul.  Tlie  king  strikes  the  shield  of  Trennior, 
•which  was  an  infallible  sign  of  his  appearing  in  arms  himself.  The  extraor- 
dinary effect  of  the  sound  of  the  sliielri.  Sul-malla,  starting  from  sleep, 
awakes Cathmor.  Their  affecting  discourse.  She  insists  with  Jiim  to  sue  foi 
peace  i  but  he  resolves  to  continue  the  war.  He  directs  her  to  retire  to  the 
neighbouring  valley  of  Lona,  which  was  the  residence  of  an  old  Druid,  until 
the  battle  of  the  next  day  should  be  over.  He  awakes  his  army  with  tlie, 
sound  of  bis  shield.  The  shield  described.  Fonar,  the  bard,  at  the  desire 
of  Cathmor,  relates  the  first  settlement  of  the  Firbolg  in  Ireland,  under  theit 
leader  Larihon.  Morning  conies.  Sul-malla  retires  to  the  valley  of  Ll.j, 
A  lyric  song  concludes  the  book. 


BOOK  VII. 


WHEN  at  the  wat'ry  portals  of  the  west 
Upon  the  sun's  bright-beaming  vult'rine  eye 
The  gates  are  clos'd  ;  from  Lego's  fenny  lake, 
With  skirts  of  wood  o'crhung,  gray-bosom'd  mists, 
At  times,  arise.     The  vapour,  dark  and  deep, 
Awide  is  pour'd  o'er  Lara's  rolling  stream  : 
The  sick'ning  moon,  dusk-swimming  through  its  folds, 
Like  a  dim  shield  appears. — With  this  enrob'd, 
The  ghosts  of  old  (when  they  from  blast  to  blast, 
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A  Ions;  the  dusky  surface  of  the  night  10 

Stride  on  the  wind)   their  sudden  gestures  make. 

OlV  to  some  warrior's  grave  they,  in  the  gale 

Eotwin'd  and  blended,  on  the  nightly  plain 

Roll  the  gray  mist,  a  mansion  for  iiis  ghost, 

Until  tlie  song  of  mournful  dirge  arise,  15 

A  sound  came  from  the  desert :  swift  in  winds 
Rush'd  Conar's  course.     On  Fillan  his  deep  mist 
He  at  blue-winding  Lubar's  waters  pour'd. 
Bending  in  his  gray  ridge  of  smoke,  the  ghost 
Sat  dark  and  mournful ;  whilst,  at  times,  the  blast  20 

Roil'd  him  together.  Yet,  the  lovely  form 
Again  return'd.— s-?With  slowly  bending  eyes, 
And  locks  of  mist  dark-winding,  it  return'd, 

'Twas  dark:  and  silent,  in  the  skirts  of  night, 
Still  were  the  sleeping  host :  whilst  on  the  hill,  25 

Fingal's  abode,  the  dwindling  flame  decay'd  ; 
And  lonely  on  his  shield  the  king  repos'd. 
Then,  whilst  in  sleep  his  eyes  were  half-enclos'd, 
Came  Fillan's  voice  :  *  Does  Clatho's  husband  sleep  ? 

*  Abides  the  father  of  the  fall'n  in  rest  ?  30 

*  Amidst  the  lonely  solitude  of  dreams, 

<  /\m  I  in  folds  of  darkness  quite  forgot?' 

*  Why,'  said  Fingal,  as  sudden  he  arose, 

'  Art  thou  amidst  my  dreams  ?     Thee,  my  brave  son, 

*  Or  thy  swift  path,   fierce-blazing  in  the  field,  35 

*  Can  I  forget  ?     Not  such  tlie  mighty  deeds 

*  Of  heroes  strong,  come  on  the  royal  soul. 

*  Not,  like  a  beam  of  lightning,  which  as  soon 

*  As  seen  is  gone,  do  they  thence  transient  fly, 

*  Thee  I  remember,  Fillan  !  and  my  wrath,  40 

*  Kindling  within  me,  rises  in  its  strength,' 
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His  dreadful  spear  then  took  the  king,  and  struck 
The  deeply-sounding  shield — his  shield  that  high 
On  night  was  hung,  the  dismal  sign  ol'  war ! 
Ghosts  fled  on  ev'ry  side  ;  and  on  the  wind  45 

Their  gathei'd  features  roll'd.     The  voice  of  deaths 
Thrice  from  the  winding  vale  arose.     The  harps  » 

Of  bards,  untouch'd,  sound  mournfut  o'er  the  hill. 

Again  he  struck  the  shield  ;  and,  in  their  rest, 
His  slumb'ring  host  of  direful  battles  dream'd.  5l> 

Across  their  souls  the  strife  wide-tumbling  gleams, 
Whilst  to  fierce  war  blue-shielded  kings  descend. 
Back-looking  armies  fly  :  and  mighty  deeds. 
In  the  bright  gleams  of  steel,  half-hid  appear. 

But,  when  the  third,  the  still  more  dreadful  sound      55 
Arose  ;  the  starting  deer  amidst  the  rocks 
Their  clifts  forsook. — The  dismal  screams  of  fowls 
Are,  in  the  desert,  heard ;  as,  on  his  blast, 
Each  flew  affrighted. — Albion's  sons  their  spears, 
Half-rising,  half-assum'd.     Yet,  silence  back  60; 

RoU'd  on  the  host : — they  knew  the  royal  shield  :— 
But  sleep  again  their  yielding  eyes  depress'd  : 
The  field  of  night  again  was  dark  and  still,  » 

Yet,  Con-mor's  blue-ey'd  daughter,  in  the  gloom 
No  sleep  was  thine.     The  dreadful  sounding  shield  65^ 

Sul-malla  heard,  and  'rose  amidst  the  night. 
Her  steps  of  haste  tow'rds  Atha's  king  she  took — 
*  Can  danger  shake  his  daring  soul  ?'  she  cries — 
In  doubt,  with  eyes  bent  to  the  ground,  she  stands; 
Whilst  heav'n  with  all  its  stars,  is  burning  'round.  70 

Again  the  shield  resounds !     She  rush'd — she  stop'd— •    ^ 
Her  voice  half  'rose — it  fail'd. — Him,  in  his  arms 
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Responsive  to  the  bUize  of  heav'n,  she  saw. 

Dim  in  his  locks,  that  rose  to  nightly  wind. 

Him  she  beheld.     Away,  for  anxious  fear,  75 

llcr  trembling  steps  she  turn'd,     *  Ah!  why,'  she  said, 

'  Should  Erin's  king  awake  ?     Thou'rt  not  a  dream, 

*  Green  Inis-huna's  daughter,  to  his  rest.' 

More  dreadful  rung  the  shield  !     Siil-malla  starts. 
Her  helmet  falls.     Loud  echo'd  Lu bar's  rock,  SO 

As  o'er  it  roll'd  the  steel.     From  dreams  of  night 
Bursting,  beneath  his  tree  half  rose  the  king. 
Upon  the  rock  the  virgin's  lovely  form 
Above  him  he  beheld. — Red-twinkling  look'd 
Down  through  her  floating  hair  a  lucid  star.  85 

*  Who  comes  through  night  to  Cathmor,'  said  the  chief, 

*  In  the  dark  time  of  dreams  ?     Say,  dost  thou  bring 

*  Of  battle  aught  ?     Who  art  thou  son  of  night  ? 

*  Stand'st  thou  an  image  of  the  times  of  old 

«  Before  mine  eyes  ?     Com'st  thou  a  warning  voice  90 

*  Of  Erin's  danger,  from  the  cloudy  fold  ?' 

*  No  traveller  of  night  am  I,'  she  said, 

*  Nor  voice  from  folded  cloud  :  but  thee  I  warn 

*  Of  Erin's  danger.     Dost  thou  hear  that  sound  ? 

*  'Tis  not  the  weak,  O  Atha's  royal  chief,  95 

*  That  thund'ring  rolls  his  dismal  signs  on  night.* 

'  His  signs,'  he  said,  *  let  the  proud  warrior  roll  : 

*  Like  harps,  to  Cathmor's  ravish'd  ears,  they  sound. 

*  Great  is  my  joy,  O  voice  of  silent  night, 

t  And  burns  o'er  all  my  thoughts. — On  lonely  hills,  100 

*  By  night,  this  is  the  music  of  great  kings, 

'   (The  sons  of  mighty  deeds !)  when  with  the  sound 
'  Their  daring  souls  they  light.    The  weak  alone 


169  TEMORA.  [Book  VII. 

*  Aln<le  obscure  within  the  breezy  A'ale, 

*  Where,  from  tht  azure-winding  of  the  streams,  105 

*  The  rising  mists  their  skirts  of  morn  erect.' 

*  Not  weak)  thou  TeaJcr  of  heroes,'  she  repIyVI, 

*  Were  they — the  fathers  of  my  mighty  race. 

*  In  gloom  of  war  they,  in  their  distant  lands, 

*  Dwelt  firmly.     Yet,  amidst  the  signs  of  death  110 

*  My  soul  delights  not.     He,   who  never  yields, 

*  Ad\'ancing  comes : — awake  the  bard  of  peace  !' 

As  with  its  trickling  waters  stands  a  rock. 
So  Cathmor  stood  in  tears.     On  his  dark  soul 
Her  voice  came  like  a  breeze,  and  of  her  land  115 

Tile  mem'ry  wak'd  ;  where  by  her  peaceful  streams 
She  dwelt,  before  to  Con-mor's  wars  he  came. 

*  Daughter  of  strangers,'  said  he  (at  the  word 
Slie  trembling  turn'd  away),  *  long  have  I  mark'd 

*  Green  Inis-huna's  pine,  of  youthful  growth,  120 

*  In  armour  clad.  But  still,  I  said :  "  My  soul 
"  Is  folded  in  a  storm.  Why  should  that  light 
*'  Beam  orient,  till  in  peace  my  steps  return  ?" 

*  When  we  to  fear  the  king  thou  didst  enjoin, 

*  Did  paleness,  in  thy  presence,  on  me  sit?  125 

*  The  time  ot"  danger  is  to  me,  O  maid, 

*  The  season  of  my  soul  ;  for,    then  it  swells 

*  A  mighty  stream,  and  rolls  me  on  the  foe. 

*  Benenth  the  moss-clad  rock  of  Lona,  gray 

*  In  locks  of  age,  near  his  own  winding  stream,  130 

*  Divells  C^lonmal  king  of  harps.     Above  him  are 

*  The  roes  dun-bounding,  and  his  echoing  oak, 

*  As  in  the  tliouglits  of  years  he  pensive  bends, 

*  Our  noisy  strife,  borne  on  the  winged  blast. 
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*  Reaches  his  ear.     There,  till  our  battle  cease,  135 

*  Sul-malla,  fix  thy  rest ;  and  there  abide 

*  Till,  from  the  skirts  of  ev'ning's  dusky  mist 
'  On  Lena  rising  'round  my  love's  abode, 

*  Clad  in  my  glitt'ring  armour  I  return,' 

Down  on  the  vh"gin's  soul  then  fell  a  light :  140 

Kindl'd  before  the  king  it  'rose.     Her  face 
She  turn'd  to  Cathmor:— widely  float  her  locks 
Struggling  with  winds,  whilst  thus  aloud  she  cry'd  : 

*  Down  from  the  streams  of  his  loud-roaring  wind, 

*  When  dun  before  him  he  beholds  the  prey,  145 

*  The  youthful  offspring  of  the  bounding  roe, 

*  The  eagle  of  heav'n  far  sooner  shall  be  torn; 

*  Than  thou,  O  Cathmor,  from  the  strife  of  fame 

*  Aside  be  turn'd.     Soon  may  I  thee  behold 

*  O  warrior,  from  the  skirts  of  ev'ning  mist ;  150 

*  When  it  around  me  is,  thick-folded,  roll'd 

*  On  Lona  of  the  streams.     While  yet  thou  art 

'  Far  distant,  strike — O  Cathmor,  strike  the  shield  ; 

*  That,  whilst  against  the  mossy  rock  I  lean, 

*  To  my  dark  soid  joy  brightly  may  return,  ]5i> 

*  But,  if  thou  chance  to  fall :  (I  in  the  land 

*  Of  strangers  here  am  left) — down  from  thy  c].oud 

*  To  Inis-huna's  maid  O  send  thy  voice.' 

*  Young  branch  of  green- top'd  Lumon,'   he  reply'd, 

*  Why  shak'st  thou  in  the  storm  ?     Oft"  heretofore         160 

*  Has  Cathmor  from  dark-rolling  wars  return'd. 

*  The  darts  of  death  to  me  but  hail  appear  : 

*  Oft'  have  they  bounded  from  my  bossy  shield. 

*  As  gleams  a  meteor  from  a  stormy  cloud  ; 

'  So,   brighten'd  oft'  have  I  from  battle  ris'n.  165 

*  When  on  the  hill  the  roar  of  battle  grows, 

*  Fair  beam,  return  not  from  thy  silent  vale. 
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*  Then,  peradventure,  might  the  foe  escape  ; 

*  As  they  of  old  my  fathers  did  elude. 

*  Of  Clunar,  who  by  Cormac's  deathful  hand,  170 

'  The  giver  of  shells,  was  slain,  they  Son-mor  told. 

*  Three  days  in  darkness  on  his  l)rother's  fall 

*  Great  Son-mor  thought :  when  on  the  silent  king 

*  His  spouse  attentive  look'd.     His  steps  to  war 

*  Plain  she  foresaw.     With  her  blue-shielded  chief  175 

*  To  go,  the  bow  in  secret  she  prepar'd. 

*  When  to  his  fields  the  dauntless  warrior  mov'd, 

*  To  her  at  Atha  darkness  only  dwelt. 

*  Down  from  their  hundred  streams  Alnecma's  sons 

*  Poured  by  night.     The  king's  blue,  bossy  shield  ISO 

*  Sounding  they  heard,  and  dark  their  rage  arose, 

*  In  clanging  arms  tow'rds  Ullin  of  the  groves 

*  Onward  they  mov'd.     At  times,  the  echoing  shield 

*  The  leader  of  the  war,  dark  Son-mor  struck. 

'  Far,  o'er  the  streamy  hills  the  royal  spouse  185 

"  Sul-allin,  at  a  distance,  mov'd  behind. 

*  Whilst  they  across  the  bending  vale  below 

*  Quick  mov'd,  a  light  she  on  the  mountain  seem'd. 

*  Again,  when  on  the  mossy  hill  they  'rose, 

*  Her  steps,  below,  were  stately  in  the  vale.  190 

*  The  king,  who  her  in  Atha  of  the  hinds 

*  Had  left,  she  fear'd  presumptive  to  approach, 

*  Yet,  when  the  roar  of  battle  on  the  plain 

*  Tumultuous  rose  ;  when  host  on  host  was  roll'd ; 

*  When,  like  heav'n's  fire  in  clouds,  great  Son-mor  burnt,  195 

*  With  her  wide-spreading  hair  Sul-allin  came  : 

*  For,  she  for  her  lov'd  king  with  tremors  shook, 

*  From  harm  the  love  of  heroes  to  defend, 

*  Tlie  rushing  strife  he  stop'd.     Away  the  foe 

'  By  night  cscap'd,  when  lol  without  his  blood,  200 
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'  The  blood,  wliich  oa  the  warrior's  silent  tomb 

*  Ought  to  be  pour'd,  the  injur'd  Cluaar  slept. 

*  Nor  rose  the  rage  of  Son-mor,  but  his  days 

*  Were  dark  and  slow. — By  her  gray,  murm'ring  streams 

*  Siil-alliA  wander'd  with  her  tearful  eyes.  205 

*  Oft'  on  the  hero,  folded  in  iiis  thoughts, 

*  Wistful  she  loolc'd,  but  from  his  mournful  eyes 

*  She  shrunk,  and  lonely  turn'd  her  steps  away.— 

*  Rough,  like  a  tempest,  'rose  the  roar  of  war 

*  And  from  his  soul  the  gloomy  mist  dispell'd,  210 
'  Joyful  her  steps  within  the  hall   he  saw, 

*  And  her  white  fingers  rising  on  the  lyre.' 

Away,  tlien,  in  his  arms  strode  Atha's  chief 
To  where  his  dark-brown  shield  hung  high  in  night, 
High  on  a  bough,  o'er  Lubar's  streamy  roar.  215 

Sev'n  bosses  (the  sev'n  voices  of  the  kuig, 
Which  from  the  wind  his  warlike  chiefs  receiv'd. 
And  mark'd  o'er  all  their  tribes)   rose  on  the  shield. 

On  each  bright  boss  is  plac'd  a  star  of  night : 
"Wilh  beams  unshorn  Can-mathon  there  is  seen.  220 

Col-derna  rising  from  a  cloud  ;   and  dark 
Uioicho  robd  in  mist. — Soft  on  a  rock 
Is  Cathlin's  glitt'ring  beam. — Its  western  light 
Half-sinks  Reldurath,  on  its  own  blue  wave 
Fair-gleaming  ;  whilst  with  aspect  fierce  and  red,  225 

Down  locks  the  eye  of  Beithin  through  a  grove 
On  the  slow-moving  hunter,  from  the  chase 
Through  show'ry  night  returning  with  the  spoils 
Of  the  dun,  bounding  I'oe.     Wide  in  the  midst 
Ton-thena's  beams  of  cloudless  splendor  'rose:  230 

Ton-tliena,  that  by  night  look'd  on  the  course 
Of  sea-toss'd  Larthon  :  Larthon,  who  the  first 

Vol.  II,  Y 
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(Of  Bolga's  race)  on  winds  his  journey  took. 

[Tow'rds  streamy  Inis-fail  the  royal  sails 

White-Losom'd  spread  ;  and,  louring  o'er  the  king,  235 

With  mist  beskirted  roll'd  the  dusky  night. 

The  winds  in  heav'n  were  changeful,  and  him  roll'd 

From  wave  to  wave.     Then,  from  her  parted  cloud, 

The  fiery-hair'd  Ton-thena  laughing  'rose. 

As  on  the  tumbling  waters  faint  it  gleam'd,  240 

Larthon  rejoiced  at  the  guiding  beam.] 

'Neath  Cathmor's  spear  awak'd  that  warning  voice, 
Which  'wakes  the  bards  ;  when  they  from  ev'ry  side 
Dark-winding  came;  each  with  his  sounding  lyre» 
Joy  in  their  presence  seiz'd  the  royal  soul,  245 

As  joys  the  trav'Uer,  in  the  cstive  drought, 
With  thirst  beparch'd,  when,  rolling  far  around^ 
He  hears  the  murmur  of  cool,  mossy  streams  ; 
Streams,  that  amongst  the  desert's  lonely  tracks 
Burst  from  the  rock  of  rocs,  their  thirst  to  cooU  250 

*  Why,'  Fonar  said,  *  hear  we  the  royal  voice 

*  Amidst  his  time  of  rest?     Down  in  thy  dreams 
'  Did  thy  forefathers  dimly  bend  their  forms  ? 

*  Perchance  upon  their  cloud  they  stand,  and  wait 

*  For  Fonar's  song  : — oft'  to  the  dark'ning  fields,  255 

*  Where  soon  their  sons  must  lift  the  deathful  spear, 

*  Approach  they  make.     Or,  shall  our  voice  arise 

*  In  dirge  for  him,  who  lifts  the  spear  no  more  ; 

*  For  him,  that  from  green  Moma  of  the  groves 

*  Consum'd  the  roaring  field  amidst  his  course?  2C0 

*  Nor,  bard  of  other  times,  is  yet  forgot 

*  That  cloud  in  war. — High-verging  tow'rds  the  sky 

*  His  stately  tomb,  the  dwelling  of  renown, 

*  Shall  on  Moi-lena  rise.     But,  now,  my  soul 
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*  B<ick  to  my  fatliers'  times — buck  to  the  years,  265 

*  \Vhcn  first  on  Inis-huna's  waves  they  rose, 

*  In  secret  rapture  roll.     Nor  sweet  alone 

*  To  Cathmor  is  the  mem'ry  of  the  groves 

*  O'erspreading  Lumon' — Lumon  of  the  streams, 

*  The  snow-white  bosom'd  virgins'  green  abode.  270 

*  Lumon  of  foamy  streams,  on  Fonar's  soul 

*  Thou  riscst  bright !     Thy  sun  is  on  thy  side, 

*  Gleaming  upon  the  rocks  of  bending  trees. 

*  Dun  from  thy  furze  is  seen  the  bounding  roe, 

*  Whilst  the  swift  deer  high  lifts  his  branchy  head,  275 

*  And  starts,  at  times  ;  for,  he  perceives  the  hound 

*  Fleet  as  the  wind  along  the  half-swarth'd  heath. 

*  Slow,  on  the  vale,  the  stately  virgins  move, 

*  The  white-arm'd  daughters  of  the  bending  yew. 

*  From  'midst  their  wand'ring  locks,  up  to  the  hill  2S0 

*  Their  round  blue  eyes  they  lift.     Not  there  is  seen 

*  The  stride  of  Larthon,  Inis-huna's  chief. 

*  For  on  his  own  dark  oak  (that  stately  oak, 

*  Which  he,  to  bound  along  the  roaring  sea, 

*  From  Lumon  cut)  he  mounts  the  briny  wave  285 

*  In  Cluba's  ridgy  bay.     From  the  sad  sight, 

*  And  anxious  for  the  safety  of  the  king, 

*  Their  eyes  away  th'  affrighted  virgins  turn  : 
'  For,  ne'er  before  had  their  astonish'd  eyes 

*  A  ship  beheld, — dark  rider  of  the  wave  !— -  290 

*  Now  he  presumes  the  raging  winds  to  call, 

*  And  with  the  mist  of  ocean  mix'd  to  go. 

'  In  smoke  blue  Inis-fail,  at  length,  arose; 

*  But  dusky-skirted  night  came  dimly  down. 

*  The  trembling  sons  of  woody  Bolga  fear'd  :  295 
'   And  fiery-hair'd  Ton-thena  glitt'ring  'rose. 

J  Within  the  bosom  of  its  echoing  wood^ 
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*  Loud  Culbin's  bay  the  bounding  sliip  rcceiv'd. 

*  There  from  Diithuma's  horrid  cave,  a  stream 

*  Forth  issu'd  ;  where,  with  their  half-finish'd  forms,        300> 

*  At  intervals,  appear'd  the  gleam  of  ghosts. 

'  In  dreams,  which  there  on  dauntless  Larthon  fell, 

*  Seven  spirits  of  his  ancestors  he  saw. 

Their  half-form'd  words  he  heard,  and  times  to  come 

*  Dimly  beheld.     He  saw  great  Atha's  king,  305 

*  The  sons  of  future  days. — Along  the  field, 

*  Like  ridgy  mist,  which  winds  o'er  Atha's  groves 
'  In  autumn  pour,  their  dark'ning  hosts  they  led. 

*  To  the  soft  sounding  lyre  great  Larthon  rais'd 

*  The  hall  of  Samla.     Forth  to  Erin's  roes  31Ql 

*  He  went,  and  hunted  at  their  wonted  streams. 

*  Nor  did  he  verdant  Lumon's  head  forget : 

*  Oft'  to  the  place,  where  from  the  hill  of  roes 

*  White-handed  Flathal  look'd,  he  o'er  his  seas 

*  High-bounding  came.     Thy  rising  now  is  bright,  315 

*  Lumon  of  foamy  streams,  on  Fonar's  soul.' 

Now,  in  the  east  awak'd  the  beam  of  morn, 
And,  capt  in  mist,  the  mountain-tops  arose. 
On  ev'ry  side,  their  grayly-winding  streams 
The  vallies  shew. — The  sound  of  Cathmor's  shield  320 

His  forces  heard — at  once  they  rose  around. 
So  crowds  a  sea,  when  first  the  wings  of  winds 
It  feels  ,•  the  waves,  not  knowing  where  to  roll. 
Their  troubled  heads  in  wheeling  swells  erect. 

Then,  sad  and  slow  to  Lona  of  the  streams  325 

Sul-malla  went :  the  went,  yet  often  turn'd,  » 
Her  blue  eyes  rolling  in  a  flood  of  tears. — 

But,  when  in  thoughtful  mood  she  to  the  rock,  " 
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That  darkly  corcr'd  Lona's  echoina;  vale, 

Had  come  ;  then  she,  from  her  lull  bursting  soul,  330 

Look'd  on  the  king — and  sunk,  at  once,  behind. 

Son  of  Alpin,  strike  the  string, 

And  in  concert  sweetly  sing. 

Does  the  dulcet-sounding  lyre 

Aught  contain  of  joyful  fire  ?  335 

On  Ossian's  soul  it  quickly  pour. 

O'er  which  dark,  vap'ry  shadows  lour, 
I  hear  thee  in  my  night  profound : 
But  cease,  O  bard,  the  lightly-trembling  sound. 

If  aught  can,  in  his  dark-broWn  years,  3'iO 

To  Ossian  give  relief; 
It  must  command  indulgent  tears, 

And  yield  the  joy  of  grief. 

Green  thorn  abidant  on  the  ghostly  height, 

That  shak'st  thy  tufty  head  to  winds  of  night,  3i5 

I  hear  no  sound  in  thee  : — 
Contain'st  thou  not  a  cloudy  ghost,  that  heaves 
His  windy  skirt,  now  rustling  in  thy  leaves 

That  me  from  grief  can  free  ? 

Oft',  when  the  moon  thick  rises  from  the  east  JoO 

And,  like  a  shield,  dun  rolls  along  the  sky  ; 
Forth  come  the  dead,   Irom  their  dark,  silent  rest, 
Borne  on  the  darkly-eddying  blasts  on  high, 

Ullin,  Carril,  with  your  lay — 

Ryno  also,  come  this  way  :  3.55 

Voices  of  the  days  of  old  ! 

All  your  melody  unfold. 
In  Selma's  darkness  let  your  notes  abound. 
And  'wake  the  soul  of  songs,  enraptur'd  with  the  sound. 
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I  listen,  sons  of  music,  still  in  vain  !  360 

What  hall  of  clouds,  does  your  calm  rest  contain  ? 

Where  from  his  green-top'd  waves  the  sun 

Forth  sounding  comes  his  race  to  run, 

With  robes  of  morning-vapour  made 

Touch  ye  the  harp  of  airy  shade  ?  565 


END  OF  BOOK  SEVENTH, 
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ARGUMENT. 
THE  fourth  morning  from  the  opening  of  the  poem,  comes  on.  Fingal,  still  con- 
tinuing ill  the  place  to  which  he  had  originally  retired  on  the  preceding 
night,  is  seen,  at  intervals,  tlirough  the  mist,  which  covsred  the  rock  o£ 
C'ormul.  The  descent  of  tlie  king  is  described.  He  orders  Gaul,  Dermid, 
and  Carril  the  bard,  to  goto  t  lie  valley  of  Cl  una,  and  to  conduct  from  thence, 
to  the  Caledonian  army,  lerad-artho,  the  son  of  Cairbar,  the  only  persoa 
remaining  of  the  f<imily  of  Conar,  the  first  king  of  Ireland.  The  king  takes 
the  command  of  the  army  and  prepares  for  battle.  Marcliing  towards  the 
enemy,  he  comes  to  the  cave  of  Lubar,  where  the  body  of  Fillan  lay.  Upon 
seeing  his  dog  Bran,  who  lav  at  the  entrance  of  the  cave,  his  grief  returns. 
Cathmo,  arranges  the  army  of  the  Firbolg  in  order  of  battle.  The  appearance 
of  that  hero.  The  general  conflict  is  described.  The  actions  of  Fingal  and 
Caihmor.  A  storm.  The  total  rout  of  the  Firbolg.  The  two  kings  engage, 
in  a  column  of  mist,  on  the  banks  of  Lubar.  Their  attitude  and  conference 
after  the  combat.  The  death  of  Cathmor.  Fingal  resigns  the  spear  of  Tren- 
tnor  to  Ossian.  The  ceremonies  observed  on  that  occasion.  The  spirit  of 
Cathmor  appears  to  Sul-malla  in  the  valley  of  Lona.  Her  sorrow.  Evening 
comes  on.  A  feast  is  prepared.  The  coining  of  Ferad-artho  is  announced 
by  the  $on|S  of  a  hundred  baids.    The  poem  closes  with  a  speecli  of  Fingal. 
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AS,  when  the  wint'ry  winds  with  freezing  blast 
Have  seiz'd  the  waters  of  the  mountain-lake  ; 
Have  seiz'd  in  stormy  night  their  rising  waves, 
And  cloth'd  them  o'er  uneven  with  crusts  of  ice  ; 
White  to  the  wakeful  hunters  early  eye 
The  frost-bound  billows  still  appear  to  roll  :— 
[He  to  the  sound  of  each  unequal  ridge 
His  ear  attentive  turns.     But,  silent  each 
Gleams  to  the  eye,  with  boughs  and  tufts  of  grass 
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Bcstrew'd,  which  o'er  their  p;risly  scuts  of  frost  10 

With  tremulous  motion  whittle  to  the  wind.] 

So,  tow'rds  the  hill  {where  stood  the  royal  chief— 

Fingal's  cloud-cover'd  hill,  where  in  his  might 

Amidst  the  rolling  of  the  mist  he  strode, 

Up  as  each  warrior  from  his  helmet  look'd,  15 

In  silence  to  the  morning's  crescent  light 

The  ridges  of  great  Morven's  army  shone.— 

At  times,  but  greatly^ dim  in  all  his  arms, 

The  hero  is  beheld.     The  war  still  roU'd 

t'rom  thought  to  thought  along  his  mighty  soul.  20 

Forth  in  his  matchless  strength  now  comes  the  king.— 
First,  Luno's  sword  appear'd  : — half,  from  a  cloud, 
Issues  the  spear  ;  the  shield  still  dim  in  mist. 
But,  when  with  all  his  grisly,  dewy  locks 
Abroad  the  stride  majestic  of  the  king  25 

Came  in  the  wind  ;  then,  from  his  num'rous  host 
O'er  ev'ry  moving  tribe  the  shouts  arose. 
With  all  their  echoing  shields  and  clang  of  arms 
They  gather'd,  gleaming,   'round.     So,  'round  a  ghost, 
That  froiTi  the  squally  wind  in  storm  descends,  50 

'Rise  the  green  seas  with  angry  motion  tost. 
Afar  the  trav'Uer  hears  the  sound,  and  lifts 
Over  the  roaring  rock  his  trembling  head. 
He  looks  upon  the  troubled  bay,  and  thinks 
He  dimly  sees  the  form.     The  billows  sport,  35 

With  all  their  backs  of  foam,  unwieldy,  'round. 

The  son  of  Morni,  Duthno's  stormy  race. 
And  e(  hoing  Cona's  bard,  far-distant  stood  : — • 
We  stood  far-di!<tant ;  each  beneath  his  tree.  ' 

We  shunnd  the  royal  eyes  ;  for,  in  the  field  40 

We  had  not  conquer'd. — Near  my  silent  feet 
A  streamlet  roll'd.     I  with  my  waving  spear 
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Touch 'd  its  light  wave.     I  touch'd  it  with  my  spear  ; 

Nor  there  was  Ossian's  soul.     It  darkly  rose, 

From  thought  to  thought,  and  sent  abroad  the  sigh.  45 

♦  Why,  son  of  Morni,'  said  the  mighty  king, 

*  And  Dermid,  hunter  of  dun-sided  roes ! 

*  Why,  like  two  rocks,  each  with  its  trickling  rills, 

*  Appear  ye  dark  ? — Against  the  chiefs  of  men 

*  Fingal's  calm  soul  assumes  no  gath'ring  wrath,  50 

*  Ye  are  my  strength  in  war :  and  ye  in  peace 

*  The  kindling  of  my  joy.     My  early  voice, 

*  When  for  the  chase  brave  Fillan  trim'd  the  bow, 

*  Sweet  as  a  gale  reach'd  your  delighted  ears. 

*  But  his  dear  son  Fingal  perceives  not  here,  55 

*  Nor  yet  the  chase  of  dun,  swift-bounding  rocs, 
'  Yet,  why  in  darkness,  at  a  distance  great, 

*  Should  the  fierce  breakers  of  loud  bucklers  stand  ?* 

Then  tow'rds  the  royal  presence  tall  they  strode, 
And,  turn'd  to  Mora's  wind,  the  king  they  saw.  CO 

His  tears  were  falling  for  his  blue-ey'd  son. 
Who  in  the  cave  of  streams  in  darkness  slept. 
But  he  before  them  into  brightness  turn'd. 
And  to  the  kings  broad-shielded  gave  command* 

*  Forth  to  the  sight  blue  Lubar's  streamy  roar,  65 

*  Crommal,  the  field  of  winds,  with  woody  rocks 

*  And  shaded  top  of  mist,  distinctly  pours. 

*  Clear-winding  Lavath  in  the  silent  vale, 

*  Where  browse  the  deer,  behind  it  eddying  rolls. 

*  Dark  in  a  rock  is  a  lone,  silent  cave :  70 

*  Above  it,  strong-wing'd,  airy  eagles  dwell  : 

*  Before  it,  sound  broad  oaks  in  Cluna's  wind. 

*  fVit/iin,   is  Ferad-artho,  blue-ey'd  king, 

!  Broad-shielded  Cairbar's  son,  in  locks  of  youth. 
Vol.  II,  Z 
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*  From  verdant  Ullin  of  the  bounding  roes*  75 

*  To  Condan's  voice  within  the   feeble  light, 

'  As  gray  he  bends,  he  gives  attentive  heed  :— 

'  Attentive  heed  he  gives  ;  for,  his  dark  foes 

*  Within  Temora's  echoing  halls  abide, 

*  At  times,  abroad,  veil'd  in  the  skirts  of  mist,  80 

*  To  pierce  the  bounding  deer,  he  secret  comes. 

*  But,  when  the  sun  looks  on  the  gleaming  field, 

*  Nor  by  the  rock,  nor  at  the  stream,  is  he  ! 

*  The  hated  race  of  Bolga,  that  abide 

*  Within  his  father's  echoing  hall,  he  shuns*  85 

*  Inform  him  that  Fingal  now  lifts  the  spear, 

*  And  that  his  foes  ere  long,  perhaps,   may  fail. 

*  Before  him,  Gaul,  lift  up  the  shield  !  and  stretch 

*  Temora's  spear,  O  Dermid.     Sound  the  deeds 

*  Of  his  forefathers,  Carril,  in  his  ear.  90 

*  To  green  Moi-lena,  to  the  dusky  fields 

*  Of  shady  ghosts,  conduct  him  safe  ;  for  there 

*  Forward  in  battle,  in  the  folds  of  war, 

*  I  fall. — To  high  Dunmora's  summit  come, 

*  Before  dun  night  descends. — To  Lena's  streams,  95 

*  From  the  gray-rolling  mist,  your  eyes  direct, 

*  If,  over  rolling  Lubar's  gleaming  course, 

*  My  waving  standard  there  shall  float  on  wind, 
'  Fingal,  then,  has  not  fail'd  in  his  last  field.' 

Such  were  his  words:  nor  aught  to  him  rcply'd         100  i 
The  silent,  striding  kings. — On  Erin's  host 
Side-long  they  look'd,  and  darken'd  as  they  went. 
Never  before  amidst  the  stormy  field  ! 

Left  they  the  king. — Behind  them  Carril  mov'd  \ 

With  grisly  locks,  and  touch 'd  at  times  the  harp.  105 i 

Aforehand  he  the  people's  fall  beheld, 
And  mournful  was  the  sound  !     'Twas  like  a  breeze 
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That  comes,  by  fits,   o'er  Lego's  reedy  lake  ; 

W'jien  on  the  weary  hunter  halt  descends 

The  shades  of  sleep  withni  his  mossy  cave.  110 

*  In  mournful  sadness  o'er  his  secret  stream 

*  Why  bends  the  bard  of  Cona  ?  said  Fingal. 

*  Js  this  a  time  for  sorrow  ? — this^  for  grief, 

*  O  low-laid  Oscar's  father  ?     When  the  war, 

*  ^Vhen  sounds  of  echoing  shields  are  heard  no  more,        115 
'  Therif  be  the  warriors'  fall  to  mind  recall'd  :— r 

*  Then,  o'er  the  flood,  where  blows  the  mountain-breeze, 
'  In  sadness  bend  :  let  them  pass  on  thy  soul, 

*  The  blue-ey'd  sons  of  Lena  of  the  streams, 

*  But  to  fierce  war,  wide-tumbling,  rough,  and  dark,      120 

*  Rolls  Erin.     Lift,  my  Ossian,  lift  the  shield  : 
'  For  I  abide,  my  dearest  §or,  alone  !' 

As  when  tq  Inis-huna's  ship  becalm'd 
Coercive  comes  the  sudden  voice  of  winds, 
And  drives  it  large,  dark  rider  of  the  wave,  125 

Along  the  deep  :  so,  tall  along  the  heath. 
Forth  Ossian  mov'd,  when  thus  Fingal  him  urg'd. 
He,  in  the  dusky  wing  of  war,  his  shield 
Bright-shining  lifted  high.     So,  forward  moves, 
Behind  th'  unequal  skirts  of  broken  clouds,  130 

Tile  broad,  blank  moon,  before  the  storms  arise, 

Loud,  down  from  moss-clad  Mora,  pour'd,  at  once. 
The  broad-wing'd  war.     Fingal,  great  Morven's  king. 
Forth  led  his  people.     Waving  spreads  on  high 
The  eagle's  wing  ;  and  on  his  shoulders  broad  135 

His  grisly  hair  is  pour'd.     His  mighty  strides 
In  thunder  move.     He  often  stood,  anc]  sa^v 
The  rolling  armour  widely  gleam  behint], 
A  rock  he  seeni'd,  gray  o'er  with  ice,  whose  woods 
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'Are  high  in  wind  ;  and  from  whose  stately  head  140 

Bright  leap  the  streams,  and  spread  their  foam  on  blasts. 

To  Lubar's  cave,  where  Fillan  darkly  slept 
Fingal  now  came.     Bran  on  the  broken  shield 
Still  lay  : — on  winds  the  eagle-wing  is  strew'd. 
Bright,  from  the  withered  furze,  the  hero's  spear  145 

Look'd  forth. — Like  whirlwinds  black'ning  on  a  lake, 
Dark-rising  grief  then  stir'd  the  royal  soul. 
Sudden  he  turn'd  his  step,  and  on  his  spear 
Bending  he  lean'd  : — when  to  Fingal's  known  path 
White  breasted  Bran  came  bounding,  big  with  joy:—      150 
Bounding  he  came,  and  tow'rds  the  cave,  where  lay 
The  blue-ey'd  hunter  dark  in  night,  then  turn'd: 
Fo.r,  to  the  dewy  bed,  where  slept  the  roe, 
He,   with  the  early  morn  was  wont  to  stride. 
'Tw  as  then  the  tears  big  started  from  the  king,  155 

And  all  his  soul  was  dark. — But,  as  the  wind. 
Fresh-rising,  rolls  away  the  storm  of  rain. 
And  ito  the  sun  unA^eils  the  foaming  streams 
And  tops  of  hills  with  all  their  heads  of  grass: 
So  the  returning  war  Fingal's  great  mind  160 

Again  illum'd,  and  all  his  fire  return'd. 
O'er  L  ubar's  streams  he  bounded  on  his  spear. 
And  struck  his  echoing  shield.     His  ridgy  host. 
With  a  U  their  pointed  steel  forth  bend  at  once. 

Kor  Erin  heard,  with  fear,  the  sound: — along  165 

Wide-r  oiling  they  advanc'd. — From  shaggy  brows 
Dark  Alalthos,  in  the  wing  of  war,  looks  forth. 
Hidalla.  next  (that  beam  of  light)  arose; 
And  tlien  Muronnan's  sidelong-looking  gloom. 
Blue-shielded  Clonar  also  lifts  the  spear.  170 

His  bushy  locks  upon  the  floating  wind 
Fierce  Cortnar  shakes. — Slow,  from -behind  a  rock 
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Bright  rose  the  form  of  Atha  in  his  strength. 

First,  his  tAvo  pointed  spears,  and  then  the  half 

Of  his  bright-biirnish'd  shield,  in  sight  appcar'd.  175 

So  o'er  the  vale  of  ghosts,   in  gloom  of  night 

A  meteor  rises.     But,  when  all  abroad 

He  shone,  the  hosts  at  once  plung'd  into  strife. 

On  either  side  are  pour'd  the  gleaming  waves  of  steel. 

As  meet  two  troubled  seas,  with  all  their  waves         J  SO 
Dark-rolling,  when  the  wings  of  wind  in  strife 
In  Lumon's  cliffy-sided  frith  they  feel: — 
(Along  the  echoing  hills  the  shady  ghosts 
Move  dim  : — upon  the  surface  of  the  deep, 
Amidst  the  foamy  path  of  spouting  whales,  185 

By  the  fierce  blast  th'  uprooted  groves  descend  ;) 
So  mix'd  the  hosts  !     By  turns  advanc'd  abroad 
Fingal  and  Cathmor.     In  their  front  appears 
Dark-tumbling  death:  the  gleam  of  broken  steel 
Upon  their  steps  is  roH'd,  whilst  with  loud  din  190 

Th'  high-bounding  kings  hew'd  down  the  ridge  of  shields. 

Across  a  stream  in  all  his  bulk  laid  large, 
Maronnan  by  Fingal's  dread  sabre  fell. 
The  tumbling  waters  gather'd  by  his  side. 
And,  o'er  his  white-orb'd,  bossy  shield,  gray  leapt.  195 

Clonar  is  pierc'd  by  Cathmor :  nor  on  earth 
Yet  lay  the  chief.     A  branchy  oak  his  hair 
Seiz'd  in  his  fall.     His  helmet  on  the  ground, 
Down  falling,  rollM  away  ;  and  by  its  thong 
Hung  his  broad  shield,  o'er  which  his  streaming  blood      200 
Was  wand' ring. — Ilamin  in  her  distant  hall 
Shall  weep,  and  strike  her  sadly  heaving  breast. 
Nor  in  the  wing,  where  'twas  his  part  to  fight. 
Was  Ossian  mindless  of  the  spear.     He  strew'd 
The  field  with  dead.     Then,  young  Hidaila  cume,  205 
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*  Soft  voice  of  streamy  Clonra!     Why  the  steel 

*  Dost  thoLi  presume  to  liftr"     O  that  we  met 

*  In  thy  own  rushy  vale,  in  strife  of  song!* 
Malthos  beheld  him  low;  and,  as  he  rush'd 

Along,  hedarken'd;  when  in  echoing  strife  210 

Across  a  stream  we  tow'rds  each  other  bend. 

Down  heav'n  comes  rolling  ;  and  of  squally  winds 

The  voices  burst  around  with  angry  roar. 

The  spacious  plains  and  hills  with  fiery  robes, 

At  times,  arecloth'd;  the  pealing  thunder  rolls  215 

In  wreaths  of  mist.     In  darkness  shrunk  the  foe. 

Aghast  stood  Morven  s  warriors. — O'er  the  stream 

Still  'midst  my  whistling  locks  I  bending  stood. 

Then  'rose  Fingal's  loud  voice,  and  of  the  foe 
The  sound  in  flight.     I  saw,  at  times,  the  king,  220 

In  lightning,  darkly  striding  in  his  might. 
My  echoing  shield  I  struck,  and  forward  hung 
Upon  Alnecma's  steps:  before  my  steel, 
As  curls  a  wreath  of  smoke,  is  roll'd  the  foe. 

Forth  from  his  cloud  the  sun  appear'd. — Then  shone 
Moilena's  hundred  streams.     Slow  rose  the  mist 
In  azure-columns  'gainst  the  glitt'ring  hill. 

*  Where  are  the  mighty  kings — the  strong  in  arms  ? 

*  Not  by  that  stream,  nor  in  the  wood,  are  they! 

*  I  hear  the  clang  of  arms !     Incircling  mist  230 

*  Their  strife  conceals.' — So  in  a  nightly  cloud. 
When  for  the  wint'ry  wings  of  winds  they  strive, 
And  for  the  rolling  of  the  foam-clad  waves. 

In  dreadful  contest  angry  ghosts  contend. 

1  rush'd  along.     Gray  rose  the  rolling  mist. —  235 

At  Lubar's  stream  they  tall  and  gleaming  stood. 
Against  a  rock  lean'd  Cathmor,  whilst  his  shield 
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Half-fall 'n  receiv'd  the  stream,  that  from  a  moss 

Above  was  leaping. — Tovv'rds  him  is  the  stride 

Of  2;reat  Fingal  :  he  saw  the  hero's  blood.  240 

Slow  to  his  side  his  sabre  fell  ;  and  thus, 

Amidst  his  dark'ning  joy,  to  him  he  spoke: 

*  Yields  Borbar-duthul's  race  ?  or,  the  bright  spear 

*  Does  he  still  lift  ?     Thy  name  is  not  unheard 

*  In  Selma's  woody  hills  :  the  green  abode  245 

*  Of  strangers ;  where  it,  like  his  desert-breeze, 

*  Fingal  has  heard.     Come  to  my  hill  offcasts: 

*  The  mighty  fail,  at  times.     To  low-laid  foes 

*  No  fire  am  I ;  nor  o'er  the  brave,  when  fall'n, 

*  Do  I  rejoice,     'Tis  mine  to  close  the  wound  :  250 

*  The  herbs  upon  the  hills  by  me  are  known. 

'  Their  full-blown  heads,  as  by  their  secret  streams, 

*  They  wav'd,  I  seiz'd  on  high.     O  Atha's  king 

*  Silent  and  dark  art  thou,  the  strangers'  host.' 

*  By  Atha  of  the  streams  a  mossy  rock,'  255 
He  said,  '  there  rises :  on  whose  craggy  head 

*  Are  waud'ring  boughs ;  within,  the  course  of  winds. 
'  Dark,  in  its  face,  with  its  own  noisy  rill, 

*  Extends  a  cave, — There  have  I  heard  the  tread 

*  Of  strangers  passing  to  my  hall  of  shells.  260 

*  Joy,  like  a  flame,  rose  on  my  soul :  I  blest 

*  The  echoing  rock.     Here,  in  my  grassy  vale 

*  In  darkness  be  my  dwelling.     Thence  the  breeze, 

*  That  blows  the  thistle's  beard,  I  shall  ascend  ; 

*  Or,  down  on  Atha's  azure-winding  streams,  2G5 

*  From  its  dark-wand'ring  mist,  with  rapture  look.' 

*  Of  the  lone,  darkly  tomb,  why  speaks  the  king  ? 

*  Ossian  !  the  warrior  has  in  battle  fail'd  ! — 

'  Joy,  like  a  stream  fuU-flowiiag,  meet  thy  soul, 
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*  Cathmor,  thou  friend  of  strangers  ! — O  my  son,  270 

*  I  hear  the  call  of  years  ;  which,  as  they  roll, 

*  They  take  my  spear  along.  Thev  seem  to  say. 
•'  Why,  in  his  hall,  rests  not  Fingdl  ? — In  blood 
"  Delights  he  always?     Can  sad  mis'ry's  tear 

**  Still  please  him  ?" — '  No,  ye  darkly-rolling  years         275 

*  Him  blood  delights  not.     Tears  are  wintry  streams 

*  That  waste  away  my  soul.     Then  down  I  lie 

*  To  rest; — then,  comes  the  mighty  voice  ofiuar, 

*  Within  my  hall  it  'wakes  me,  and  aloud 

*  My  steel  it  summons.— Yet,  in  time  to  come,  280 

*  Its  call  shall  not  avail.     Thy  father's  spear, 

*  O  Ossian,  take  thou,  and  it  bravely  wield  : 

*  In  battle  lift  it,  when  the  proud  arise. 

*  My  fathers,  Ossian,  trace  my  steps:  their  eyes 

*  Feast  on  my  deeds.     To  battle,  on  the  field,  285 

*  Where'er  I  come,  their  misty  columns  stand 

*  Observant  of  the  strife.     The  wealc  in  war 

*  Were  rescu'd  by  my  arm  :  the  haughty  found 
'  My  rage  like  wastive  fire.     Nor  o'er  the  fall'a 

'  Did  e'er  my  eye  rejoice.— For  this,  e'er  long,  290 

*  At  the  bright  entrance  of  their  airy  halls, 

*  With  robes  of  light,  with  mildly-kindled  eyes, 

*  In  stature  tall,  my  fathers  mc  shall  meet, 
'  But,  to  the  proud  and  insolent  in  arms, 

'   They  angry  shine,  like  darken'd  moons  in  heav'n>         295 
'  Which  send  the  fire  of  night,  red  wand'ring  o'er  their  face. 

'  O  Trenmor,  dweller  of  dark-eddying  winds 
'  Thou  sire  of  heroes  ;  I  to  Ossian  give 
'  Thy  dcathful  spear  ;  now  let  thine  eye  rejoice. 
'   Bi  iglit,  from  between  thy  op'ning  clouds,  at  times,        300 
'  Thee  have  I  seen  : — so  to  my  son  appear, 

*  When  he  to  lift  the  spear  must  move  in  might. 


Book  VIII.]  T  E  M  O  R  A.  18S 

*  Then  (tIio;i;:;li  thou  now  art  but  a  vap'ry  blast) 

*  Shall  lie  thy  niii^hty  deeds  to  mind  recall.' 

The  spear  he  then  surrender'd  to  my  hand,  305 

And  rais'd,  at  once,  a  stone  on  high,  to  speak, 
With  its  gray  head  of  moss,  to  future  times. 
Beneath,  in  earth,  he  plac'd  a  sword,  and  from 
His  shield  one  gleaming  boss.     Awhile,  in  thought 
He  darkly  bends:  at  length,  came  forth  his  words :  310 

*  When  thou,  O  stone,  at  last  shall  moulder  down, 

*  And  lose  thyst'lf  amidst  the  moss  of  years; 

*  Then  shall  the  silent,  wand'ring  trav'iler  come, 

*  And  whistling  pass  away.     That  martial  fame 

*  Once  on  Moi-lena  shone,  O  wand'rer  weak,  315 

*  By  thee  is  npt  pereeiv'd.     Fingal  his  spear 

*  Here,  after  the  last  of  his  dark  fields,  resign'd. 

*  Pass  on,  thou  empty  shade  ;  for,  in  thy  voice 

*  Renown  there  is  not. — By  some  peaceful  stream 

*  Is  thy  abode. — Yet  a  few,  fleeting  years  320 

*  And  thou  art  gone.     Thou  dweller  in  thick  mist, 

*  Thee  none  remembers.     But  a  beam  of  light 

*  Fingal  with  fame  to  other  times  shall  shine: 

*  For  he,  to  save  the  weak  in  arms,  went  forth 

*  In  echoing  steel  amongst  the  strong  in  war.'  325^ 

To  Lubar's  sounding  oak,  where  from  its  rock 
Above  the  lucid-tumbling  stream  it  bent; 
Bright'ning  in  fame,  most  stately  strode  the  king.  » 

Beneath  it  is  a  narrow  plain,  where  sounds  > 

The  fountain  of  the  rock.     Here,  on  the  -wind  330 

Its  waving  wreaths  great  Morven's  standard  pour'd 
Conspicuois,  marking  Ferad-artho's  path 
From  his  secreted  vale  of  lone  retreat. 
Bright,  from  his  parted  west,  the  sui>  of.heav'n 
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Spread  his  wide  rays.     The  hero  saw  his  hosts  335 

And  heard  their  shouts  of  joy  ;  whilst  to  the  beam 

They  glitt'ring  mov'd  in  broken  ridges  'round. 

Joy  seiz'd  the  king ;  as  in  his  own  green  vale 

A  hunter  joys,  when,  after  the  bhick  storm 

Is  roU'd  away,  the  gleaming  rocks  he  sees.  310 

Within  their  face  green  sliakes  the  thorn  its  head, 

And  the  dun  rocs  look  forward  from  their  top. 

Gray,  at  his  mossy  cave,  the  aged  form 
Of  Clonmal  bends.     His  eyes  had  fail'd.     He  Ican'd 
Forward  upon  his  staff. — Bright  in  her  locks,  3i'5 

Before  the  bard,  Sul-malla  heard  the  tale, 
T/ie  tale  of  Atha's  kings  in  days  of  old. 
The  noise  of  strife  had  ceased  in  his  ear: 
He  stop'd  at  once — and  rais'd  the  secret  sigli.— - 
Over  his  soul  the  spirits  of  the  dead,  350 

They  said,  oft'  lighten'd. — 'Neath  his  bending  tree, 
The  bard  beheld  the  king  of  Atha  low. 

•  Why  art  thou  dark  ?  (in  wonder  said  the  maid) 

*  The  strife  of  arms  is  past : — soon  to  thy  cave, 

*  Across  thy  winding  streams  shall  he  return.  355 

*  Bright  from  the  western  rocks  with  glitt'ring  rays 

*  Down  looks  the  sun,  and  marshy  mists  arise. 

*  Gray  on  that  hill,  that  rushy  hill,  where  roes 

*  Are  feeding,  they  expand, — Soon  shall  my  king 

*  From  their  dusk  shade  appear ! — Behold  he  comes  360 

*  Bright  in  his  arms ! — To  Clonmal's  secret  cave 

*  My  best  beloved,  speed  thy  welcome  way.!' 

'Twas  Cathmor's  ghost ;  a  large  and  gleaming  form 
Wide-stalking. — By  the  hoUow-murm'ring  stream, 
That  roar'd  between  the  hills,  he,  gliding,  sunk,—  366 

*  'Twas  but  the  hunter,'  then  the  virgin  said, 
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*  Searching  the  bed,  where  rests  the  dark-brovvn  roe, 

*  He  strides  not  forth  to  war  ;  but  with  the  night 

*  His  happy  spouse  expects  his  sure  return  : — 

*  And  back  as:;ain  he,  whisthng,  soon  will  come,  370 

*  Rough  with  the  phuider  of  the  dark-brown  hinds.' 

Attentive,  to  the  hill  her  eyes  are  turn'd : 
Again  she  saw  the  stately  form  descend. 
Joyful  she  rose — ^but  he  retir'd  in  mist. 

His  limbs  of  vapour  vanish  by  degrees,  375 

And  viewless  mix  in  mass  with  mountain-wind. — . 
'Twas  then  she  knew  that  her  lov'd  hero  fell ! 

*  O  king  of  Erin,  art  thou  low  !'  she  cry'd — 
But  her  lorn  grief  let  Ossian  now  forget — 

Knawing  it  wastes  the  fading  soul  of  age.  380 

Down  on  Moi-lena,  with  its  dusky  shade, 
Then  evening  came.     The  streamlets  of  the  land 
Gray  roU'd.     Fingal's  loud  voice  came  on  the  breeze. 
The  beam  of  oaks  arose.     The  people  'rounfl 
Gather'd  with  gladness,  gladness  mix'd  with  shades.  3>5 

Perceptive  of  his  yet  unfinish'd  joy. 
They  side-long  looked  to  the  royal  chief: 
For,  from  the  desert-way,  with  grateful  sound 
The  voice  of  music  came.     It  seem'd,  at  first, 
A  noisy  stream  far  distant  on  its  rocks. —  390 

Slow,  like  the  ruffled  pinion  of  a  breeze 
In  the  still  time  of  night,  when  from  the  rocks 
The  tufted  beard  it  takes;   it  roll'd  along  the  hill, 
'Twas  the  sweet  melody  of  Condan's  voice. 
In  concert  mixt  with  Carril's  trembling  lyre.  595 

To  echoing  Mora  of  the  chrystal  streams. 
The  bards  with  blue-ey'd  Ferad-artho  came. 

At  once,  melodious  from  our  tuneful  bards 
Then  burst  the  song,  on  Lena.     'Midst  the  sound 


191  T  EM  OR  A,  [Book  VIII, 

The  people  struck  tlieiK  shields,     Then,  bi  ighl'nlng  'rose 

The  orient  beam  of  gladness  on  the  king. 

Such  is  the  splendor  of  the  genial  beam, 

In  days  of  clouds,  upon  the  verdant  hill, 

When  warm  it  darts,  before  the  roar  of  winds. — 

Sudden  he  struck  the  bossy  shield  of  kings,  405 

And,  at  the  sound,  at  once  around  they  cease. 

Then,  towards  the  voice  of  their  own  native  land 

The  people  forward,  from  their  jav'lins,  lean. 

*  The  feast,'  he  said,  *  ye  sons  of  Morven  spread  ,* 

*  And  sweetly  send  away  the  night  in  song.  410 
'  Around  me  ye  have  shone  :  and  now  away 

*  Is  roll'd  the  turbid  storm. — Like  windy  rocks, 

'  From  which  (when  forth  to  fame  I  dauntless  rush, 

*  And  seize  it  on  its  field)  my  eagle-wings 

*  Majestic  I  expand  ;  my  people  stand.  4lS 

*  Fingal's  bright  spear,  my  Ossian,  now  is  thine: 

*  'Twas  no  small,  puerile  staff,  with  which  a  boy 

*  The  thistle  strews,  young  wand'rer  of  the  field. 

*  No  :  'tis  the  lance  of  heroes  great  in  might, 

*  With  which  they  forward  stretch  their  hands  to  death.  420 

*  Look  up  to  thy  forefathers : — they,  my  son, 

'  To  thee  are  glitt'ring  beams,  replete  with  awe. — ■ 

*  To  green  Temora's  widely-echoing  halls 

'  With  morning  forth  young  Ferad-artho  lead. 

*  Remind  him  of  green  Erin's  royal  race —  435 
'  The  stately  forms  of  old.     Nor  let  the  fall'n 

*  Thy  men>'ry  slip  :  strong  were  they  in  the  field. 
'  That  in  their  shadowy  mist  the  kings  may  joy, 

'   In  solemn  dirge  let  Carril  pour  his  song. 

*  To-morrow,  hence  to  Selma's  shaded  walls,  430 

*  Where,  winding  through  the  lone  retreat  of  rocs, 

*  Dutlmhi  streams ;  my  bending  sails  I  spread.' 

END  OF  TEMORJ. 
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A  POEM. 

ARGUMENT. 
AN  address  to  Malvina,  the  daughter  ot"  Toscar.  The  poet  relates  the  arrival 
ofCalhlin  in  Selma,  to  solicit  aid  against  Duth-cannor  of  Cliiba,  who  hud 
killed  Cathniol,  lor  the  sake  of  his  daughter  Lanul.  Tingal,  declining  to 
make  a  choice  among  his  heroes,  who  ate  all  claiming  the  command  of  t!'e 
expedition:  tliey  retired  eacli  to  his  hill  of  ghosts;  to  be  determined  by 
dreams.  The  spirit  of  Trenmor  appears  to  Ossianand  Oscar:  they  sail  from 
tlie  bay  of  Carmono,  and  on  the  fourth  day  appear  off  the  valley  of  Kaih-col, 
in  Inis-imna,  wheie  Uutli-carmor  h^d  fixed  his  residence.  Ossian  dispatches 
a  bard  to  Duth-catmor  to  demand  battle.  Night  comes  on.  Tlie  distress  of 
Cathlin  and  C'lutha.  Os-sian  devolves  the  command  on  Oscar,  who,  according 
to  tlie  custom  of  the  kings  of  Morven,  belore  battle,  retired  to  a  neighbour- 
ing hill.  Upon  tlie  conling  on  of  day,  the  battle  joins.  Oscar  and  Duth- 
cannor  meet.  The  latter  falls.  Oscar  carries  the  mail  and  helmet  of  Oiith- 
carmor  to  Catlilin,  who  had  retired  fioiu  the  fieid.  Cathlin  isdiscovered  to 
be  the  datighterof  Csthmol,  in  disguise,  who  had  been  carried  off,  by  force, 
by,  and  made  her  escape  from,  Duth-c?rmor. 

COME,   tlioLi  fair  beam,  that  dweH'st  in  solitude. 
From  watching  in  the  night !  Around  thee  roar 
The  squally  winds  from  all  their  echoing  hills. 
Red,  o'er  my  hundred  currents  are  the  paths 
I.ight-cover'd  of  the  dead. — On  eddying  winds  5 

They  in  the  silent  time  of  night  rejoice. 
Say — dwells  there  no  delight  in  tuneful  song, 
White  hand  of  Lutha's  harps  ? — Of  the  sweet  string 
Awake  the  voice,  and  roll  ray  soul  to  me. 
It  is  a  stream,  though  mighty  once  in  course,  10 

That  now  has  faii'd,     Malvina,  pour  the  song. 
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Thee,  from  thy  darkness,  I  in  Sehna  hear, 
Thou  that  by  night  in  solitude  abid'st  I 
Why,  fairest  beam,  from  Ossian's  failing  soul 
Didst  thou  withhold  the  song  ?     As  falls  the  brook  15 

With  grateful  murmurs  to  the  hunter's  ear 
(Descending  from  his  tcmpcst-cover'd  hill), 
And  in  a  sun-beam  rolls  its  echoing  stream  : 
(He  gladly  hears,  and  shakes  his  dewy  locks)  : 
Such  to  the  friend  of  ghosts  of  heroes  dead,  20 

Is  Lutha's  voice.     High  beats  my  swelling  breast. 
And  back  upon  the  seasons  past  I  look.^ — ■ 
From  the  lone  watch  of  night  come,  lovely  beam  ! 

The  bounding  ship,  one  day,  with  bending  sails 
In  dark  Carmona's  echoing  bay  we  saw.  25 

On  high,  a  shield  in  pieces  we  discer  n'd  ; 
'Twas  mark'd  with  wand'ring  blood.     A  youth  in  arms 
Forward  advanc'd,  and  stretch'd  his  pointless  spear. 
Long  and  dishevell'd,  o'er  his  tearful  eyes. 
Hung  his  disorder'd  locks.' — Fingal  to  him  30 

In  sounding  Selma  gave  the  shell  of  kings  ; 
And  thus  the  language  of  the  stranger  'rose  : 

*  Low,  by  the  winding  of  his  own  dark  streams, 

*  Cathmol  of  Clutha  lies  within  his  hall. 

*  Duth-carmor  on  white-bosom'd  Lanul  look'd,  35 

*  And  pierc'd  her  father's  side.     'Twas  when  my  steps 

*  Were  in  the  rushy  desert.     He  by  night 

*  In  secret  fled.     His  father  to  revenge, 

*  Thy  aid  to  Cathlin  give. — Not  as  a  beam 

*  In  a  dark  land  of  clouds  have  I  thee  sought.  40 

*  Clear  is  thy  name  :— as  beams  that  circling  sun, 

*  Art  thou,  O  king  of  echoing  Selma  known.' 
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'Round,  at  the  words,  look'd  Selma's  mighty  king, 
And  ill  his  presence  we  in  arms  arose. 

But,  who  should  lift  the  shield?     For,  all  had  claim'd        43 
The  honour  of  the  war.— Down  came  the  night.— 
We  silent  strode,  each  to  his  hill  of  ghosts, 
That  spirits,  in  our  dreams,  with  light  approach 
On  us  might  fall,  to  mark  us  for  the  field. 

We  struck  the  shield  invocant  of  the  dead,  50 

And  rais'd  the  hum  of  songs.     Our  fathers'  ghosts 
We  thrice  invok'd,  and  laid  us  down  in  dreams. 
Before  mine  eyes  the  form  of  other  years, 
Tall  Trenmor  came. — In  half-distinguish'd  rows 
His  gliding  forces  blue  behind  him  mov'd.  55 

Scarcely  beheld  is  their  dim  strife  in  mist, 
Or  their  exertions,  stretching  forth  to  deaths. 
My  ear  I  lent,  yet  still  no  sound  was  there, 
Nor  signal  giv'n.     Their  forms  were  empty  wind. 

Then  from  the  dream  of  ghosts  I  starting  'rose,  60 

And  on  a  sudden  blast  my  whistling  hair 
Wild-waving  flew. — Low-sounding>  in  the  oak, 
Is  the  departure  of  the  airy  dead. 
1  from  its  bough  my  shield  of  bosses  took. 
And  onward  came  the  rattling  sound  of  steel.  65 

'Twas  Oscar  of  Lego.     He  his  sires  had  seen, 

'  As  on  the  bosom  of  whit'ning  waves,'  he  cry'd, 

*  Forth  goes  the  rushing  blast;  so,  to  the  place 

*  Where  dwell  the  foes,  with  warhke  ardour  fir'd, 

*  Careless  my  course  through  ocean's  waves  I'll  take.  70 
'  I,  O  my  father,  have  the  dead  beheld. 

*  My  beating  soul  is  high.     Before  me  bright 

*  My  fame  is  shining  forth,  as  on  a  cloud 

*  The  streak  of  light,  when  forth  with  all  its  rays 

*  Comes  the  broad  sun,  red  trav'Iler  of  the  sky,*  75 
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*  Grandson  of  Branno,  not  alone,'  I  said, 

•  Shall  Oscar  meet  the  foe.     I  forward  rush 

•  Through  ocean  to  Ihc  groves,  where  heroes  dwell. 
'  Let  us,  my  son,  like  eagles  from  one  rock, 

'  When  their  broad  wings  against  the  stream  of  w  inds        80 

•  With  all  their  strength  they  lift ;  united  strive.' 

Our  spreading  sails  we  in  Carmona  rais'd, 
And  from  tliree  ships  mv  shield  upon  the  wave 
They  march'd ;  as  on  Ton-thena's  nightly  eye, 
That  wand'rer  red  between  the  clouds,  1  look'd.  85 

Four  days  abroad  quick-rushing  came  the  breeze 
And  high  in  mist  came  forward  Lumon's  hiils. 
In  rustling  winds  high-wav'd  its  hundred  groves, 
And  sun-beams  mark'd,  at  times,  its  dark-brown  side. 
White  leap'd  with  force  impetuous  down  their  clifts,  9Q 

From  all  its  echoing  rocks,  the  foamy  streams. 

Embosom'd  in  the  hills,  in  silence  winds. 
With  its  blue  stream,  a  field  of  matted  green. 
Here,  'midst  the  waving  oaks,  high-tow'ring  rose 
The  dwelling  of  kings  of  old.     But,  its  abode,  9."> 

For  many  a  dark-brown  year,  had  silence  made  , 
In  grassy  Rath-col :  for,  the  warlike  race, 
Along  the  pleasant  vale,  had  fail'd  entire. 
With  all  his  people,  iiere  Duth-carmor  was, 
Dark-rider  of  the  wave.     Her  fiery  head  100 

Ton-thena  had  enveiled  in  the  sky. 
His  sails  white-bosom'd  clojc  he  furl'd,  and  went 
To  Rath-col's  hills,  the  seats  of  bounding  roes. 

We  came.     And,  straight,  to  fight  to  call  the  foe, 
I  sent  the  bard  with  songs.     Him  with  delight  105 

Dath-carmor  heard.     A  beam  of  raging  tire 
Wis  the  king's  soul :  a  beam  of  lire,  with  smoke 
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Murk'd,  rushing,  varied,  through  the  gloom  of  night. 
Thougli  strong  his  arm,  dark  were  Duth-carmor's  deeds. 

Night  came  umbrageous  with  its  gath'ring  clouds,     110 
And  by  the  flaming  oak  on  earth  we  sat : 
Cathlin  of  Clutha  at  a  distance  stood: —  : 

1  saw  the  changing  of  the  stranger's  soul. 
As  shadows  fly  across  the  field  of  grass, 
So  various  are  the  shades  in  Cathlin's  check.  1 15 

'Twas  fair,  in  locks,  that  rose  on  Rath-col's  wind. 
Nor  did  I  with  my  words,  amidst  his  soul, 
Abruptly  rush.     I  bade  the  song  to  rise. 

*  Oscar  of  Lego,  on  the  secret  hill, 
Be  thine,'  I  said,  *  to-night  to  strike  the  shield,  1 20 

Like  Morven's  kings.     For,  thou,  with  orient  day, 
Shalt  lead  in  war.     Thee,  Oscar,  from  my  rock, 
A  dreadful  form  high-rising  up  in  fight, 
As  ghosts  appear  amidst  the  storms  they  raise, 
I  shall,  amidst  the  rage  of  war,  behold.  12^ 

Why  should  my  eyes  to  the  dim  times  of  old 
Return,  ere  yet  the  song  had  bursten  forth, 
Sudden  as  rise  the  winds  ?     But  mighty  deeds 
Do  mark  past  years.     As  to  Ton-thena's  beams 
The  nightly  rider  of  waves  looks  up;  let  us  130 

To  Trenmor  sire  of  kings,  our  eyes  now  turn.' 

Wide,  in  Caracha's  echoing  field,  his  tribes 
Had  Carmal  pour'd.     They,  like  a  daric  ridge  of  waves, 
Appear'd  ;  whilst  on  their  face  the  gray-hair'd  bards 
Like  moving  foam  appear'd.     The  growing  strife  135 

With  their  rcd-roHing  eyes  they  kindl'd  'round. 
Nor  did  the  dwellers  of  rocks  there  move  alone  ; 
A  son  of  Loda  was  there ;  a  secret  voice 
in  his  dark  land,  to  call  tlie  ghosts  from  high. 

Vol.  II.  Bb 
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lie  on  his  hill,  amidst  a  leafless  grove,  110 

Had  dwelt  in  Lochlin.     Near,  five  pond'rous  stones 

Lifted  their  heads.     Loud-roar'd  his  rushing  stream. 

He,  when  red  meteors  mark'd  their  nightly  wings, 

When  the  broad  moon  in  sable  garb  was  roU'd 

Behind  her  hill  ;  oft'  rais'd  his  voice  to  winds.  115 

Nor  slighted  or  unheard  of  ghosts  was  he! 
They  with  the  sound  of  vult'rine  pinions  came: 
And  the  success  of  raging  battle  turn'd 
In  roaring  fields,  before  the  kings  of  men* 

But,  Trenmor  they  from  battle  did  not  turn:—        150 
Porward  he  drew  the  strife  of  troubled  war  ; 
Whilst  in  its  skirts  of  darkness,  like  a  light 
Bright-rising,  Trathal  shone.     'Twas  dark  around: 
And  Loda's  son  pour'd  forth  his  signs  on  night. 
Nor,  son  of  other  lands,  before  thee  were  the  weak !        1 55 

Then  rose  the  strife  of  the  contending  kings, 
About  the  hill  of  night ;  yet  it  was  soft 
As  zeph'rous  move  two  summer-gales  oppos'd. 
Their  wings  of  lightness  shaking  on  a  lake. 
Qreat  Trenmor  yielded  to  his  valiant  son  ;  160 

Tor,  forth  the  fame  of  the  young  king  had  gone. 
Before  his  father  mighty  Trathal  came. 
And,  in  Caracha  echoing,  fail'd  the  foes. 
Past  years,  my  son,  are  mark'd  with  mighty  deeds. 


In  clouds  arose  the  eastern  light.     In  arms 
Porth  came  the  foe,  and,  like  the  roar  of  streams, 
The  strife  is  mix'd  at  Rath-col.     Here,  behold 
The  kings  contending  ! — Near  the  oak  they  meet  :— 
In  gleams  of  steel  their  dusky  forms  arc  lost. 
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So,  glitt'rinc;  meteors,  in  a  vale  by  night,  170' 

Joint-gleaming  meet :  red  liglit  is  scatter'd  'round, 

-A  nd  men  foresee  the  storm. — Now,  low  in  blood 

Dutli-carmor  lies.     For,  by  his  might  prevail'd 

The  son  of  Ossian.     Harmless  he  was  not 

In  battle,  O  Malvina,  hand  of  harps  !  175 

Nor  in  the  field  of  strife  were  Cathlin's  steps : 
But,  by  a  secret  stream  the  stranger  stands. 
Where  Rathmor's  foam  beskirts  the  mossy  stones. 
Above,  o'erhanging  bends  the  branchy  birch, 
And  strews  its  leaves  on  winds.     Th'  inverted  spear         180 
Of  pensive  Cathlin  touch'd,  at  times,  the  stream, 
Duth-garmor's  mail  victorious  Oscar  brought : 
His  helmet  also  with  its  eagle  wing. 
Them  he  before  the  Royal  stranger  plac'd. 
The  trophies  gain'd,  and  thus  his  words  were  heard;         185 

♦  Thy  fathers'  foes  have  fail'd.     They  low  are  laid 

*  Within  the  field  of  ghosts. — Like  a  fresh  gale 

*  Renown  returns  to  Morven. — Clutha's  chief, 

*  Why  art  thou  dark  ?     Is  there  now  cause  foy  woe  ?' 


*  O  son  of  Ossian  of  sweet-sounding  lyres,  100 

*  My  soul  is  darkly  sad.'     The  stranger  said. 

*  The  arms  of  Cathmol,  which  he  rais'd  in  war, 

*  Are  now  before  mine  eyes.     Take  Cathlin's  mail, 

*  And  (that  the  hapless,  in  thy  distant  land, 

*  Thou  may'st  hereafter  on  thy  mem'ry  bear)  195 

*  In  Selma's  sounding  hall  suspend  it  high.' 

Down  from  white  breasts  then  came  the  sparkling  mail. 
It  was  the  race  of  kings  ;  at  Clutha's  streams 
Cathmol's  soft-handed  daughter.-r-In  the  hall 
Duth-carraor  saw  her  bright.     To  Clutha's  vale  2(X) 
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He  came  by  night.     Brave  Cathmol,  clad  in  arms, 

Him  met  in  battle,  but  the  warrior  fell. 

Three  days  the  foe,  then,  with  the  virgin  dwelt ; 

And  on  the  fourth  in  arms  array'd  she  fled. 

For,  in  her  mind  the  race  of  warlike  kings  205 

She  mournful  bore,  and  felt  her  bursting  soul. 

Why,  maid  of  Toscar  of  Lutha,  should  I  tell 
How  Cathlin  fail'd  ?     Lone  in  a  distant  land 
At  rushy  Lutnon  is  her  silent  tomb. 

Near  it  Sulmalla,  in  the  days  of  grief,  510 

Ketir'd,  and  for  the  daughter  of  strangers  oft' 
Rais'd  the  soft  song,  and  touch'd  the  mournful  lyre. 
Come  from  the  watch  of  night,  Malvina,  lonely  beam. 


END  OF  CATHLIN  OF  CLUTHA, 


gul^^mallaof  Uttmon; 

A  POEM. 


ARGUMENT. 
THIS  poem,  which,  properly  speaking,  is  a  continuation  of  tbelast,  opens  with 
an  address  toSul-malla,  thedaughier  of  the  king  of  Inis-huna,  whom  Ossiaa 
niet  at  the  chase,  as  he  returned  from  the  battle  of  Ratli-col.  Snl-malla 
invites  Ossian  and  Oscar  to  a  feast,  at  the  residence  of  her  father,  who  was 
then  absent  in  the  wars.  Upon  hearing  their  name  and  family,  she  relates  . 
an  expedition  of  Fingal  into  Inis-huna.  She  casually  mentioning  Cathmor, 
chief  of  Atha  (wlio  then  assisted  her  fatlier  against  his  enemies)  Ossian  in- 
troduces the  episode  of  Culgorm  ami  Suran-dronlo,  two  Scandinavian  kings, 
in  whose  wars  Ossian  himself  and  Cathmor  were  engaged  on  opposite  sides. 
The  story  is  imperfect,  a  part  of  the  original  being  lost.  Ossian,  warned,  in 
a  dream,  by  the  ghost  of  Trenmor,  sets  sail  from  Inis-huna. 


WHO,  at  the  roaring  of  the  foaming  waves 
So  stately  moves  on  Lumon  ?     On  her  breast 
Fair-heaving  falls  her  hair  ;  and  from  behind, 
AVhite  is  her  arm,  as  slow  she  bends  the  bow.—* 
Why  like  a  meteor  through  a  cloudy  field,  5 

Dost  thou  in  deserts  wander  ?     Far  apart 
The  tender  roes  are  panting  by  their  rocks. 
Thou  daughter  of  kings  return,  for  near  at  hand 
Is  sable  night  with  all  its  falling  clouds. 

It  was  the  tender  branch  at  Lumon  rear'd  10 

Sul-malla  of  blue  eyes  ! — She  from  her  rock. 
To  bid  us  to  her  feast,  her  bard  had  sent. 
Amid^  the  song,  in  Conmor's  echoing  hall. 
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Ourselves  we  plac'i].     Upon  the  trembling  strings 

White  mov'd  Sul-malla's  hands.     Amidst  the  sound  15 

Half  heard  the  name  of  Atha's  king  arose — 

Of  him,  who  in  the  fight  of  her  own  land 

Of  verdant  hills  and  groves,  had  not  appear'd. 

Nor  absent  was  he  from  her  pensive  soul, 

Bat  'midst  lier  secret  thoughts  by  night  he  came:  20 

In,  from  the  sky  with  its  bright,  fiery  rays. 


The  sound  of  shells  had  ceas'd.     Amidst  long  locks 
Sul-malla  rose. — With  bending  eyes  she  spoke  ; 
And  ask'd  us  of  our  journey  through  the  seas  :  25 

*  For  of  the  kings  of  men,'  she  said,  *  are  ye, 

*  Tall  riders  of  the  wave  !' — Then  I  reply'd  : 

*  Nor  at  his  distant,  rolling,  noisy  streams 

*  Unknown  is  he — the  father  of  our  race, 

*  To  Cluba  also  brave  Fingal's  great  fame  30 

*  O  blue-ey\l,  royal  daughter  has  arriv'd. 

*  Nor,  only  on  the  banks  of  Cona's  stream 

*  Is  Ossian's  name,  and  that  of  Oscar  known. 

*  Foes  trembl'd  at  our  voice,  and  shrunk  in  other  lands.' 

*  Nor  is  the  shield  of  Morven's  mighty  king  35 

*  Unnotic'd  by  Sul-malla,'  said  the  maid. 

*  In  Conmor's  hail,  in  mem'ry  of  the  past; 

*  When  in  the  days  of  other  years,  Fingai 

*  To  Cluba  came  ;  aloft  large  orb'd  it  hangs. 

'  In  liis  retreat,  amidst  his  rocks  and  woods,  40 

«  Loud  roar'd  Culdarmi's  boar.     And,  in  pursuit, 

*  Her  youths  sent  Inis-huna,  but  they  fail'd  ; 

*  And  over  tombs  in  tears  the  virgins  wept. 

*  Yet  to  Culdarnu  careless  went  the  king, 

*  And  roll'd  upon  his  spear  the  strength  of  woods  45 
*'  In  his  large  locks,"  ♦  they  said,'  "  he  bright  appear'd, 
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"  The  first  of  mortal  men.     Nor  were  his  words 

'*  Pleard  ;it  the  least. — As  from  the  wand'ring  sun 

*•  The  rolling  vapour  winds  its  utmost  way, 

*'  From  his  great  soul  of  fire  his  actions  pass'd.  50 

"   Nor  inobservant  on  his  stately  steps 

"  Did  the  blue  eyes  of  woody  Cluba  look. 

"  Amidst  their  thoughts  in  slumbers  of  the  night 

*'  In  albid  breasts  the  king  of  Selma  rose."— 

*  But  to  the  sounding  valleys  of  his  roes  55 

*  Away  the  winds  the  bounding  stranger  bore. 

*  Nor  like  a  meteor  sunk  within  a  cloud 

*  Obscure,  was  he  to  other  nations  lost. 

*  Forth,  to  the  distant  dwellings  of  fierce  foes, 

*  At  times,  in  all  his  lustre,  still  he  came.  60 

*  Loud  as  the  sound  of  winds,  to  Cluba's  vale 

*  Of  groves  and  forests  vast,  came  his  renown, 

*  But  now  in  Cluba  of  sweet,  warbling  lyres 

*  Thick  darkness  dwells.     And,  far  remov'd  from  hence, 

*  Abides  the  race  of  kings. — To  war  are  gone  C3 

*  Conmor  of  spears  ;  and  Lormor  king  of  streams. 

*  Nor  darken  they  alone  ;  from  other  lands 

*  A  beam  is  nigh,  the  troubler  of  the  field, 

*  The  friend  of  strangers,  that  in  Atha  reigns. 

*  High,  from  their  misty  hill,  the  azure  eyes  70 
'  Of  Erin's  maids  look  forth  :  for  far  away 

*  Is  he — young  dweller  of  their  anxious  souls. 
'  Nor,  O  ye  hands  of  Erin  white  as  snow  ! 

*  Unhurtful  is  he  in  the  skirts  of  war. 

*  For,  in  his  distant  field,  bright  gleaming  he  75 

*  Ten  thousand  foes  at  once  before  him  rolls. 

*  Not  unobserv'd  by  Ossian,'  I  reply'd, 

*  Rush'd  Cathmor  from  his  streams,  when  all  his  strength 

*  He  on  I-thorno,  isle  of  many  waves, 
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*  Pour'd  like  a  flood.     Two  kings  in  angry  strife  80 

*  The  fierce  Culgorm  and  Suran-dronlo  met 

*  In  green  I-thorno's  groves  :  each  from  his  is!c 

*  Of  sounding  streams,  stern  hunters  of  the  boar  ! 

*  A  hoar,  beside  a  foamy  stream,  they  met — 

*  Each  pierc'd  it  with  his  spear. — And,  for  the  fame  So 

*  Of  the  great  deed,  these  mighty  warriors  strove, 

*  And  gloomy  battle  rose.— Their  father's  friends 

*  To  summon  forth  in  sounding  arms  enmiil'd, 

*  A  broken  spear,  with  streaming  crimson  stiin'd, 

*  From  isle  to  isle  they  as  a  token  sent.  90 

*  From  echoing  Bolga  blooming  Cathmor  came 

*  To  Culgorm,  red-ey'd  king : — ^I  came  as  aid 

*  To  Suram-dronlo,  in  his  land  of  boars. 

*  We  rush'd  on  cither  side  a  stream,  thit  ro.ir'd 

*  Across  a  blasted  heath.     Large,  broken  rocks,  9a 
'  With  all  their  bending  trees,  high  rang'd  around, 

*  Of  Loda's  worship  with  the  stone  of  pou-'r, 

*  Two  circles  neighb'ring  stand  :  where  with  the  night, 

*  In  dark-red  streams  of  fire  down  spirits  come. 

'  There,  mixed  with  the  murmur  of  the  floods,  100 

*  The  voices  hoarse  of  aged  men  arose. 

*  These  '*  forms  of  night"  they  call'd,  and,  by  their  pray'r 

*  Invok'd  they  came  ;  to  aid  them  in  their  war, 

*  I,  with  my  people,  where  the  foamy  stream 

*  Fell  from  the  craggy  cliflTs,  regardless  stood,  103 

*  Red  from  the  mountains  mov'd  the  sickly  moon 

*  And  in  the  dusk  my  song,  at  times,  arose. 

*  Dark  jon  the  other  side,  my  rising  \  oice 

'  Young  Cathmor  heard  ;  for  he,  beneath  the  oak, 

*  In  all  the  splendor  of  his  armour  lay.  110 
"  Bright  morn  arose,  and  wc  to  battle  rash'd, 
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*  From  wing  to  wing  in  raging  strife  cnroll'd, 

*  As  yieliJaut  fall  beneath  autumnal  winds 

*  The  slender  thistle's  bearded  head ;  they  fell; 

*  Then  came  in  armour  forth  a  stately  form  ;  116 

*  And  with  the  king  my  strokes  of  might  I  mix'd, 

*  By  turns  our  large  and  bossy  shields  were  pierc'd, 

*  And  loud-rebounding  rung  our  steely  mails. 

*  Soon  to  the  ground  his  crested  helmet  fell, 

*  And  brightly  shone  the  foe !     Two  pleasant  flames         120 

*  His  eyes  between  his  wand'ring  locks  appear'd. 
'  I  knew  the  king  of  Atha,  and  on  earth 

*  Threw  down  my  spear.     Then  dark,  away  we  turn'd, 

*  And  silent  pass'd  to  mix  with  other  foes, 

*  Yet,  not  so  pass'd  the  angry,  striring  kingSo  125 

*  As  when  ghosts  meet  in  the  dark  wing  of  winds, 

*  In  wrath  oppos'd  ;  in  echoing  fray  they  mix'd. 

'  Through  either  breast  the  pointed  jav'lin  rush'd 
'  Nor  prostrate  yet  on  earth  were  laid  the  foes* 

*  A  rock  receiv'd  their  fall,  and  half  recUn'd  130 

*  In  death  they  lay.     The  lock  of  his  fierce  foe 

*  Each  held  ;  and  grimly  seem'd  to  roll  his  eyes* 

*  The  stream  forth  issuing  from  the  neighb'ring  rock 

*  Lcap'd  on  their  shields,  and  mi-^i'd  below  with  blood. 

'  The  fight  eeas'd  in  I-thorno  ;  and  in  peace  ISS> 

*  The  strangers  met. — From  Atha  of  the  streams 

*  Cathrr.or  the  brave,  and  Ossian  king  of  lyres. 

*  We  plac'd  the  dead  in  earth. — By  Runar's  bay 

'  Our  course  we  stcer'd  :  when  with  the  boxmding  boat. 
Far,  on  the  surf  advanc'd  a  ridgy  wave.  140 

*  Dark  was  the  rider  of  the  rolling  seas  ; 

*  But,  like  a  ray  forth  darting  from  the  sun, 

*  In  Stromlo's  rolling  smoke  of  folds  intense 
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*  With  cheaiing  beam,  a  flame  of  light  was  there, 

*  It  was  the  fair  of  Siiran-dronlo  sprung,  145- 

*  Wild  in  her  "brighten'd  looks.     Amidst  her  locks 

*  Of  aubmn  bri:^Iit,  her  eyes  were  wand'ring  flumes. 

*  Forth  with  llie  spear  her  verging  arm  appears 

*  White  as  the  snow  ;  and  her  high-heaving  breast, 

*  White  as  the  foam  of  waves  that  rise,  by  turns,  130 

*  'Midst  promontorial  rocks  ;  appears  to  view. 

*  Pleasing  but  dreadful  are  those  rising  cliffs, 

*  And  to  the  winds,  for  aid,  the  sailors  call :' 

"  Ye  dwellers  of  great  Loda !  hither  come  J 
*'  Haste  Carchar  !     Pale  amidst  dark-rolling  clouds!         1^9 
**  Sluthmor  !     That  strid'st  in  airy  halls  approach  ! 
**  Corchturf     Terrific  in  the  blust'ring  gales  ! 
**  Now  from  his  suppliant  daughter's  vengeful  spear 
**  The  foes  of  Suran-dronlo  quick  receive,"  ' 

*  No  shadow,  at  his  roaring  streams  was  I,  160 

*  Nor  yet  a  mildly-looking  form  was  he  ! 

*  When  up  his  spear  he  took,  the  gorgeful  hawks 

*  Their  sounding  pinions  shook ;  for  'round  the  steps 

*  Of  dark-ey'd  Suran-dronlo  crimson  stream'd. 

*  No  harmless  beam,  to  glitter  on  his  streams  lf)5 

*  Me  he  did  light. — Like  meteors  clear  I  shone, 

*  And  blasted  Siiran-dronlo's  mighty  foes.' — *  ***** 

The  praise  of  Cathmor  of  resounding  shields 
Not  unconcern'd  the  fair  Sul-malla  heard. 
He,  like  a  fire  in  secret  heath  conceal'd,  170 

Sudden  awaking  at  the  voicefui  blast. 
And  spreading  wide  its  beam  :  her  soul  illum'd. 
Like  the  soft  murmur  of  a  summer  breeze, 
When  up  it  lifts  the  bending  heads  of  flow'rs, 
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And  curls  the  lucid  lakes  and  silver  streams,  175 

In  song,   away  the  royal  daughter  went. 

By  night  a  dream  to  Ossian  came — the  shade 
Of  Trenmor  shapeless  stood.     The  dusky  shield 
On  Selma's  streamy  rock  he  seem'd  to  strike. 
Directly  in  my  rattling  arms  I  rose :  ISO 

For  I  perceiv'd  that  raging  war  was  near. 
Our  bending  sails  before  the  winds  were  spread 
When  to  the  morn  its  waters  Lumon  shew'd. 
Come  from  the  watch  of  night,  Malvina,  lonely  beam. 


END  OF  SUL-MALLA  OF  LUMON. 
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ARGUMENT. 
FIN'GAL,  in  one  of  hisveyagei  tothe  Orkney  islands,  was  driven,  liy  strcis  of 
weather,  into  a  bay  of  Scandinavia,  near  tlie  residence  of  Starno,_  king  of 
Lochlin.  Starno  invites  Fingal  to  a  feast.  Fingal,  doubting  the  faith  of  the 
king,  and  mindful  of  his  former  breach  of  hospitality  (Finga],  B.  III.)  refuses 
logo.  Starno  gathers  together  his  tribes;  Fingal  resolves  to  defend  himself. 
Night  coming  on,  Duth-maruno  proposes  to  Fingal  to  observe  the  motions  of 
the  enemy.  The  king  himself  undertakes  the  watch.  Advancing  towards 
the  enemy,  he  accidentally  comes  to  the  cave  of  Turthor,  where  Starno  had 
confined  Coniban-carglas,  the  captive  daughter  of  a  neighbouring  chief.  Her 
Story  is  imperfect,  a  part  of  the  original  being  lost.  Fingnl  comes  to  a  place 
of  worship,  where  Starno,  and  his  son  Swaran,  consulted  the  spirit  of  Loda, 
concerning  the  issue  of  the  war.  The  rencounter  of  Fingal  and  Swaran. 
The  Duan  concludes  with  a  description  ot  the  airy  hall  ot  Cruihloda,  sup- 
posed to  be  the  Odin  of  Scandinavia. 
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AN  ancient  tale  !     "Why,  wanderer  unseen. 
That  bend'st  green  Loda's  thistle-why  my  ear 
Hast  Ihou,  O  breeze  of  the  green  valley,  left  ? 
No  distant  roar  of  streams,  nor  lyral  sound 
Hear  I  soft  trembling  from  the  silent  rocks! 
Come  thou  sweet  huntress  of  fair  Lutha's  plains. 
And  to  the  bard  his  absent  soul  restore. 
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To  Loclilin's  lakes,  to  the  dark,  ridgy  bay 
Of  blue  U-thorno,  where  from  ocean's  waves 
pown  from  the  roar  of  winds  Fingdl  approach'd  j  10 

Forward  I  look. — But  in  a  land  unknown, 
Few  are  the  heroes  of  Morvenian  race  ! 
To  give  Fingal  a  welcome  to  the  feast, 
A  dweller  of  Loda  the  wrathful  Starno  sent : 

Fingal  refus'd :  for  past  transactions  came  15 

Fresh  to  Iiis  mind,  and  all  his  rage  arose. 

*  Nor  Gormal's  mossy  tow'rs,'  the  chief  reply'd, 

*  Nor  Starno  shall  Fingal  indeed  behold. 

*  Death's  multiform  along  his  fiery  soul 

*  Wander  like  shadows.     Don't  I  bear  in  mind  20 

*  That  beam  of  light,  that  once  at  Gormal  shone— 

*  The  fair  daughter  of  kings  with  hands  of  snow  ? 

*  Go,  son  of  Loda  ;  and  to  Starno  say : 

*  To  fam'u  Fingal  his  words  are  merely  blasts— 

*  Blasts,  that  alone,  by  rolling  too  and  fro,  25 

*  Turmoils  the  thistles  in  autumnal  vales, 

*  Dark  Duth-rmaruno,  steady  arm  of  death  ! 

*  And  swarthy  Cromma-glass  of  iron  shield?! 

*  And  Struthmor  too,  dweller  of  battle's  wing ! 

*  Cormar  expert !     Whose  azurc-bosom'd  ships,  30 

*  Carless  as  on  dark-streaming,  angry  clouds 

*  The  meteor  makes  its  way  ;  bound  on  the  seas  ! 

*  Children  of  heroes  !  in  a  land  unknown, 

*  With  all  your  wonted  might  around  me  'rise. 

*  Let  each,  like  Trenmor,  ruler  of  dread  war,  35 

*  Look  on  his  shield.     Come  down,'  still  said  the  King, 

*  Thou  youthful  dweller  'midst  the  trembling  lyres 
?  This  stream  away  thou  by  thy  might  shalt  roll, 

*  Or  with  mc  dwell  embosom'd  in  cold  earth.' 
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At  once,  in  wrath  tbey  all  around  hirr.  'rose  ;  40 

No  words  came  forth: — they  seiz'd  th-eir  beaming  spears. 
Into  itseU'  each  soul  is  darkly  roU'd. 
At  length  aloud  the  sudden  clang  is  wak'd 
On  all  their  echoing  shields.     Each  took  his  hill, 
By  night — at  intervals,  they  darkly  stood.  45 

Unequal  burst,  between  the  roaring  winds. 
The  hum  of  songs.     Broad  o'er  them  rose  the  moon. 
Tall  in  his  armour  Duth-maruno  stood, 
He  that  from  rocky  Croma-charn  had  come. 
Stern  hunter  of  the  boar.— In  his  dark  boat  50 

On  waves  he  rose,  when  all  its  tow'ring  grove* 
Crumthormoth  wak'd.     Amongst  his  foes  he  shone. 
Upon  the  mountain  stately  in  the  chase  : 
Nor  was,  O  Duth-marono,  cow'rdice  thine, 

*  Forward  by  night,  O  Comhal's  son,'  he  said,  55 

*  My  steps  shall  be.     From  this  dark,  orbed  shield 

*  Over  their  gleaming  tribes  them  I  shall  view, 

*  Before  me,  is  dark  Starno,  king  of  lakes, 

*  And  Swaran,  foe  of  strangers. — Nor  in  vain 

*  By  Loda's  stone  of  pow'r  their  words  are  heard.  60 

*  If  Duth-maruno  should  no  more  return, 

*  His  distant  spouse  is  lonely  at  her  home ; 

*  Were  with  loud  roar  on  Crathmo-craulos  plain 

*  Two  streams  their  waters  mix. — Around  are  hills  * 

*  With  woods  o'erhung,  and  ocean  neighb'ring  rolls.  65 

*  My  son,  young  wand'rer  of  the  marshy  field 

*  On  screaming  sea-fowl  looks.     A  boar's  rough  head 
'  Give  to  Can-dona,  and  his  lather's  joy 

*  To  him  relate,  when  on  his  lifted  spear 

*  The  bristly  strength  of  loud  I-thorno  roll'd,'  70 

'  Not  heedless  of  my  fathers,'  said  Fingal, 

*  O'er  ridgy  seas  my  bounding  course  has  been  ; 
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*  Their's  were  the  times  of  dangers,  long  ago  ; 

«  Nor  though  I'm  young  amidst  my  spreading  locks, 

*  Does  darkness  on  me  grow  before  the  foes,  75 

*  O  chief  of  Crathmo-eraulo,  courage  take — 

*  The  field  of  ni^ht,  ere  long,  will  be  my  own  ! 

Wide-bounding  then  o'er  Turthor's  echoing  stream 
That  sent,  by  night,  through  Gormal's  misty  vale, 
Its  sullen  roar :  he  rush'd  in  all  his  arms.  80 

Upon  a  rock  a  glitt'ring  moon-beam  shone. 
And,  in  the  midst,  appear'd  a  stately  form  ; 
A  form  mith  floating  locks,  like  Lochlin's  maid 
With  bosom  white.     Unequal  are  her  steps, 
And  short: — she  throws  on  wind  a  broken  song.  B5 

At  times  she  tosses  wide  her  snow-white  arms. 
For  grief  corrosive  in  her  soul  abides. 

*  O  Torcul-torno  of  hoar  locks !'  she  said, 

*  Where  now,  by  Lulan,  are  thy  aged  steps  ? 

*  With  steps  unequal  at  thine  own  dark  stream?,  ^Q 

*  O  Conban-carglas'  father,  thou  hast  fail'd  ! 

*  But,  when  dark-skirted  night  along  the  sky 

*  Is  dusky  pour'd  :  then  Lulan's  aged  chief! 

*  By  Loda's  hall,  thee  sporting  I  behold.' 

*  The  moon,  sometimes,  thou  hidest  with  thy  shield  ; 

*  For  dim  in  heav'n  have  1  her  brightness  seen* 

*  Thou  into  meteors  kindlest  thy  grey  hair, 

*  And  dreadful  sail'st  along  the  noon  of  night. 

*  O  king  of  shaggy  boars,  why  in  my  cave 

*  Dwell  1  forgotten? — Down  from  Loda's  hall  100 

*  On  lonely  Conban-carglas  cast  thy  eye  !' 

*  Who  art  thou,'  said  Fingal,  *  thou  voice  of  night  ?'— 
AfiVighted,  she  in  tremors  turn'd  away. 
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*  Who  art  thou,  in  thy  darkness  ?'  still  lic  said.  I 
But  she,  still  trembling,  shrunk  into  the  cave.                     105 
Prom  her  fair  hands  the  king  untied  the  thong, 

And  of  her  lathers  urg'd  the  fair  to  tell. 

'  At  Lulan's  foamy  stream  once  dwelt,'  she  said  t 

«  Fam'd  Torcul-torno  :'   there,  he  dwelt — but  now,  ' 

*  In  Loda's  hall  he  shakes  the  sounding  shell.  110 

*  He  Starno,  king  of  Lochlin,  met  in  fight 

*  And  long  and  deathful  fought  the  dark-ey'd  kings.—* 

*  My  sire,  blue-shield  Torcul-torno,  fell. 

*  At  Lulan's  roaring  waters,  by  a  rock 

*  I  jush  had  pierc'd  the  branchy,  bounding  roe.  115 

*  From  off  the  stream  of  winds  my  floating  hair 

*  My  white  hand  gather'd  :  for  1  heard  a  noise, 

*  And  upwards  turn'd  my  eyes.     Then  high  with  joy 

*  'Rose  my  soft  breast.     At  Lulan,  verging  on, 

*  To  meet  thee,  Torcul-torno,  was  my  step,  120' 

*  'Twas  Starno,  dreadful  king  !     He  darkly  eamc,  '/I 
'  And  red  on  Conban-carglas  roll'd  his  eyes  !  '■ 

*  Above  his  gather'd  smile  of  grimly  shape  *" 

*  Dark  wav'd  his  shaggy  brow. — "  Where  is  my  sire," 

*  I  said,'  "  my  father  fam'd  for  might  in  war  ?"  125^ 
"   Among  dread  foes,  in  lonely  solitude, 

•'  O  Torcul-torno's  daughter,  thou  art  left  J" 

*  He  took  my  hand, — then  raised  the  bending  sail,  J 

*  And  in  this  cave,  in  darkness,  he  me  plac'd.  '     ■ 

*  At  times  a  gloomy  cloud  of  mist  he  comes,  130 
'  And  in  my  presence  lifts  my  father's  shield, 

*  And  often,  but  far  distant  from  my  cave, 

*  Passes  a  beam  of  youth.— Within  the  soul 

*  Of  Torcul-torno's  daughter  'Iwe  he  dweU»«* 
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'  O  nnid  of  lAil:in,'  then  Fingal  reply'd,  135 

*  Wiiitc-lranded  Conban-carglas  ;  on  thy  soul 

*  A  cloud,  but  mark'd  with  streaks  of  fire,  is  roll'd, 

*  Cast  not  thine  eyes  on  that  dark-robed  moon, 

*  Nor  yet  on  tliose  bright  meteors.     For  my  steel 

*  O  Torcul-torno's  daughter,  'round  thee  gleams,  HO 

*  'Tis  not  the  steel  high-rais'd  by  feeble  hands, 

*  Nor  of  the  dark  in  soul.     Within  our  caves 
'  Of  roaring  streams  the  virgins  are  not  shut : 

*  Nor  do  they  toss  their  snow-white  arms  alone, 

*  Within  their  locks,  above  high  Selma's  lyres,  145 

*  They  brightly  bend.     Nor  in  the  desert  wild 

*  Young  light  of  Torcul-torno,  is  their  voice.' 

Again,  wide  through  the  bosom  of  dark  night, 
To  where,  in  squally  winds,  dark  Loda's  trees 
High  wav'd  ;  Fingal  his  steps  of  might  advanc'd,  150 

Three  massy  stones,  with  heads  of  moss,  are  there : 
A  stream,  with  foaming  course  ;  and,  them  around. 
Dreadful  the  dark-red  cloud  of  Loda  rolls. 
Forward  a  ghost,  of  shadowy  smoke  half-form'd, 
Look'd  from  its  top.     Amidst  the  roaring  stream  155 

His  voice,  at  times  he  pour'd.— His  hollow  words. 
In  posture  bent  beneath  a  blasted  tree 
Two  heroes,  near,  dark  Swaran  of  the  lakes 
And  Starno  foe  of  strangers,  gladly  heard. 
On  their  dun  shields  in  might  they  darkly  lean'd,  160 

And  forward  are  their  spears  in  darkness  bent. 
Shrill  sounds  the  blast  of  darkness,  as  it  blows 
With  heaving  gusts  in  Starno's  floating  beard. 
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Fingal's  bold  tread  they  heard,  and  in  their  arms 
The  warriors  rose* — ^Said  Starno,  in  his  pride  ;  165 

*  Undaunted  Swa.ian,  lay  that  waml'rer  low. 

*  Thy  sire's  shield  take — it  is  a  rock  in  war.' 
His  gleaming  spear  dark  Swaran  threw,  and  fix'd 
In  Loda's  tree  it  stood.— Forth  with  bright  swords 

Then  came  the  foes.     Their  rattling  steel  they  mix'd.       170 

Quite  through  the  thongs  of  Swaran's  heavy  shield 

The  blade  of  Luno  rush'd.     Down  fell  the  shield 

Boiling  on  earth.     Cleft  down  the  helmet  fell* 

The  lifted  steel  Fingal  stopt — and  in  wrath 

Unarm'd  stood  Swaran.     'Round  his  livid  eyes  175 

He  silent  roll'd,  and  threw  his  sword  on  earth. 

Then,  slowly  stalking  o'er  the  sounding  stream, 

He,  for  vexation,  whistled  as  he  went. 

Nor  yet  unseen  is  Swaran  by  his  sire. 
Away  in  wrath  red  Starno  turn'd- — Above  180 

His  gather'd  rage  dark  wav'd  his  shaggy  brows. 
Dark  Loda's  tree  he  then,  with  all  his  might, 
Struck  with  his  spear — he  rais'd  the  hum  of  songs. 
Each  dimly  moving  in  his  own  dark  path, 
Like  two  foam-cover'd  streams,  that  from  the  vales  185 

Of  rain  descend  ;  to  Lochlin's  host  they  came. 

To  Turthor's  plain  Fingal  in  haste  return'd, 
Amidst  the  beam  fair  rising  from  the  east 
That  shone  on  Lochlin's  spoils,  with  circling  rays, 
In  the  king's  hand  in  glitt'ring  triumph  borne.  190 

Torth  from  her  cave,  in  all  her  beauty  came 
Torcul-torno's  daughter.     She  from  wind 
Gather'd  her  hair,  and  wildly  rais'd  her  song 
The  song  of  Lulan  of  resounding  shells. 
Where  once  her  father  in  his  splendour  dwelt,  125 
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The  bloody  sliicld  of  Starno  she  beheld 
And  gladness  on  her  face  light-beaming  rose. 
But  when  young  Swaran's  helmet  cleft  she  saw, 
She  shrunk — she  darken'd,  from  the  royal  chief. 

*  And  art  thou  fall'n,  by  all  thy  hundred  streams  !  200 

*  O  love  of  Conban-carglas  !  art  thou  fall'n!' 


U-thorno,  that  in  waters  rieest  high, 
On  whose  dark  side  the  mighty  meteors  glide  ! 
The  moon  opaque,  behind  thy  echoing  woods, 
Descending  I  behold. — And  on  thy  top  205 

Dwells  misty  Loda  (house  of  ghosts  of  men.) 
There,  in  the  end  of  his  dark,  cloudy  hall 
Bends  forward  dark  Cruth-loda,  chief  of  swords, 
And  thinly  shaded  in  his  wavy  mist 

His  form  is  dimly  seen.     Upon  his  shield  210 

Is  his  right  hand,  and  in  his  left  there  is 
The  shell  half  viewless;  whilst  with  fires  of  night 
The  roof  of  his  tremendous  hali  is  mark'd. 

Then  on,  a  dusky  ridge  of  formless  shades, 
Cruth-loda's  race  advance. — The  sounding  shell  215 

He  kindly  gives  to  those,  who  shone  in  war. 
But — thick  between  him  and  the  weak,  his  shield 
Kises  a  crust  of  darkness. — He  appears 
A  setting  meteor  to  the  weak  in  arms. 

Bright,  as  a  rainbow  on  pellucid  streams,  220 

Came  white-arm'd  Conban-carglas,  soft  in  air.-,- 
«***ff«*«#« 
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ARGUMENT. 
riNGAL  returning,  with  day,  devolves  the  command  of  the  army  on  Duth- 
maiuno,  who  engages  the  enemy,  and  drives  iliem  over  the  stream  of  Tur- 
thor.  ringal,  after  recalling  his  people,  congratulates  Duth-maruno  on  his 
success,  but  discovers  that  that  hero  was  mortally  wounded  in  the  engage- 
ment. Duth-maruno  dies.  Uilin,  the  bard,  in  honour  of  the  dead,  intro- 
duces the  episode  of  Colgorm  and  Spina-dona,  viith  which  the  Duati  con- 
cludes. 
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*  SON  of  the  king,  what  is  of  thee  become  ? 
Said  dark-liair'd  Duth-maruno.     Sclma's  beam 
'  Of  youthful  splendor,  say — where  hast  thou  fail'd  ? 

*  He  comes  not  from  the  bosom  of  dark  night .' 

*  And  circling  morn  is  on  U-thorno  spread,  5 
«  Whilst  on  his  hill  thro'  mist  soft  gleams  the  sun. — 

*  Now  in  my  presence  warriors  lift  the  shields  ; 

*  For  like  a  fire  from  heav'n,  whose  trackless  place 

*  Unmark'd  is  on  the  ground  ;  he  must  not  fall. — 

*  As,   from  the  skirts  of  his  loud,  squally  wind,  ]0 

*  With  pinions  large  the  eagle  flies  ;  he  comes  ! 

*  And  in  his  hand  bright  shine  the  spoils  of  foes. 

*  For  thee,  O  Sclma's  king  !  our  souls  were  sad  ! 
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*  Near  us,  O  Duth-nuiruno,  are  the  foes. 

*  Forward  they  come,'  he  said,  '  like  waves  in  mist,  15 
'  When  they,  ab.;ve  the  vapour  sailing  low, 

*  Tlielr  foamy  tops,  at  intervals,  erect. 

*  The  trembling  trav'llcr  on  his  journey  shrinks, 

'   Nor  knows  he  where  to  liy. — But  we,  O  chiels, 

*  No  trembling  travelers  are!     Forth  all  your  steel  20 

*  Ye  sons  of  heroes  call. — Now  shall  there  'rise 

*  Fingal's  bright  sword — or,  shall  a  warrior  lead  ?' 

'  The  deeds  of  old,'  brave  Duth-maruno  said, 

«  Are,  O  Fingal,  like  paths  unto  our  eyes  ! 

*  Amidst  his  own  dim  years,  still  we  discern  2) 

*  Broad-shielded  Trenmor.     Nor  did  weakness  mark 

*  His  royal  soul.     There,  dark  and  in  disguise 

*  Wander'd  no  deed.     From  all  their  hundred  streams 

*  To  grassy  Colglan-crona  came  the  tribes. 

*  Their  chiefs  before  them,  as  they  stately  strode,  30 

*  Each  strove  to  lead  the  war.     And  oft  unsheath'd 

*  Their  swords  appear'd.     Red  roU'd  their  eyes  of  rage 

*  They  stood  apart,  and  humm'd  their  surly  songs  : 

"  Why  should  they  to  each  other  yield  ?"  '  they  said :' 

**  For  their  forefathers  equal  rank'd  in  war."  35 

*  ^^^■th  all  his  people,  bright  in  youthful  locks 

*  Brave  Trenmor  stood.     He  saw  tli'  advancing  foe, 

*  And  high  the  grief  of  his  great  soul  arose. 

'   He  bade  the  chiefs  to  lead  by  turns.     They  led — ■ 

'   But  they  were  roll'd  away.     Then  from  his  hill  40 

*  Down  came  blue-shielded  Trenmor,  and  himself 

*  W^ide  skirted  battle  led. — The  strangers  fail'd. — 

'  Around  him,  then,  the  dark-brow'd  warriors  came, 

*  And  struck  the  shield  of  joy. — Like  a  sweet  gale, 

'  The  words  of  pow'r  from  royal  Selma  rush'd.— -  45 

*  Yet,  in  strife,  by  turns,  the  chieftaiws  fled ; 
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*  Till  miglity  dangler  rose  :  then  was  the  hour 

*  The  royal  hour,  to  conquer  in  the  field,' 

*  Nor  yet  unknown,'  said  Cromma-glas  of  shields. 

*  Are  our  forefather's  deeds.     But  who  of  us  50 

*  Shall  lead  the  war,  before  the  race  of  kings  ? 

*  On  these  four  dusky  hills  mist  dimly  lours  ; — - 

*  Within  it  let  each  warrior  strike  his  shield. 

*  Amidst  the  darkness  spirits  may  descend, 

«  And  mark  us  for  the  conduct  of  the  war.'  55 

They  went— each  hero,  to  liis  hill  of  mist : 
And  bards  observant  mark'd  the  bossy  sounds  ; 
But  loudest,  Duth-  maruno,  rung  thy  boss, 
And  it  thy  province  was  to  lead  the  war. 

Then  like  the  murmur  of  resounding  streams,  60 

With  stately  steps  down  came  U-thorno's  race. 
The  lines  of  battle  swarthy  Starno  led, 
And  dusky  Swaran  of  the  isles  of  storms. 
Forward  from  shields  of  iron  they  fiercely  look'd 
With  aspect  like  Cruth-loda  fiery-ey'd  65 

When  from  behind  the  darken'd  moon  he  looks, 
And  in  his  anger  strews  his  signs  on  night. 

By  Turthor's  stream  the  hostile  armies  met. 
And  intcrmix'd,  like  ridgy  waves  they  heav'd. 
Their  echoing  strokes  are  mix'd,  and  o'er  the  hosts  70 

Death  shadowy  flies.     They  were  as  clouds  of  hail, 
With  squally  winds  in  their  storm-bearing  skirts. 
Their  show'rs  united  roar,  whilst  underneath 
Tempestuous  swells  the  darklyrrolling  deep. 

O  dark  U-thorno's  strife  !  why  should  I  mark  75  ■ 

Thy  direful  wounds  ?     Thou  with  the  years  long  past 
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Rcmain'st,  and  thou  art  fading  on  my  soul. 

Forward  his  skirt  of  war  dark  Starno  brought, 

And  angry  Swaran  led  his  own  dark  wing. 

Nor  harmless  burns  brave  Duth-maruno's  sword,  80 

And  o'er  her  streams  is  Lochlin  roll'd  at  length 

Folded  in  thoughts  the  wrathful  kings  remain. 

And  o'er  the  flight  of  their  affrighted  land 

They  roll  their  silent  eyes. — Again,   is  heard 

Fingal's  loud  horn  ;  and  woody  Albion's  sons  S5 

To  fight  return'd.     But,  silent  in  their  blood, 

By  Turthor's  streaming  waters  many  lay, 

*  Brave  chief  of  Crom-charn,'  said  the  royal  voice, 

*  Stern  Duth-maruno,  hunter  of  the  boar  ! 

*  Not  without  harm  to  the  dark,  haughty  ranks  90 

*  Returns  my  eagle  from  the  field  of  foes, 

*  For  this  white-bosom'd  Lanal  at  her  streams 

*  Shall  brighten,  when  the  welcome  news  arrives  ; 

*  Can-dona,  when  she  hears  of  thy  vast  deeds, 

*  At  rocky  Crathmo-craulo  shall  rejoice.'^  95 

*  Colgorm,'  reply'd  the  chief,  *  in  Albion  was 

*  The  first  of  all  my  race: — Colgorm  the  great ! 

*  Ocean's  rider  through  its  wat'ry  vales! 

*  In  high  I-thorno  he  his  brother  slew, 

*  And  left  his  father's  land.     In  silence  he  lOd 

*  By  rocky  Crathmo-craulo  chose  his  place, 

*  His  race  came  forth,  progressive  in  their  years-— 

*  They  came  to  battle,  but  they  always  fell, 

*  And  now,  O  King  of  Morven's  echoing  isles, 

*  The  wound  of  my  forefathers  is  my  own,'  105 

He  from  hjs  side  an  arrow  drew,  and  pale 
Fell  in  a  land  unknown.     His  soul  came  forth 
To  his  forefathers,  to  their  stormy  isle. 
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There  thcv,  along  the  skirls  of  winds,  pursti'd 

Boars  form'd  of  mist. — The  chiefs  stood  silent  'round,       110 

As  Loda's  stones  grey-rising  on  their  hill. 

Them,  through  the  twihght,  from  his  lonely  path 

The  traveller  beholds.     He  thinks  them  ghosts 

Of  hero's  dead,  concert  ing  future  wars. 

Night  came  down  on  U-thorno. — In  their  grief         115 
Still  stood  the  chiefs. — Through  ev'ry  warrior's  hair 
Hiss'd,  by  turns,  the  wand'ring  of  the  blast. 
From  the  deep  musing  of  his  thoughtful  soul 
Fingal,  at  length,  burst  forth.     Aloud  he  call'd 
Ullin  of  harps,  and  bade  the  song  to  rise.  120 

*  No  falling  fire,'  he  said,  *  that  just  appears, 

*  And  then  retires  in  night ;  no  meteor  faint 

*  Was  Crathmo-craulo's  chief : — but,  like  the  sun 

*  Strong-beaming,  long-rejoicing  on  his  hill.— 

*  Name  his  forefathers,  from  their  dwellings  old.'  125 

'  I-thorno,'  said  the  bard,  *  that  risest  green 

*  Midst  ridgy  seas  !     Why,  in  the  ocean's  mist 

*  So  gloomy  is  thy  head  ?     From  thy  low  vales, 
'  Fearless  as  thy  strong-winged  eagles  soar 

*  Came  forth  a  race,  dwellers  of  Loda's  hall ;  130" 

*  The  race  of  Colgorm  chief  of  iron  shields. 

*  With  airy  height  'rose  Lurthan,  streamy  hill, 

*  In  Tormo til's  echoing  isle.     Its  woody  head 

*  Above  a  silent  vale  it  waving  bent. 

*  There  dwelt  where  foamy  Cruruth's  streams  do  rise,       136 

*  Rurmar,  stout  hunter  of  rough,  woodland  boars. 
«  His  daughter,  fair  as  beams  the  sunny  ray. 

*  The  snow-white  bosom'd  Strina-dona  shone! 
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*  Many  a  king  of  heroes  fam'd  in  war; 

*  Many  a  liero  of  dark  iron  shields;  140 

*  And  many  a  youth  of  dark  and  heavy  locks ; 

*  ToHurmar's  echoing  hall,  high-bounding  came. 

*  They  came  to  woo  the  maid  of  matchless  charnis, 

*  The  stately  huntress  of  green  Tormoth  wild. 

'  But  from  thy  steps  thou,  in  thy  graceful  mien,  145 

*  High-bosom'd  Strina-dona,  careless  look'st ! 

*  If  on  the  heath  she  mov'd,  her  breast  arose 

*  \Vhiter  than  waves  tiie  reedy  Cona's  dowii 

*  If  on  the  sea-beat  shore  she  took  her  way, 

*  She  then  outvy'd  the  rolling  ocean's  foam.  150 

*  Her  sparkling  eyes  were  two  bright  stars  of  light, 

*  Her  beauteous  face  was  hcav'ns  grand  bow  in  shovv'rs ; 

*  Whilst  dark  around  it,  like  the  streaming  clouds, 

*  Her  raven-hair  in  nature's  ringlets  flow'd. 

*  Thou  wert  the  dweller  of  heroic  souls,  155 

*  White-handed  Strina-dona,  charming  maid  ! 

*  In  his  high-bounding  ship  young  Colgorm  came, 

*  And  Corcul-suran,   mighty  king  of  shells. 

*  To  woo  the  sun-beam  ot  wild  Tormoth  s  isle, 

*  The  brothers: — each  from  green  I-thorno  came.  160 

*  In  all  their  echoing  steel  she  them  beheld, 

*  And  firm  on  blue-ey'd  Colgorm  fix  d  her  soul, 

*  On  her,    in  Icok'd  Ul-lochlin's  nightly  eye, 

*  And  saw  fair  Strina-dona's  tossing  arms. 

*  In  wrath,  the  brothers  on  each  other  frown'd,         165 

*  And  their  red-flaming  eyes  in  silence  met. — 

'  They  turn'd  away.     They  struck  their  sounding  shields, 

*  And  on  their  swords  tiieir  trembling  b.mds  they  laid, 

*  Into  the  strife  of  heroes  with  their  might, 

*  For  long-hair'd  Strina-dona,  fierce  they  rusliU  170 

Vol.  II.  Ee 
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*  At  length,  in  blood  great  Corcul-suran  fell ; 

*  And  on  his  isle,  enraged  with  the  deed, 

*  His  father's  strength  to  measures  gave  effect. 

*  At  large  to  wander  on  the  various  winds, 

*  From  low  I-thorno's  isle  Colgorm  he  turn'd.  175 

*  And  then  for  refuge,  near  a  foreign  stream 

*  In  Crathmo-craulo's  rocky  field  he  dwelt, 

*  Nor  gloom'd  the  king  alone  :  that  beam  of  light 

*  Echoing  Tormoth's  daughter  was  at  hand, 

f  White-armed  Strina-dona,  matchless  fair !'  180 


END  OF  DUAN  SECOND. 
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ARGUMENI?. 
OSSIAN,  after  some  general  reflections,  desrtibes  the  situation  of  Fingal,  and 
the  position  of  the  army  of  Lochlin.  The  conversation  of  Starnoand  Swaraiu 
'I  he  episode  of  Cromar-trunar  and  Foinar-bragal.  Siarno,  from  his  own  ex- 
ample, recommends  to  Swaran,  to  surprise  I'ingal,  who  had  retired  alone  to 
a  neiglibouring  hill.  Upon  Swaran's  refusal,  Starno  undertakes  the  enier- 
pi  ize  himself,  is  overcouje,  and  taken  prisoner,  by  Fingal,  He  is  dismisicU, 
alter  a  serious  reprimand  for  his  ci  uelty . 


DUAN  III. 


WHENCE  is  the  stream  of  years  ?  Where  do  they  flow  ? 
^\\'hcre  have  they  hid  amidst  the  veil  of  mist 
Their  many  coloured  sides  ?     Back  I  attempt 
Into  the  times  of  old  to  look,  but  dim 

To  Ossian's  eyes  they  seem,  like  the  faint  light  5 

Of  moon-beams  answer'd  on  a  distant  lake. 
Here,  rise  the  redd'ning  beams  of  war!     And  tJierCj 
In  silence  dwells  a  feeble  race  of  men ! 
With  deeds  of  fame,  as  slow  they  pass  along, 
No  years  they  mark. — Thou,  that  between  the  shields        10 
Mak'st  thine  abode ;  thou,  that  the  failing  soul 
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To  life  avvak'st ;  from  thy  ag'd  wall  descend, 

Thou  lyre  of  Cona,  with  thy  voices  three  ! 

Come  with  that  sound  which  kindles  up  the  past, 

With  all  their  actions  on  their  dark-brown  years  15 

And  to  my  view  uprrear  the  forms  of  old ! 

U-thorno,  hill  of  storms,  upon  thy  side 
My  race  I  see. — O'er  Duth-maruno's  tomb 
Fingal  is  bending,  in  the  dusk  of  night. 
Near  him  the  steps  of  his  brave  chiefs  abide,  2d 

Stern  hunters  of  the  boar.     And  deep  in  shades 
By  Turthor's  stream  I  Lo.chHn's  host  behold. 
On  two  near  hills  dark  stood  the  wrathful  kings 
And  forward  from  their  bossy  shields  they  look'd,— • 
Tliey  looked  forward  on  the  stars  of  night,  25 

Red-wand'ring  in  the  West.     Enrob'd  in  clouds. 
And  like  a  meteor  red,  of  form  devoid  ; 
Cruth-loda  bends  from  high.     He  sends  abroad 
The  winds,  and  marks  them  with  his  fiery  signs. 
That  Morven's  king  was  ne'er  to  yield  in  war  5fll 

Starno  foresaw,  and  with  vexation  burn'd. 

In  wrathful  anger  twice  he  struck  the  tree : 
He  sudden  rush'd  before  his  son  :  then  humm'd  , 
A  surly  song  ;   and  heard  his  hair  in  wind. 
Turn'd  from  each  other,  like  two  oaks  they  stood,  2di 

Which  different  winds  had  bent.     Each  hov'ring  leans 
Above  its  own  loud  rill  with  spreading  shade, 
And  shakes  its  branches  in  the  course  of  blasts, 

*  Anntr,'  said  Starno,  swarthy  king  of  lakes, 

*  A  wastive  fire  of  old  large-wand'ring  rag'd.  4ft 

*  Death  from  his  eyes,  along  the  striving  fields, 

*  He  pour'd.     His  joy  was  in  the  fall  of  men, 

J  Blood  was  to  him  sweet  as  a  summer-stream, 
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*  That  from  a  mossy  rock,  to  withcr'd  vales 

*  Reviving  rolls.     Forth  to  Luth-cormo's  lake  45 

*  He  came,   to  meet  the  tall  Corman-trunar, 

*  From  Urlor's  streams  dweller  of  battle's  wing.* 

*  High-bounding  with  his  darkly-bosom'd  ships 

*  The  chief  of  Urlor  had  to  Cormul  come. 

*  He  Foinar-bragal  with  the  snow-white  arms,  50 

*  The  daughter  of  Annir  saw. — Her  he  lov'd:— 
'  Nor  on  the  rider  of  rough,  stormy  waves 

*  RoH'd  she  her  eyes  with  heedless  unconcern. 

*  She,  like  a  moon-beam  through  a  nightly  vale, 

*  Fled  to  his  ships  in  darkness.     O'er  the  deep  55 

*  Annir  pursu'd.     He  call'd  the  winds  of  heav'n. 

*  Nor  was  the  king  alone, — for  by  his  side 

*  Was  Starno. — Like  U-thorno's  eagle  young, 

*  I  on  my  father  turn'd  my  darting  qyes. 

*VVe  came  to  roaring  Urlor :  and  oppos'd  60 

*  Came  with  his  people  Corman-trunar  tall. 

*  We  fought, — but,  in  the  strife,  the  foe  prevail'd. 

*  Then  in  his  wrath  stood  Annir  king  of  lakes. — 

*  He  the  young  trees,  in  wrath,  lopp'd  with  his  sword, 

*  And  in  his  rage  red  look'd  his  fiery  eyes.  65 

*  I  mark'd  the  royal  soul — I  went  in  night— ^ 

*  And  from  the  field  a  broken  helmet  took  : — 

*  Likewise  a  shield  that  pierced  was  with  steel, 

*  And  pointless  was  the  jav'lin  in  my  hand, 

*  Accoutred  thus,  I  went  to  find  the  foe.  70 

♦  Tall  on  a  rock,  beside  his  burning  oak, 
^  Sat  Corman-trunar  ;  and,  beneath  a  tree, 

*  Near  him  deep-bosom'd  Foinar-bragal  sat, 

*  Before  her  face  my  broken  shield  I  threw 

!  iVftd  spoke  the  wof  ds  of  peace,    "  Not  distant  far  75 
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"  Beside  tlie  eddies  of  his  rolling  sea, 

"  Lies  Annir  of  many  lakes.     In  buttiing  strife, 

"  The  king  was  pierc'd  :  and  it  to  Starno  falls 

•*  His  lofty  mound  of  up-heap'd  earth  to  raise. 

"  Me,  who  am  of  the  sons  of  Loda  great,  80 

"  To  Foinar-bragal  of  white  hands,  he  sends  ; 

"  To  bid  her  send  a  lock  of  her  fine  hair, 

*'  With  her  dead  father  low  in  earth  to  rest. 

**   And  thou,  O  king  of  echoing  Urlo's  roar, 

*'  Till  Annir,  from  Criith-loda  fiery-ey'd,  85 

•*  Receive  the  shell ;  let  now  the  battle  cease," 

'  Amidst  a  sudden  flood  of  tears  she  'rose, 

*  And  from  her  hair  dishevel'd  tore  a  lock — 

*  A  lock  which  wandcr'd,  in  the  waving  blast, 

*  Along  her  heaving  breast.     The  sounding  shell  90 
'  Great  Corman-trunar  guve,  and  to  rejoice 

^  Before  him  me  enjoin'd.     In  silence  then 

*  I  rested  in  the  voiceless  gloom  of  night, 

*  And  hid  my  face  within  my  helmet  deep. 

*  Sleep  on  the  foe  descended — up  I  rose  95 

*  In  semblance  like  a  stalking  ghost  of  night, 

*  Then  Corman-trunar's  side  I  pierc'd.     Nor  did 
'  Fair  Foinar-bragal  e'en  herself  escape: 

'  Bat  roll'd  her  bosom  snowy-white  in  blood. 

'  Why  then,  O  daughter  of  heroes,  my  rage  lOD 

'  Didst  Ihou  awake?     Bright-beaming  morn  arose, 

*  And  far  the  foe,  like  vanish'd  mist,  were  fled. 

*  His  bossy  shieK!  struck  Annir,  and  aloud 

*  CiiH'd  his  dark-h  lir'd  son. — I,  at  his  call, 

'  With  wand'ring  blood  bcslreak'd,  obedient  came,  105 

*  Thrice  rose  the  royal  shout.     So,  from  a  cloud, 
'  By  night,  bursts  forth  a  sudden  squall  of  wind. 

*  Above  the  dead,  three  festive  days  we  spent, 

V  And  caii'd  the  Ii;>\\ks  of  hcav'n, — From  all  ihcir  winds. 
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*  To  feast  on  Annir's  fallen  foes,  they  came.  110 

*  Swaran  !     Fingai  upon  his  iiill  of  night 

'  Alone  abides. — Let  thy  bright;  deathful  spear 
'   In  secret  pierce  the  king.     Then  my  glad  soul, 

*  Like  age(l  Annir's,  also  shall  rejoice.' 

*  Gormalian  Annir's  son!     Then  Swaran  said,  115 

*  Never  in  shades  will  Swaran  warriors  slay. 

*  In  light  I  issue,  when  from  all  their  winds 

*  Forth  rush  the  hawks.     They  my  resistless  course, 

*  Not  without  arm  through  war,  arc  wont  to  trace.' 

Then  burning  rose  the  anger  of  the  king,  120 

And  his  bright-gleaming  jav'lin  thrice  he  rais'd. 
But  starting  back,  as  he  the  blow  prepar'd, 
He  spar'd  his  son:  and  rush'd  into  the  night. 
By  Turthor's  stream  a  lonely  cave  is  dark 
Th'  abode  of  Conban-carglas,     There  he  laid  125 

The  royal  helmet,  and  cali'd  Lulan's  maid  ; 
But  far,  in  Loda's  sounding  hall,  she  dwelt. 


Was  laid  ;  he  strode. — On  his  own  secret  hill 

On  his  broad  shield  the  royal  chief  repos'd.  1.30 

But,  O  stern  hunter  of  strong,  shaggy  boars. 

No  feeble  virgin  is  before  thee  laid; 

Nor  boy,  defenceless  on  his  ferny  bed, 

By  Turthor's  murm'ring  stream.     Here  spreads  the  couch 

On  which  the  mighty  lie,  and  whence  they  rise  1 .15 

To  grace  their  mem'ry  by  the  deeds  of  death. 

Wake  not  the  dreadful : — hunter  of  rough  boars. 

On,  Starno  murm'ring  came.     Fingai  in  arms 
Arose,  and  said  :  '  Who  art  thou,  son  of  night  ?' 
Silent  he  threw  the  spear.     Their  gloomy  strife  \U) 
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They  mix'd.     The  shield  of  Starno,  cleft  in  twain, 

In  pieces  fell.     He  to  an  oak  is  bound. — 

The  early  beam  arose. — On  Gormal's  king 

Fingal  then  look'd.     Awhile  his  silent  eyes 

About  he  roll'd.     He  thought  of  other  days  14-5 

When,  like  the  graceful  music  of  the  song, 

White-bosom'd  Agandecca  sweetly  mov'd: 

And  from  his  captive  hand  the  thong  she  loos'd 

*  OsonofAnnir,  hence  retire,'  he  said, 

*  A  beam  once  set,  back  on  my  mem'ry  comes  15(^ 

*  Thy  daughter  of  white-breasts  1  bear  in  mind  ; 

*  Away,  O  dreadful  king !     From  hence  retire  I 
'  Go  to  thy  troubled  dwelling,  cloudy  foe 

*  Of  all  the  lovely!     Hence  away  retire! 

*  Let  the  wise  stranger  thee  with  caution  shun,  155 

*  Thou  gloomy  in  the  hall !' — An  ancient  tale  ! 


END  OF  CATH-LODA, 
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A  FOEM. 


ARGUMENT. 
AFTF.R  an  address  to  Malvina,  the  dauglitei  of  Toscar,  Ossian  proceeds  to  re- 
late his  own  expedition  to  Fuarfed,  aTi  island  of  Scandinavia.  Mal-orcliol, 
king  of  Fuarfed,  being  hard  pressed  in  war,  hy  Ton-thormod,  chief  of  Sar- 
dronlo,( who  had  demanded,  in  vain,  the  daushter  of  Mal-orcliol,in  marriage) 
Fingal  sent  Ossian  to  his  aid.  Ossian,  on  the  day  after  his  arrival,  came  to 
battle  with  Ton-thormod,  and  took  him  prisoner.  Mal-orchol  offeis  his 
daughter  Oina-niorul  to  Ossian;  but  he,  discovering  her  passion  for  Ton- 
thormod,  generously  surrenders  her  to  her  lover,  and  brings  about  a  recon- 
ciliation between  the  two  kings. 


AS  flics  th'  inconstant  sun,  with  variant  beams 
Across  the  plains :  'midst  Larmon's  grassy  hills : 
So  pass,  amidst  the  silence  of  the  night, 
The  tales  of  old  along  my  pensive  soul. 

When  to  their  place  the  tuneful  bards  are  gone  :  5 

When  dulcet  harps  in  Selma's  hall  are  hung: 
A  A'oice  to  Ossian  comes,  and  'wakes  his  soul. 
It  is  the  promptive  voice  of  years  now  past, 
That  with  their  num'rous  deeds  before  me  roll. 
Whene'er  those  deeds  across  my  mem'ry  pass  10- 

I  seize  them  straight,  and  pour  them  forth  in  song. 
Nor  is  the  royal  song  a  troubled  stream. 
But  like  the  swel's  from  Lutha  of  the  strings— 
Lutha  of  many  strings  of  sweetest  note  .' 
Vol.  II.  F  f 
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Nor  are  thy  streamy  rocks  devoid  of  sound  15 

Eesponsive  to  the  warblings  of  the  lyre, 

When  on  it  fair  Malvina's  fingers  move. 

Light  of  the  shadowy  thoughts,  that  in  distress 

Assistive  fly  across  my  troubled  soul — 

Daughter  of  Toscar  of  the  helmets  fam'd  20 

Wilt  thou  not  pay  attention  to  the  song! 

The  pleasing  years,  now  long  since  roU'd  away, 

We,  maid  of  Lutha,  back  to  mem'ry  call ! 

'Twas  in  the  days  when  shone  the  royal  chief, 
While  yet  my  thick  and  spreading  locks  were  young,  25 

That  I,  on  high  from  ocean's  nightly  wave, 
Amidst  my  course  the  bright  Con-cathlin  mark'd. 
Fuarfed,  woody  dweller  of  the  seas. 
Was  then  the  isle  to  which  my  course  was  bent. 
Mal-orchol,  wild  Fuarfed's  royal  chief  30 

To  aid,  was  my  direction  from  Fingal : 
For  round  him  war  with  all  its  fury  rag'd 
And  our  forefathers  at  the  feast  had  met. 

Ere  long  I  in  Col-coiled  bound  my  sails, 
'And  to  Mal-orchol  sent  my  fav'rite  sword.  35 

That  king  of  shells  the  sign  of  Albion  knew 
And  at  the  sight  his  bright'ning  joy  arose. 
From  his  own  tow'ring  hall  direct  he  came, 
And  eager  seiz'd  upon  my  hand  in  grief. 

*  ^Vhy  comes'  (he  said)   '  to  aid  a  falling  king  40 

*  The  race  of  heroes  ?     Chief  of  many  spears 

*  Ton-thormod  is,  and  from  Sar-dronlo  comes, 

*  The  isle  of  many  waves.     He  saw  and  lov'd 

*  My  daughter  Oina-Morul,  lovely  fair, 

*  With  snow-white  breast,  and  for  her  made  his  suit.        45 

*  The  virgin  I  deny'd  ; — for  former  foes 

*  Our  race  had  been.    Then  with  the  strength  of  war, 
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*  He  to  Fuarfc'd  came.     And  now  aw'ay 

*  My  hosts  are  roll'd.     Why  therefore  comes  a?  aid, 

*  The  race  of  heroes  to  a  falling  king?  50 

*  To  be,  boy-like,  spectator  of  the  strife 

*  I  come  not  here  :'  I  then  to  him  reply'd, 

*  Mal-orchol,  and  his  hospitable  hall, 

*  That  welcomes  strangers  still  Fingal  well  knows. 

*  Down  from  his  v/aves  upon  thy  woody  isle  55 

*  The  warrior  came.     Nor  like  a  stormy  cloud 

*  Wert  thou  before  him.     With  the  voice  of  songs 

*  Thy  feast  was  spread.     For  this  my  sword  shall  rise  ; 

*  Anrl  thy  j^roud  foes  ere  long  perhaps  may  fail. 

*  When  danger  threatens,  by  no  means  forgot  60 

*  (Though  distant  is  our  land)  our  friends  remain.' 

Mal-orchol  said:  *  Great  as  Cruth-ioda's  voice, 

*  When  downward  bending  from  his  broken  cloud, 

*  Strong  dweller  of  the  sky  !     In  pow'r  he  speaks  ; 

*  Son  of  the  daring  Trcnmor  are  thy  words  I  65 

*  Aforetime  many  of  my  feasts  have  joy'd, 

*  But  they  Mal-orchol  now  have  all  forgot. 

*  Tow'rds  all  the  winds  in  hopes  of  aid  I  look'd 

*  But  look'd  in  vain  !     Whit^  sails  were  no  where  seen, 

*  And  in  my  halls,  where  festive  sports  went  round  70 

*  Dire  steel  resounds  :  and  not  the  joyful  shells. 

*  Dark-skirted  night  with  all  its  gloom  is  near  ; 

*  Race  of  brave  heroes,  to  my  dwelling  come  ,' 

*  And  from  the  virgin  of  Fuarfed  wild 

*  In  raptures  hear  the  dulcet  voice  of  songs.'  75 

\Ve  went — and  on  the  sweetly-warbling  lyre 
The  albid  hands  of  Oina-morul  'rose. 
Her  own  sad  tale  big  with  the  words  of  woe. 
From  ev'ry  trembling  string,  she  mournful  'wak'd. 


251  OINA-MORUL: 

I  still  in  silence  stood  :  for  in  her  locks  90 

Bright  shone  the  daughter  of  the  many  isles. 

As,  looking  forward  through  a  rushing  show'r 

Two  stars  are  seen,  her  sparkling  eyes  appear 

Aloft,  with  joy,  th'  observant  sailor  stands  ; 

As,  blessing  th'  lovely  beams,  he  on  them  looks.  85 

To  fight,  to  Tormul's  loud-resounding  stream, 

With  morn  we  rush'd  :  when  to  the  bossy  sound 

Of  great  Ton-thormod's  shield  the  foe  advanc'd  : 

And  soon  the  strife  from  wing  to  wing  was  mix'd. 

Sardronlo's  angry  chief  I  met,  and  soon,  90 

Wide  flew  his  broken  steel.     Amidst  the  fight 

I  seiz'd  the  king. — His  hand,  bound  fast  with  thongs 

To  ag'd  Mal-orchol,  of  the  shells,  I  gave. 

Then  at  Fuarfed's  feast,  when  fail'd  the  foe. 

Delight  arose.     His  face  Ton-thormod  straight  95 

From  Oina-morul  of  the  islands  turn'd. 

'  Son  of  Fingal,'  Mal-orchol  then  begun, 

*  Nor  shalt  thou  now  forgotten  by  me  pass. 

*  Within  thy  ship  from  hence  a  light  shall  dwell, 

*  Fair  Oina-Morul  of  slow-rolling  eyes  !  100 

*  Along  each  avenue  of  thy  great  soul 

*  Enkindling  joy  shall  make  its  bright'ning  way. 

*  Nor  in  the  mansions  of  the  royal  house, 

*  Unheeded  shall  the  maid  in  Selma  move.* 

Within  the  splendid  hall  in  night  I  lay,  105 

And  with  soft  sleep  half  were  my  eye-lids  clos'd. 
Then  to  my  ear,  ('twas  like  the  rising  breeze. 
That  whirls  at  first  the  thistle's  beard  ;  then  flies 
Dark-shadowy,  o'er  the  grass)  soft  music  came. 
It  was  the  virgin  of  Fuarfed  wild,  110 

Raising  the  nightly  song  : — my  soul,  she  knew, 
Was  like  a  stream,  that  flow'd  at  pleasant  sounds. 
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*  With  form  majestic  from  his  airy  cliff 

*  Wlio  looks,'  she  said,  '  on  ocean's  closing  mist  ? 

*  His  locks  are  jetty  as  the  raven's  wing,  115 
'  Large-wand'ring  on  the  blast.     In  depth  of  grief 

*  H  s  steps  are  stately.     Starting  from  his  eves 

*  The  tears  are  seen  ;  whilst  o'er  his  bursting  soul 

*  His  manly  breast  is  heaving.     Ah  !  retire — ' 

*  Afar  1  wander,  and  in  lands  unknown  !  120 

*  Though  I'm  surrounded  by  the  race  of  kings, 

*  Yet  my  sad  soul  is  dark,     Ton-thormod  why  :— 
"*  Thou  love  of  maids,  why  were  our  fathers  foes  !* 

*  Thou  softest  warbler  of  the  streamy  isle, 

'  Why  dost  thou  mourn  by  night  ?'  then  I  reply'd.  125 

*  Not  dark  in  soul  are  daring  Trenmor's  race. 

*  Never  a  wand'rer  by  loud  streams  unknown 

*  Shalt  thou,  O  blue-ey'd  Oina-Morul,  be. 

*  Within  this  bosom  is  a  voice ;  nor  comes 

*  The  same  to  other  ears — but,  Ossian  bids  130 
"    To  hear  the  hapless  in  their  hour  ofwoe," 

*  Retire,  soft  singer  by  the  mournful  night ! 

*  Ton-thormod  never  on  his  rock  shall  mourn.' 

The  royal  hand  I,  with  the  morning  loos'd, 
And  gave  the  long-hair'd  maid.     My  words  of  peace        135 
Amidst  his  echoing  halls.     Mal-orchol  heard. 
'  King  of  Fuarfed  wild,'  'twas  then  I  said, 

*  Why  should  Ton-thormod  mourn?     He,  by  descent," 

*  Is  born  a  hero,  and  a  flame  in  war. 

*  Your  fathers  have  been  foes,  but  now  in  death  140 

*  In  peace  ally'd  their  shady  ghosts  rejoice. 

*  To  the  same  shell  in  Loda's  lone  abode 

*  Their  airy  arms  of  dusky  mist  they  stretch. 

*  Henceforth  forget,  ye  warriors  brave,  their  rage  ! 

f  It  was  the  angry  cloud  of  other  years,  1  i5 
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Sucb,  in  the  days  now  past,  were  Ossian's  deeds  ■ 
Though  with  the  beams  of  loveliness  enrob'd 
The  daughter  of  the  isles  in  splendor  shone  : 
While  yet  his  thick  and  spreading  locks  were  young. 
The  pleasing  years  now  long  since  roU'd  away  150 

We,  maid  of  Lutha,  back  to  mem'ry  call ! 


END  OF  OINA-MORUL. 
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ARGUMENT. 
FINGAL  dispatches  Ossian  and  Toscar,  to  raise  a  stone,  on  the  banks  of  the 
stream  of  Crona,  to  perpetuate  the  memory  of  a  victory,  which  he  had  ob- 
tained in  that  place.  When  they  were  employed  in  that  work,  Car-ul,  a 
neighbouring  chief,  invited  them  to  a  feast.  They  went:  and  Toscar  fell 
desperately  in  love  with  Colna-dona,  the  daughter  of  Car-ul.  Colna-dona 
became  no  less  enamoured  of  Toscar.  An  incident  at  a  hunting  party  brings 
their  loves  to  an  happy  issue. 


NEAR  Car-ul's  echoing  halls,  between  the  trees ; 
Col-amon,  wand'rer  dark  of  distant  vales, 
-Thy  winding  course  of  troubled  streams  I  see. 
There,  Colna-dona,  bright  in  all  her  charms. 
The  daughter  of  the  king  in  splendor  dwelt.  5 

Like  sister-stars  her  sparkling  eyes  were  roll'd: 
And  her  white  arms  were  lilve  the  foam  of  streams. 
Slowly  to  sight,  like  ocean's  heaving  wave, 
Her  breast  arose  ;  and  like  a  stream  of  light 
Her  soul  within  her  shone.     Among  the  maids  10 

Who  ?  with  the  love  of  heroes  could  compare  ? 

Beneath  the  echo  of  the  royal  voice 
To  murm'ring  Crona  of  the  streams  we  mov'd— 
Toscar  of  grassy  Lutha  join'd  the  train  / 
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And  Osslan,  young  in  fields.     Three  bards  with  songs        15 

On  us  attendance  gave.     Three  bossy  shields 

Were  borne  before  us.     For,  of  past  exploits 

The  monumental  stone  we  were  to  raise. 

By  Crona's  mossy  course  his  mighty  foes 

Fingal  had  scatter'd.     Like  a  troubled  sea,  20 

Them  he  away  by  dint  of  arms  had  roH'd. 

Directly  to  the  plac6  of  fame  we  came, 

And  from  the  mountains  night  descended  'round, 

I  from  its  hills  an  oak  high  tow'ring  tore, 

And  rais'd  a  flame  on  high. — Down  from  their  hall  25 

Of  clouds  aerial  my  ancestors  dead 

I  bade  to  look  ;  fof  on  the  wings  of  winds 

They  brighten  at  the  lustre  of  their  race. 

Amidst  the  song  of  bards,  I  from  the  stream 
Up  took  a  stone,  and  ccrdled  in  its  ooze  SO 

Hung  the  thick  blood  of  brave  Fing^l's  fall'n  foes. 
Three  bosses  from  the  orbed  shields  of  foes 
As  rose  or  fell  the  sound  of  Ullin's  song 
By  night,  beneath,  at  intervals,  I  plac'd, 
A  dagger,  and  a  mail  of  sounding  steel  35 

Brave  Toscar  laid  in  earth  ;  We  'round  the  stone 
Rais'd  mould  and  bade  it  speak  to  other  years. 

Daughter  of  streams  Avhen  Sclma's  race  have  fail'd 
Speak  to  the  feeble  from  thy  lofty  state, 
Thou  oozy  stone  !— Prone,  from  the  stormy  night,  40 

The  trav'Uer  by  thy  side  himself  shall  lay  : 
Amidst  his  dreams,  thy  whistling  moss  shall  sound ; 
And  to  his  mind  the  years  long-past  return. 
Before  l;im  battles  rise,  and  down  to  war 
Blue-shielded  kings  shall  come.     The  darken'd  moon  45 

Looks  down  from  heav'n  upoh  the  troubled  field. 
With  morning  he  frem  dreams  of  might  shall  burst. 
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And  ihc  lone  tombs  of  warriors  'round  him  sec. 

About  the  stone  he  shall  enquiries  make, 

And  answ'ring,  thus  the  aged  will  reply  :  60 

*  By  Ossian,  once  a  chief,  in  other  years 

*■  This  stone,  with  all  its  grizly  moss  was  rais'd  ! 

Then  from  amidst  Col-amon"s  waving  trees— 
From  Car-ul,  friend  of  strangers,  came  a  bard. 
He  to  the  feast  of  kings  bade  us  repair—  55 

To  where  the  beauteous  Colna-dona  dwelt; 
And  to  the  hall  of  harps  we  took  our  way. 
There,  when  the  children  of  his  friend  he  i»aw. 
Like  two  young  trees  in  all  their  foliage  clad, 
Bright  'tween  his  locks  of  age  old  Car-ul  grew.  60 

'  Sons  of  the  mighty  !  back  the  days  of  old 

*  Ye  bring,'  he  said,  *  when  first  I  from  the  wave 

*  Of  Selma's  streamy  vale  made  my  descent. 

*  I  Duthmo-carglas,  dwell'r  of  o'cean's  wind, 

*  Went  forth  to  meet.     Our  fathers  had  been  foes  65 

*  We  met  by  Clutha's  stream.     He  fled  by  sea, 

*  And  wide  my  sails  were  white  behind  him  spread. 

*  On  me  night,  on  the  deep,  deceptive  came  ; 
'  And  to  the  dwelling  of  brave  kings  direct 

*  (To  Selma  of  high-bosom'd  maids,)   I  came;  70 

*  Then  forth,  attended  by  his  bards,  Fingal  ; 

*  And  Conloch,  arm  of  death,  with  greetings  came. 

*  Three  days  I  spent  within  the  festive  hall, 

*  And  saw  blue-ey'd  Ros-crana,  Erin's  pride, 

*  Daughter  of  heroes,  light  of  Cormac's  race  :  75 

*  Nor  yet  forgotten  did  my  steps  depart : — 

*  The  royal  chiefs  their  shields  to  Car-ul  gave, 

*  Placed  on  high,  in  mem'ry  of  the  past, 

*  They  monumental  in  Col-amon  hang. 
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*  To  my  remembrance  the  past  days  of  old 

*  Sons  of  the  daring  kings,  ye  now  recal.'  80 

Car-u!  then  plac'd  the  oak  of  feasts,  and  took 
Two  bosses  from  our  shields.     Them  he  in  eartii 
Deposited  beneath  a  massy  stone, 
To  speak  in  future  to  the  hero's  race, 

'  When  loud  the  battle,'  said  the  king,  '  shall  roar;    83 

*  And  in  the  time  to  come  in  direful  wrath 

*  Our  sons,  whilst  they  the  deathful  spear  prepare, 

*  Their  eyes  upon  this  stone  perhaps  may  cast. 

**  Have  not  our  fathers  heretofore,"  *  they'll  say,* 

"  Here  peaceful  met  ? — and  lay  aside  the  shield."  90 

Kight  came — and  in  her  long  and  tressy  locks 
Car-ul's  daughter  mov'd.     Mixed  with  the  lyre 
The  voice  of  white  arm'd  Colna-dona  'rose. 
Before  the  love  of  heroes,  in  his  place. 

Dark  Toscar  grew.     Upon  his  troubled  soul  95 

Bright  as  a  beam  to  ocean's  dusky  swells, 
When  all  at  once  from  a  dark  cloud  it  bursts 
And  lights  a  billow's  foamy  side,  she  came. 


With  dawn  of  day,  the  echoing  woods  we  wak'd 

And  forward  on  the  path  of  roebucks  hung;  100 

And  shortly  by  their  wonted  streams  they  fell. 

Through  Crona's  winding  valley  we  return'd. 
Then,  with  a  shield  and  pointless  spear,  a  youth 
Came  forward  from  the  wood.     '  The  flying  beam 

*  Whence  does  it  come?'  Luthanian  Toscar  said.  105 

*  Around  bright  Colna-dona  of  the  lyres 

«  At  green  Col-amon's  groves,  say — dwells  there  peace  ? 
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*  By  green  Col-amon  of  the  lucid  streams,' 
The  youth  reply'd,  *  bright  Colna-dona  dwelt. 

*  She  dwelt — but  now  attended  by  the  son  1 10 

*  Of  the  great  king,  he,  that  her  secret  soul 

*  As  through  the  hall  it  wander'd,  carried  off 

*  Amidst  wild  deserts  is  her  lonely  way.' 

*  Stranger  of  tales,  hast  thou  the  warrior's  course 

*  Observant  mark'd  ?'  said  Toscar.     '  He  must  fall.         115 

*  To  me  deliver  thou  that  bossy  shield.' 

In  wrath  he  took  the  shield.     Behind  it  fair. 
White  as  the  bosom  of  a  plumy  swan 
Large  rising  on  the  swiftly-rolling  waves, 
A  virgin's  breasts  with  matchless  heavings  rose,  120 

'Twas  Colna-dona  of  sweet  sounding  lyres, 
The  daughter  of  the  king.  He  azure  eyes 
Had  roU'd  on  Toscar,  and  her  love  arose. 


END  OF  VOL.  II, 
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